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ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  King  John,  §lueen  Elinor,  Pembrokci  Effcx, 
and  Salisbury,  with  Chattilion. 

King  JOHN. 
O  W  fay*  CbattilioHt  what  would  Frametwitk 

mi 
Chat.  Thus,  after  greeiiug,  Ipeab  th«  Kmy 

ofFraKce 
In  my  Behaviour  to  the  Majefly, 
The  borrow'd  Majefty  of  EngUmd  here. 
Eti.  A  ftrange  Beginning;  boirow'd  Majefty  I 
K.  John.  Silence,  good  Mother,  hear  the  fimbaine. 
Omi.  Philip  of  France,  id  right  and  trae  behalf 
Of  thy  dcceafed  Brother  6(^«*s  Son, 
Arthnr  PLtatageitetf  lays  moft  lawful  Claim 
To  this  fair  Ifland,  and  the  Territories: 
TalrtUifd,  Fajr^ferj,  ^io»t  TtHoiatt  .M«tw, 
Vol.  in.  B»  l>tSLt«1 
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Defiring  thee  to  hy  afide  the  Sword 

Which  fways  ufurpingly  thcfc  fevcral  Titles, 

yVnd  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthurs  Hand, 

pThy  Nephew,  and  right  Royal  Sovcraign. 

■    K.j9hH.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  i 

i    Chan  The  proud  Control  of  fierce  and  bloody  War, 

TO'iflforce^hefe-Rights  fo  forcibly  with-held. 

K.  John.  Here  have  we  War  for  War,  and  Blood  for  Blood, 
Controlment  for  Controlment;  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  King's  Defiance  from  my  Mouth, 
Tiie,farthe(l  ligait  of  my  Embaffic. 

A  JolSft.  Q^tfr  i^ine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  Peace. 
Be  fhou  as  Lightning  in  the  Eyes  of  Frances 
For  e'er  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there. 
The  Thunder  of  my  Cannon  fliall  be  heard. 
So  hence;  be  thou  the  Trumpet  of  our  Wrath> 
And  fullen  Prefage  of  your  own  decay: 
An  honourable  Condud:  let  him  have, 
Pembroke  \ooVto\\  hrtwcl  Chanilion.  [^Exit  Chzt.  and Pcrtim 

Eli.  What  now,  my  Son,  have  I  not  ever  faid 
How  that  ambitious  Confiance  would  not  ceafe 
•Till  ftie  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  World> 
Upon  the  Right  and  Party  of  her  Son? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole 
With  very  eafie  Arguments  of  Love, 
Which  now  the  Manage  of  two  Kingdoms  muft 
With  fearful  bloody  Iffue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  fbong  Poffeffion  and  our  Right  for  us. 

^ElU  Your  ftrong  Poffeffion  much  more  than  your  Rights 
Or  elfcit  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me. 
So  much  my  Confcience  whifpers  in  your  Ear, 
Which  none  but  Heav'n,  and  you  and  I  (hall  hear. 

Effex.  My  Liege,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  Controverfie 
Come  from  the  Country  to  be  judg'd  by  you 
That  e'er  I  heard,  (hall  I  produce  the  Men? 

Kp  John,  Let  them  approach: 
Our  Abbies  and  our  Priories  (hall  pay 
This  Expedition's  Charge.     What  Men  are  you? 

Enter  Robert  Faulconbridge  and  the  Bafiard. 

Baft.  Your  faithful  SubjeS,  I,  a  Gentleman, 
Born  in  Northampton [hire^  and  eldeft  Son, 

As 
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As  I  fuppofe,  to  Faukonbridge^  ' :  *'* 

A  Soldier,  by  the  Honour-giving-hand 
Oi  Cgrdelion^  Knighted  in  the  Field. 

K.  John.  What  art  thou  ? 

Robert.  The  Son  and  Heir  to  that  fame  Faulconhridge. 

K.  John.  Is  tjiat  the  Elder,  and  art  thou  the  Heir  ? 
You  came  not  of  one  Mother  then  it  feems  ? 

Baft.  Moft  certain  of  one  Mother,  mighty  King,  • 
That  is  well  known,  and,  as  I  think,  one  Father: 
But  for  the  certain  Knowledge  of  that  Truths 
I  put  you  o'er  to  Hcav'n,  and  to  my  Mother; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  Mens  Children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  Man,  thoudoft  fhame  tby  MotlheTf 
And  wound  her  Honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Baft.  I,  Madam?  No:  I  have  no  Reafon  for  iti 
That  is  my  Brother's  Plea,  and  none  of  mine. 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  a  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  Year: 
Heav'n  guard  my  Mother's  Honour,  and  my  Land* 
-  K.  John.  A  good  blunt  Fellow;  why  being  younger  Bom, 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  Inheritance? 

Baft.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  Land; 
But  once  he  flander*d  me  with  Baftardy: 
But  whether  I  be  as  true  begot  or  no. 
That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  Mother's  Head, 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
Fair  fall  the  Bones  that  took  the  Pains  for  me. 
Compare  our  Faces,  and  be  judge  your  fclf* 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both. 
And  were  our  Father,  and  this  Son  like  him: 

0  old  Sir  Robert  Father,  on  iny  Knee 

1  give  Heaven  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.John.  Why  what  a  mad-cap  hath  Heav'n  knt  ui  here? 

Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cordelions  Face, 
The  accent  of  his  Tongue  affefteth  him: 
Do  you  not  read  fome  Tokens  of  my  Son 
In  the  large  Compofition  of  this  Man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  Eye  hath  well  examined  his  Parts, 
And  finds  them  perfeft  ^/VW^/ :  Sirrah^  fpeak. 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  Brother's  Ltndl 
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S^.  BecauTe  he  hath  a  half-face,  like  my  Father, 
With  half  that  Face  would  he  have  all  my  Land, 
A  half-fac*d  ©roat,  five  hundred  Pound  a  Year? 

Rolf.  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  Father  liv'd. 
Your  Brother  did  imploy  my  Father  much—- 

Baft.  Well,  Sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  Land, 
Your  Tale  muft  be  how  he  imploy'd  my  Mother.  ^ 

Rot.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  Embaflie 
To  GermafTjff  there  with  the  Emperor 
To  treat  othigh  Affairs  touching  that  time: 
Th'  Advantage  of  his  Abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  Father's; 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fliame  to  fpeak : 
But  truth  is  truth,  large  lengths  of  Seas  and  Shores 
Between  my  Father  and  my  Mother  lay. 
As  I  have  heard  my  Father  fpeak  himfelf. 
When  this  fame  ludy  Gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  Death-bed  he  by  Will  bequeathed 
His  Lands  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  Death 
That  this  my  Mother's  Son  was  none  of  his; 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  World 
Full  fourteen  Weeks  before  the  Courfe  of  time : 
Then  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine. 
My  Father's  Land,  as  was  my  Father's  Will. 

JT.  yohn.  Sirrah,  your  Brother  is  Legitimate, 
Your  Father's  Wife  did  after  Wedlock  bear  him: 
And  if  (he  did  play  falfe,  the  Fault  was  hers. 
Which  Fault  lyes  on  the  hazards  of  all  Husbands 
That  marry  Wives.  Tell  me,  how  if  my  Brother, 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  Son, 
Had  of  your  Father  daim'd  this  Son  for  his. 
In  footh,  good  Friend,  your  Father  might  have  kept 
This  Cal^bred  from  his  Cow,  from  all  the  World : 
In  footh  he  might;  then  if  he  were  my  Brother's, 
My  Brother  might  not  claim  him ;  nor  your  Father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refufe  him;  this  concludes. 
My  Mother's  Son  did  get  your  Father's  Heir, 
Your  Father's  Heir  mufl  have  your  Father's  Land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  Father's  Will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpofleft  that  Child  which  is  not  his  ? 
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Bafim  Of  no  more  force  to  diipoflefs  me.  Sir, 
Than  was  his  Will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Whether  hadft  thou  rather  be  a  FaHlconiridgel 
And,  like  thy  Brother,  to  enjoy  thy  Land : 
Or  the  reputed  Son  of  Cordelion^ 
Lord  of  thy  Prefence,  and  no  Land  befide? 

Baft.  Madam,  and  if  my  Brother  had  my  Shape, 
And  I  had  his.  Sir  Robertas  his,  like  him. 
And  if  my  Legs  were  two  fuch  riding  Rods, 
My  Arms  fuch  Eel-skins  ftuft,  my  Face  fo  thin. 
That  in  mine  Ear  I  durft  not  ftick  a  Rofe, 
Left  Men  (hould  fay,  look  where  three  Farthings  goef» 
And  to  his  Shape  were  Heir  to  all  this  Land> 
Would  I  might  never  &ir  from  off  this  Place, 
I  would  give  it  every  Foot  to  have  this  Face : 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nobbe  in  any  cafe* 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well;  wilt  thou  forfake  thy  Fortune, 
Bequeath  thy  Land  to  him,  and  follow  me? 
I  am  a  Soldier,  and  now  bound  <o  France, 

Baft.  Brother,  take  you  ray  Land,  1*11  take  my  Chance; 
Your  Face  hath  got  five  hundred  Po«nd  a  Year, 
Yet  fell  your  Face  for  five  Pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  Death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Baft.  Our  Country  manners  give  our  Betters  way* 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  Name? 

Baft.  Philifj  my  Liege,  fo  is  my  Name  begun, 
PlriUfj  {?ood  old  Sir  Robm's  Wife's  eldeft  Son* 

K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  Name 
Whofc  Form  thou  beared : 
Kneel  thou  down  Philips  but  rife  more  great, 
Arife  Sir  Richard  and  Plantaginet. 

Baft.  Brother  by  th*  Mother's  fide,  give  me  your  Hand, 
My  Father  gave  me  Honour,  yours  gave  Land. 
Now  blefled  be  the  Hour,  by  Night  or  Day, 
When  I  was  got.  Sir  Robert  was  away. 

Eli.  The  very  Spirit  of  Plantagenct : 
I  am  thy  Grandam,  Richard,  call  me  fo. 

Baft.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truths  whit  tho'; 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  rjgnt, 

lA  at  the  Window,  or  elk  o'er  the  micVi : 
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Who  dires  not  ftir  by  Day,  mufi  walk  by  Nighc« 
Aod  have  is  have,  however  Men  do  catch : 
Near  or  far  off.  well  won  is  ftiil  well  (hot. 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  bcgcc« 

AT.  Jchm.  Go,  FuMlconh-'tdgt^  now  haft  thou  thy  defire^ 
A  lj9Jid\tfi  Knighr^  makes  thee  a  Landed  Squire : 
Come  Madam,  and  come  Rickdrd,  we  muft  fpced 
For  Frdnccj  for  Fra»€€j  for  it  is  more  than  need« 

Baft.  Brother,  adieu,  good  Fortune  come  to  thee. 
For  thou  ^  aft  got  i'tb'  way  of  honefty  •    [Ex.  mU  but  Bafiard. 
A  Foot  of  Honour  better  than  I  was. 
But  many  a  many  Foot  of  Land  the  worfe. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joajt  a  Lady ; 
Good-denr,  Sir  Richard^  Godamercy  Fellow, 
Aod  if  his  Name  be  George,  III  call  him  Peter ; 
For  new  made  Honour  doih  forget  Mens  Names: 
Tis  too  refpedi\e,  and  too  ibciable 
For  your  Converfion,  now  your  Traveller, 
He  and  his  Tooth-pick,  at  my  Worihip's  Mefs, 
And  when  my  Knightly  Stomach  is  fuificV, 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  Teeth,  and  Catechif: 
My  picked  Man  of  Country s:  My  Dear  Sir, 
Thus  leaning  on  mine  Elbow  I  begin, 
I  (hall  befeech  you;  that  is  Q^eftion  now. 
And  then  comes  Anfwer  like  an  Abfey-Book  : 
O  Sir,  fays  Anfwer,  at  your  beft  Commands 
At  your  Employment,  at  ycur  Service,  Sir: 
No,  Sir,  fays  Queftion,  I  fwect.  Sir,  at  yours. 
And  fo  e'er  Anfwer  knows  what  Queftion  would. 
Saving  in  Dialogue  of  Compliment, 
And  talking  of  the  ^Ipes  and  j^ppenines^ 
The  Pjrennean  and  the  River  Po, 
It  draws  towards  Supper  in  conclufion  fo. 
put  this  is  worftiipf ul  Society, 
And  fits  the  mounting  Spirit  like  my  felf  i 
For  he  is  but  a  Baftard  to  the  time  _^ 

That  doth  not  fmoak  of  Obfervation, 
And  fo  am  I  whether  I  fmack  or  no; 
And  not  alone  in  Habit  and  Device, 
Exterior  Form,  outward  Accoutrement; 
JBiit  from  the  inward  Motion  to  deliveir  ,   . 

^wttt\ 
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Sweet,  fwirety  fwcct  Poifon  for  the  Ages  Tooth, 
Which  though  I  will  not  praftife  t©  deceive, 
Yet>  to  avoid  deceits  I  mean  to  learn; 
For  it  (hall  ftrcw  the  Footfteps  of  my  Rifing : 
But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte  in  riding  Robes  ^ 
What  Woman* poft  is  this?  Hath  (he  no  Husband 
That  will  take  Pains  to  blow  a  Horn  before  her, 
0  me,  'tis  ray  Mother ;  how  now,  good  Lady  ? 
What  brings  you  here  to  Court  fo  haftily  ? 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge  and  James  Gurncy. 

Udj.  Where  is  that  Slave,  thy  Brother?  Where  is  he? 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  Honour  up  and  down. 

Bafl.  My  Brother  Reberty  old  Sir  Robert's  Son, 
Uhrmd  the  Giant,  that  fame  mighty  Man, 
Is  it  Sir  Robertas  Son  that  you  feek  fo  ? 

Lady.  Sir  Robertas  Son !  ay,  thou  unreverend  Boy^ 
^M  Robertas  Son,  why  fcorncft  thou  2itS\T  Robert  I 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  Son,  and  fo  art  thoi*. 

tufi.  James  Gurnejy  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while  { 

Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Vhiltf. 

Baft,  Philip,  Sparrow,  James, 
There's  Toys  abroad,  anon  Fll  tell  thee  more.   [^Exit  James* 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robert^  Son, 
Sir  Robert  might  have  cat  his  Part  in  me 
Upon  Good'Fridajfj  and  ne'er  broke  his  Faft: 
^itRQbert  could  do  well,  marry,  to  confefs! 
Could  get  me !  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it ; 
We  know  his  HaWy-work,  therefore  good  Mother 
fo  whom  am  I  beholding  for  thefe  Limbs? 
^ir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  Leg. 

L4dy.  Haft  thou  confpir'd  with  thy  Brother  too, 
"That  for  thine  dwn  gain  fhould'ft  defend  mine  Honour) 
What  means  this  Scorn,  thou  moft  untoward  Knave? 

Soft.  Knight,  Knight,  good  Mother,  Ba(ilifco-Uke* 
What,  I  am  dub'd,  I  have  it  on  my  Shoulder : 
^^t  Mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Robertas  Son, 
J  have  difclaim'd  Sic  Robert  and  my  Land, 
^fgitimation,  I^Iame,  and  all  is  gone; 
Jhcn,  good  my  Mother,  let  me  know  my  Father, 
Some  proper  Mar,  I  hope;  who  was  it,  MiotW^ 
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Laih.  Haft  thou  dcny'd  thy  fclf  a  Faulconhridie  ? 

Bajf.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  Devil. 

Ladj.  King  Richard  CordeUon  was  thy  Father; 
By-long  aod  vehement  Suit  I  was  feduc'd  ' 

'   To  make  room  for  him  in  my  Husband's  Bed* 
Heav'n  lay  not  my  TranfgreiEon  to  my  charge; 
Thou  art  the  Iffue  of  my  dear  Offence, 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  Defence. 

Ba(l.  Now,  by  this  Light,  were  I  to  get  again. 
Madam,  I  would  not  wi(h  a  better  Father. 
Some  Sins  do  bear  their  Privilege  on  Earth, 
And  fo  doth  yours ;  your  Fault  was  not  your  Folly ; 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  Heart  at  his  Difpofe, 
Subjeded  Tribute  to  commanding  Love, 
Againft  whofe  Fury  and  unmatched  Force, 
The  awlefs  Lyon  could  not  wage  the  Fight, 
Nor  keep  his  princely  Heart  from  Richard's  Hands. 
He  that  per  Force  robs  Lyons  of  their  Hearts, 
May  eafily  win  a  Woman's ;  ay,  my^Mother, 
With  all  my  Heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  Father. 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  I'll  fend  his  Soul  to  Hell. 
Come,  Lady,  I  will  (hew  thee  to  my  Kin, 
And  they  ftiall  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot. 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  Sin; 
Who  fays  it  was,  he  lyes ;.  I  fiy  'twas  not.  [^ExiUHt» 

SCENE     IL 

SCENE,  i^efore  the  Walls  of  Angitrs. 

Enter  Philip  King   of  France,  ^  Lewis    th$  Dauphin,  Au- 

ftria,  Conflance,  4;;^  Arthur. 

Lewis*  Before  jingitrsj  well  met  brave  jiuftria^ 
jtrth»rj  that  great  Fore-runner  of  thy  Bloody 
jRichard  that  robb*d  the  Lion  of  his  Heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  Wars  in  Pale/line^ 
By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  Grave; 
And  for  amends  to  his  Pofterity, 
Ar  our  Importance  Hither  is  he  come, 
To^  preset  his  Colours,   Boy,  in  thy  behalf; 
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And  to  rebuke  the  Ufurpation 

Of  thy  unnatural  Uncle,  EngUp^  John. 

Embrace  him>  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither, 

Arth.  God  (hall  forgive  you  Cordelions  Deaths 
The  rather  that  you  give  his  OflFspring  Life, 
Shadowing  their  Right  under  your  Wings  of  War; 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerlcfs  Hand, 
But  with  a  Heart  full  of  unftained  Love, 
Welcome  before  the  Gates  of  Angiers^  Duke. 

Lewis.  A  noble  Boy,  who  would  not  do  thee  right? 

Aufi.  Upon  thy  Cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  Kifs, 
As  Seal  to  this  Indenture  of  my  Love; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
Till  Anglers,  and  the  Right  thou  haft  in  France; 
Togethtr  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  Shore* 
Whofe  Foot  fpurns  back  the  Ocean's  roaring  Tides^ 
And  coops  from  other  Lands  her  Iflanders, 
Even  'till  that  England^  hedg'd  in  with  the  Main, 
That  water-walled  Bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  Purpofes, 
Even  'till  that  outmoft  Corner  of  the  Weft 
Salute  thee  for  her  King;  'till  then,  fair  Boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  Arms* 

Confic  O  take  his  Mother's  Thanks,  a  Widow's  Thanks, 
'Till  your  flrong  Hand  (hall  help  to  give  him  Strength, 
To  make  a  more  Requital  to  your  Love. 

AhJI.  The  Peace  of  Heav'n  is  theirs,  who  lift  their  Swords 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  War. 

K.  Philip.  Well,  then,  to  work,  our  Cannon  {hall  be  bent 
Againft  the  Brows  of  this  rcfifting  Town; 
Call  for  our  chiefeft  Men  of  Difcipline, 
To  cull  the  Plots  of  beft  Advantages. 
We'll  lay  before  this  Town  our  Royal  Bones, 
Wade  to  the  Market-Place  in  Frenchmens  Blood, 
But  we  will  make  it  fubjed  to  this  Boy. 

Conjt.  Stay  for  an  Anfwer  to  your  Embaffie, 
Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  Swords  with  Blood. 
My  Lord  ChauiUon  may  from  England  bring 
That  Right  in  Peace  which  here  we  urge  in  War, 
And  then  we  ftiall  repent  each  Drop  of  Bloody 
That  hot  nth  h^fie  fo  iodiredly  (hed. 

Entt 
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Enter  Chatcilion. 

K.  Philip.  A  Wonder,  Lady !  lo  I  upon  thy  Wifli 
Our  Mcflengcr  Chattiliony  is  arrived ; 
What  EngUnd,  fays,  fay  briefly,  gentle  Lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee.  Chattilion  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  Forces  from  this  paultry  Siege, 
And  flir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  Task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  Demands, 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  Arms,  the  adverfe  Winds, 
Whofe  Leifure  I  have  ftaid,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  Legions  all  as  foon  as  L 
His  Marches  are  expedient  to  this  Town, 
His  Forces  ftrong,  his  Soldiers  confident* 
With  him  along  is  come  the  Mother-Queen; 
An  Ate  ftirring  him  to  Blood  and  Strife. 
With  her  her  Neice,  the  Lady  Blanch  of  Spain ; 
With  them  a  Baftard  of  the  King  deceased,  ^ 

And  all  tb'  un(ettled  Humours  of  the  Land ; 
Ra(h,  inconfiderate,  fiery  Volunteers, 
With  Ladies  Faces,  and  fierce  Dragons  Spleens, 
Have  fold  their  Fortunes  at  their  native  Homes, 
Bearing  their  Birthright  proudly  on  their  Backs, 
To  make  a  Hazard  of  new  Fortunes  here; 
In  brief,  a  braver  Choice  of  dauntlefs  Spirits 
Than  now  the  Englijh  Bottpms  have  w^ft  o'er, 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  Tide, 
To  do  offence  and  fcathe  in  Chriflendoro. 
The  Interruption  of  their  churlifti  Drums 
Cuts  off  more  Circumftance ;  they  are  at  Hand, 

\DrHms  beat. 
To  parly  or  to  fight,  therefore  prepare. 

K.  Philip.  How  much  unlook'd  for   is  this   Expedition ! 

jiufi.  By  how  Ynuch  unexpeded,  by  fo  much 
We  mufl  awake,  endeavour  for  Defence, 
For  Courage  mount eth  with  Occafion: 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepar*d. 
£/i/^ijf4r^i/ England,  Bafiard^  Elinor,  Blanch,  Pembroke^ 

and  others. 

K.  John.  Peace  be  to  France^  if  France  in  Ptace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  Entrance  to  our  own; 
Jfna^  bleed FrMftce^oxid  Peace  afccnd  to  HuVtv% 


Whilft  we,  God's  wrathful  Agent,  do  correft 

Their  proud  Contempt  that  beats  his  Peace  to  Heav*n, 

K.  Philip.  Peace  be  to  Englandy  if  that  War  return 
From  France  to  England^  there  to  live  in  Peace, 
EngUnd  we  love,  and  for  that  England's  fake 
With  burthen  of  our  Armour  here  we  fweat; 
This  Toil  of  ours  ihould  be  a  Work  of  thine; 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far. 
That  thou  haft  under-wrought  its  lawful  King, 
Cut  off  the  Sequence  of  Pofterity, 
Out*faced  Infant  State,  and  done  a  Rape 
Upon  the  Maiden- Virtue  of  the  Crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  Brother  Ccffr$f%  Face, 
Thefe  Eyes,  thefe  Brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his; 
This  little  Abftrad  doth  contain  that  large 
Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey  *y  and  the  Hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  large  a  Volume* 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  Brother  born. 
And  this  his  Son,  England  was  Geffrey  %  Hight, 
And  this  is  Geffref% ;   in  the  Name  of  God, 
How  comes  it  then  that  thou  art  call'd  a  King, 
When  living  Blood  doth  in  thefe  Temples  beat. 
Which  owe  the  Crown  that  thou  o'er* maflereft! 

JH.  John.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  Commifliao 
To  draw  my  Anfwer  from  thy  Articles? 

K.Phil.  Vrom  that  fupernal  Judge  that  ftirs  good  Thoughts 
In  any  Breaft  of  ftrong  Authority, 
To  look  into  the  Blots  and  Stains  of  Right, 
That  Judge  hath  made  me  Guardian  to  this  Boy, 
Under  whofe  Warrant  I  impeach  thy  Wrong, 
And  by  whofe  Help  I  mean  to  chaftife  it. 

K.  John.  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  Authority. 

K.  Philip.  Excufe  it  is  to  beat  ufurping  down. 

£//.  Who  is  it  that  thou  doft  call  Ufurper,  Francel  ] 

Confi.  Let  me  make  Anfwer:  Thy  ufurping  Son. 

£U.  Out  Infolent,  thy  Baftard  ihall  be  King, 
That  thou  may 'ft  be  a  Queen,  and  check  the  World! 

Conft.  My  Bed  was  ever  to  thy  Son  as  true. 

As  thine  was  to  thy  Husband,  and  this  Boy, 

Likcr  in  Feature  to  his  Father  Geffrey^ 

Than  thou  and  Joh^,  in  Manners  being  %s\\kt 

Ks 
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As  Rain  to  Water»  or  Devil  to  his  Dam. 
My  Boy  a  Baftard  I  By  my  Soul  I  think 
His  Father  never  was  fo  true  begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  and  if  thou  wert  his  Mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  Mother,  Boy,  that  blots  thy  Father* 

Confi.  There^s  a  good  Grand^m,  Boy, 
frhat  would  blot  thee. 

Anfi.  Peace. 

Bafi.  Hear  the  Crier. 

jiufi.  What  the  Devil  art  thou  ?  • 

3afi.  One  that  will  play  the  Devil,  Sir,  with  you. 
And  a  may  catch  your  Hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  Hare,  of  whom  the  Proverb  goes, 
Whofe  Valour  plucks  dead  Lions  by  the  Beard, 
ril  fmoak  your  Skin-Coat,  and  I  catch  you  right; 
Sirrah,  look  to*t,  i*faith  I  will,  i'faith. 

BUnch.  O  well  did  he  become  that  Lion's  Robe, 
That  did  difrobe  the  Lion  of  that  Robe. 

Baft.  It  lyes  as  (ightly  on  the  Back  of  him. 
As  great  Alcidis  Shoes  upon  an  Afs; 
But,  Afs,  111  take  that  Burthen  from  your  Back, 
Or  lay  on  that  fhall  make  your  Shoulders  crack. 

jiuft.  What  Cracker  is  this  fame  that  deafs  our  Ears 
With  this  abundance  of  fupc  rfluous  Breath  ? 
King  LewiSy  determine  what  we  ihall  do  flreight* 

Lewis.  Women  and  Fools  break  off  your  Conference. 
King  John^  this  is  the  very  Sum  of  all; 
England^  and  Ireland^  Angitrs^  Tonrain^  Mxin^ 
In  right  oi  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee: 
Wilt  thou  reHgn  them,  and  lay  down  thy  Arms? 

K.  John.  My  Life  as  foon,  I  do  defie  thee,  France. 
Arthur  of  Britainy  yield  thee  to  my  Hand, 
And  out  of  my  dear  Love  I'll  give  thee  more. 
Than  e'er  the  Coward-Hand  of  France  can  win ; 
Submit  thee.  Boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  Grandam,  Child. 

Conft.  Do,  Child,  go  to  it  Grandam,  Child, 
Give  Grandam  Kingdom,  and  it  Grandam  will 
Give  it  a  Plum,  a  Cherry  and  a  Fig, 
There's  a  good  Grandam. 

A^/A  Good  my  Mother^  Peace, 
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I  would  chat  I  were  low  laid  in  my  Grave,    ' 
I  am  not  worth  this  Coil  that's  made  for  me. 

Eli.  His  Mother  fliames  him  fo,  poor  Boy  he  weeps. 

Cwfi*  Now  fhame  upon  you  where  (he  does  or  no. 
His  Grandam*s  Wrong,  and  not  his  Mother's  Shames^ 
Draws  thofe  Heav'n-moving  Pearls  from  his  poor  Eyes^^ 
Which  Heav'nihall  take  in  nature  of  a  Fee; 
Ay,  with  thefe  fad  Chryftal  Beads  Heav'n  (hall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  Juftice,  and  Revenge  on  you. 

Eli.  Thou  aion(lrous  Slanderer  of  Heav'n  and  Earth. 

Onfi.  Thou  monftrous  Injurer  of  Heav'n  and  Earth* 
Call  me  not  Slanderer ;  thou  and  thine  ufurp 
The  Domination,  Royalties  and  Rights 
Of  this  opprefTed  Boy ;  this  is  thy  eldeft  Son's  Son, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee; 
Thy  Sins  arc  vi(it€d  in  this  poor  Child, 
The  Canon  of  the  Law  is  laid  on  him> 
Being  but  the  fecond  Generation 
Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiving  Womb. 

JC  John.  Bedlam  have  done* 

C$^.  I  have  but  this  to  fay, 
That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  Sin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  Sin  and  her,  the  Plague 
On  this  removed  Iflue,  plagu'd  for  her, 
And  with  her  Plague  her  Sin;  his  Injury 
Her  Injury,  the  Beadle  to  her  Sin, 
All  puoi(h'd  in  the  Perfon  of  this  Child, 
And  all  for  her;  a  Plague  upon  her. 

EU.  Thou  unadvifed  Scold,  I  can  produce 
A  Will  that  bars  the  Title  of  thy  Son. 
Conft.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  Will;  a  wicked  Will; 

A  Woman's  Will;  a  canker'd  Grandam's  Will. 
K.  Philip.  Peace  Lady,  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate; 

It  ill  befeems  this  Prefcnce  to  cry  ay  me 

To  the(e  ill  turned  Repetitions. 

Some  Trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  Walls 

Thefe  Men  of  Algiers ;  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 

Whofc  Title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  y0hft's 

[Trumfct  fimndu 
Emtr  a  Citizen  ufon  the  Wklls. 

Qfi.  Who  is  it  tbrt  hath  warned  u$  to  tU^  VJ^\i%X 
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K.  Philip.  'Tis  France  for  EngUnd* 

K.  John.  England  for  it  felf ; 
You  Mtnoi  Anglers,  and  my  loving  Subjeds.- 

K.  Philif.  You  loving  Men  of  Angiers,  Arthur  %  Subjcds; 
Our  Trumpet  caird  you  to  this  gentle  Parle 

K.John.  For  our  Advantage;  therefore  hear  us  firft; 
Thefe  Flags  of  France^  chat  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  Eye  and  Profpeft  of  your  Town,' 
Have  hither  march'd  to  your  Endamagement* 
The  Cannons  have  their  Bowels  full  of  Wrath; 
And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 
Their  Iron  Indignation  'gainft  your  Walls: 
All  Preparation  for  a  bloody  Siege^ 
And  mercilefs  Proceeding,  by  tncfe  French^ 
Confront  your  Cities  Eyes,  vour  winking  Gates; 
And  but  for  our  Approach,  thofe  deeping  Stones^ 
That  as  a  Wafle  do  girdle  you  about. 
By  the  Compulfion  of  their  Ordinance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  Beds  of  Lime 
Had  been  di(habited,  and  wide  Havock  made 
For  bloody  Power  to  rufli  upon  your  Peace* 
But  on  the  Sight  of  us  your  lawful  King^ 
Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  March^ 
Have  brought  a  counter-^check  before  your  Gates^ 
To  fave  unfcratch'd  your  Cities  threatned  Cheeks : 
Behold  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  Parle; 
And  now  inftead  of  Bullets  wrap'd  in  Fire, 
To  make  a  (baking  Feaver  in  your  Walls,  t* 

They  (hoot  but  calm  Words,  folded  up  in  Smoak» 
To  make  a  faithlefs  Error  in  your  Ears; 
Which  truft  accordingly,  kind  Citizens, 
And  let  us  in.     Your  King,  whofe  labour*d  Spirits 
Fore-weary'd  in  thij  Adion  of  fwift  Speed, 
Craves  Harbourage  within  your  City  Walls. 

K.  Philip.  When  I  have  faid,  make  Anfwer  to  us  both* 
Loe  in  this  right  Hand,  whofe  ProteiSion 
Is  moft  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Ol4i;m  it  holds,  (lands  young  Plantagenet^ 
Sofi  to  the  elder  Brother  of  this  Man, 
And  Ki)ig  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys : 
f^e-this  dowa^trodden  Equity,  wc  tread 
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In  wilrlick  March,  thefe  Greens  before  your  Towdj 

Being  no  further  Enemy  to  you 

Than  the  conftraint  of  Hofpitable  Zeal^ 

In  the  relief  of  this  oppreffed  Child,  •  ^ 

Religioufly  provokes.     Be  pleafed  then 

To  pay  that  Duty  which  you  truly  owe^ 

To  him  that  owes  it,  namely,  this  young  Prince  j 

And  then  oor  Arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  Bear, 

Save  in  Afped,  hath  all  Offence  feal'd  up : 

Our  Cannons  Malice  vainly  ihall  be  fpent 

Againft  th'  invulnerable  Clouds  of  Heav'n  t 

And  with  a  bleifed,  and  un-vext  retire, 

With  unhack'd  Swords>  and  Helmets  all  unbruis'd^ 

W^e  will  bear  home  that  lafty  Blood  again. 

Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  Town, 

And  leave  ]^our  Children,  Wives,  and  you  in  Peaice* 

But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  Offer, 

*T1$  not  the  Rounder  of  your  old-fac'd  Walk 

On  hide  you  f rorti  our  Meffengers  of  War ; 

Though  all  thefe  EngUJh^  and  their  Difcipline^ 

Were  harboured  in  their  rude  Circumference : 

Then  tell  us,  (hall  your  City  call  us  Lord, 

h  that  behalf  which  we  have  dalleng'd  it  ? 

Or  ihall  we  give  the  Signal  to  our  Rage, 

And  ftalk  in  Blood  to  our  Poffeffion? 

CitL  In  brief,  .we  are  the  King  of  EngUntts  Subje(3s; 
For  him,  and  in  his  Rights  we  hold  this  Town. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  King,  and  let  me  in, 

Citi.  That  can  we  not ;  but  he  that  proves  the  King, 
To  him  will  we  prove  Loyal ;  'till  that  tirtie 
Have  wc  ramm'd  up  our  Gates  againft  the  World. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  Crown  of  EngUnd^xowt  the  King  ? 
And  if  not  that^  I  bring  you  Witneffes, 
Twice  fifteen  thoufand  Hearts  of  EngUnd's  Breed        ^ 

Bdfi.  Baftards,  and  elfe. 

K.  John.  To  verifie  our  Title  with  their  Lives.^ 

K.  Philip.  As  many,  and  as  well  born  Bloods  as  fliofe • 

Bdfl.  Some  Baftards  too. 

K.  Philip.  Stand  in  his  Face  to  contradift  his  Claim. 

Citi.  'Till  you  compound  whofe  Right  \s  ^bwVatft^ 
We  for  the  wortbicfi  hold  the  Right  from  \>oxVv4 

Vol.  III.  C  K.>Vj!i 
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K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  tbt  Sin  of  all  thofe  Souls> 
That  to  their  everlafting  Refidence, 
Before  the  Dew  of  Evening  fall,  ihall  fleet 
In  dreadful  Trial  of  our  Kingdom's  King. 

K.  Philip.  Ameny  Amen.     Mount  Chevaliers  to  Arms* 

Biift.  Saint  George  that  fwing'd  the  Dragon, 
And  e'er  iince  fits  on's  Horfeback  at  mine  Hoftefs  Door, 
Teach  us  fome  Fence.     Sirrah,  were  I  at  .home 
At  your  Den,  Sin  ah,  with  your  Lionefs, 
I  would  fet  an  Ox-Head  to  your  Lion's  Hide, 
And  make  a  Monfter  of  you, 

Anjt.  Peace,  no  more. 

iafi.  O  tremble ;  for  you  hear  the  Lion  roar* 

K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  Plain,  where  we'll  fet  fort! 
In  beft  Appointment,  all  our  Regiments. 

Bafi.  Speed  then  to  take  Advantage  of  the  Field* 

K.  Philip.  It  (hall  be  (o;  and  at  the  other  Hill 
Command  the  reft  to  (land.     God  and  our  right.  \ExtHn 

Here^  after  ExcHrfions^  enter  the  Herald  of  France  ivith 

Trumpets  to  the  Gates. 

F.  Her.  You  Men  of  Angiers^  open  wide  your  Gates, 
And  let  young  Arthur,  Duke  of  Britain,  in ; 
Who  by  the  Hand  of  France^  this  Day  hath  made 
Much  Work  for  Tears  in  many  an  Englij}^  Mother, 
Whofe  Sons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  Ground: 
Many  a  Widow's  Husband  groveling  lyes. 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcolour*d  Earth, 
And  Viiftory  with  little  Lofs  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  Banners  of  the  French^ 
Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplay'd 
To  enter  Conquerors;  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Britain^  England*s  King,  and  yours. 
Enter  Englifli  Herald  with  Trumpet. 

£.  Her.  Rejoyce,you  Men  of  Anglers;  ring  your  Bell 
King  Johnj  your  King,  and  England'Sy  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  Day. 
Their  Armours,  that  march'd  hence  fo  Silver  bright. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  in  Frenchmens  Blood. 
There  fluck  no  Plume  in  any  EngUflj  Crefl, 
That  is  removed  by  a  Staff  of  France. 
Our  Colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  Hands 
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That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  march'd  orth; 
And  like  a  jolly  Troo{>  of  Huntfiiien  come 
Our  lufty  Enilifh,  ail  with  purpled  Hands, 
Dy'd  in  the  dying  Slaughter  of  their  Foes. 
Open  your  Gates,  and  give  the  Vidors  Way. 

Gti.  Heralds,  from  off  our  Towers  we  might  beheld 
From  firft  to  laft,  the  Onfet  and  Retire 
Of  both  your  Armies,  whofe  Equality 
By  our  bed  Eyes  cannot  be  cenfured; 
Blood  hath  bought  Blood,  and  Blows  have  anfwer'd  Blows ; 
Strength   matched  with  Strength,     and  Power  confronted 
Both  are  alifce,  and  both  alike  we  like;  [Power. 

One  muft  prove  greateft.     While  they  weigh  fo  even. 
We  hold  our  Town  for  neither;  yet  for  both. 

Enttr  J  he  twt  Kings  wtb  their  Powers  at  feverdl  Doors. 

K.  John*  France^  haft  thou  yet  more  Blood  to  caft  away  ? 
Say,  fliall  the  Current  of  our  Right  run  on; 
Whofe  Paffage,  vext  with  thy  Impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  Channel,  and  o'er-fwell, 
With  Courfe  difturb'd,  even  thy  confining  Shores; 
Unlcfs  thou  let  his  Silver  Water  keep 
A  peaceful  Progrefs  to  the  Ocean. 

K.  Philip.  England,  thou  haft  not  fav*d  one  Drop  of  Blood 
lathis  hot  Trial,  more  than  we  of  France; 
Rather  loft  more.     And  by  this  Hand  I  fwear, 
That  fways  the  Earth  this  Climate  overlooks. 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  juft-born  Armr^ 
Well  put  thee  down,  'gainft  whom  thefe  Arms  we  bear^ 
6r  add  a  Royal  Number  to  the  dead ; 
©•acing  the  Scroul  that  tells  of  this  War's  lofi. 
With  Slaughter  coupled  to  the  Name  of  Kings. 

Baft.  Hal  Majefty;  how  high  thy  Glory  towers, 
When  the  rich  Blood  of  Kings  is  fet  on  Fire. 
Oh  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  Chaps  with  Steel ; 
The  Swords  of  Soldiers  are  his  Teeth,  his  Pbangs, 
And  now  he  feafts,  moufing  the  Flefti  of  Men 
In  undetermined  Differences  of  Kings*  j 

Why  ftand  thefe  Royal  Fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry  Havock,  Kings,  back  to  the  ftaincd  Field 
You  equal  Potents,  fiery  kindled  Spirits : 

C  1  "tw^ 
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Then  let  Confufion  of  one  Part  confirm 

The  other's  Peace;  'till  then.  Blows,  Blood,  and  Dcathi 

K.  John.  Whofe  Party  do  the  Townfmen  yet  admit? 

K.  Philip.  Speak  Citizens,  for  England^  who's  your  King? 

Citi.  The  King  of  EngUndy  when  we  know  the  King, 

K.  Philip.  Know  him  in  us^  that  here  hold  up  his  Rights 

K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  Deputy, 
And  bear  Poflcffion  of  our  Perfon  here. 
Lord  of  our  Prefence,  .Algiers,  and  of  you* 

Gti.  A  greater  Power  than  we  denies  all  this; 
And  'till  it  he  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  Scruple  in  our  ftrong  btrr'd  Gates: 
Kings  of  our  Fear,  until  our  Fears  refolv'd 
Be  by  fome  certain  King  purg'd  and  deposed. 

Baft.  By  Heav'n,  thefe  Scroyks  of -/feg#Vri flout  you  KingJ^ 
And  ftand  fccurely  on  their  Battlements, 
As  in  a  Theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  yonr  induftrious  Scenes,  and  Ads  of  Death. 
You  Royal  Prcfences  be  ruFd  by  me ; 
Do  like  the  Murines  ofjerfifalenf^ 
Be  Friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  fliarpeft  Deeds  of  Malice  on  this  Town, 
By  Eafl:  and  Weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  Cannon  charged  to  the  Mouths, 
'Till  their  Soul-fearing  Clamours  have  braul'd  dowr> 
The  flinty  Ribs  of  this  contemptuout  City* 
rd  play  inceflantly  upon  thcfe  Jades; 
Even  'till  unfenced  Defolation  . .' 

Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  Air:f 
That  done,  difl^ver  your  united  Strengths*^ 
And  part  your  mingled  Colours  once  again. 
Turn  Face  to  Face,and  bloody  Point  to  Point; 
Then  in  a  Moment  Fortune  fliall  cull  forth* 
Out  of  one  Side,  her  happy  Minion.  '  ^^" 

To  whom  in  favour  flie  ft  all  give  the  Day, 
And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  Viftory. 
How  like  you  this  wild  Counfel,  mighty  States ; 
Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  Policy? 

K.  John.  Now  by  the  Sky  that  hangs  above  our  Heads* 
I  like  it  well.    France^  fliall  we  knit  our  Powers, 
-An4  lay  this  ^ff^iers  even  with  tht  Ground^ 
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Then  after  fight  who  ftiall  be  King  of  it? 

Bdft.  And  if  thou  haft  the  Mettle  of  a  King, 
Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifti  Town, 
Turn  thou  the  Mouth  of  thy  Artillery, 
As  we  will  ours,  againft  thefe  faucy  Walls; 
And  when  that  we  have  daih'd  them  to  the  Ground, 
Why  then  defie  each  other,  and  pell-mell 
Make  work  upon  our  felves  for  Heav'n  or  Hell. 

K.  Philip.  Let  it  be  fo;  fay,  where  will  you  aflault  ? 

K.  John.  We  from  the  Weft  will  fend  Deftrudion 
Into  this  City's  Bofom. 

And.  I  from  the  North. 

K.  Philip.  Our  Thunder  from  the  South, 
Shall  rain  their  Drifc  of  Bullets  on  this  Town. 

84^.  O  prudent  Difciplinc!  From  North  to  South; 
Aujfrid  and  France  (hoot  in  each  others  Mouth, 
I'll  ftir  them  to  it ;  come  away,  away. 

Citi.  Hear  us  great  Kings,  vouchfafc  a  while  to  ftay,  * 
And  I  ftiall  ftiew  you  Peace,  and  fair-fac'd  League^ 
Wia  you  this  City  without  Stroak  or  Wound ; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  Lives  to  die  in  Beds, 
That  here  come  Sacrifices  for  the  Field; 
Perfevere  nor,  but  hear  me,  mighty  Kings. 

K.  Johfi.  Speak  on ;  with  Favour  we  are  bent  to  hear. 

Citi.  That  Daughter  there  of  Spain^  the  Lady  Blanche 
Is  near  to  Englandy  look  upon  the  Years 
Oi  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  Maid^ 
Iflufty  Love  ftiould  £50  in  queft  of  Beauty, 
Where  could  he  find  it  fairer,  than  in  Blanch  ?  , 

If  zealous  Love  fliould  go  in  fearch  of  Virtue, 
Where  could  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanchi 
If  Love  ambitious,  fought  a  Match  of  Birth, 
Whofc  Veins  bound  richer  Blood  than  Lady  Blanck  i  ] 

Such  as  ftieis,  in  Beauty,  Virtue,  Birth, 
Is  the  young  Danphin  every  way  compleat; 
If  not  compleat  of,  fay  he  is  not  ftie; 
And  (he  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want,^ 
If  Want  it  be  not,  that  ftie  is  not  he. 
He  is  the  half  Part  of  a  blefled  Man, 
L^ft  to  be  finiftied  by  fuch  as  flie; 
Aoi  (be  a  fair  divided  JBxceJIence, 
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Whofe  fulncfs  of  Perfcftion  lyes  in  bin. 

O  two  fuch  Silver  Currents,  vhen  they  jain. 

Do  glorifie  the  Banks  that  bound  them  in : 

And  two  fuch  Shores,  to  two  fuch  Streams  made  onc^ 

Two  fuch  controIliDg  Bounds  ftiall  you  be.  Kings, 

To  tkefe  two  Princef,  if  you  marry  them: 

This  Unicn  fliall  do  more  than  Battery  can. 

To  our  faft  clofcd  Gates :  For  at  this  Match, 

With  fwifter  Spleen  than  Powder  can  enforce. 

The  Mouth  of  Paflage  (hall  we  fling  wide  ope. 

And  give  you  entrance;  but  without  this  Mitch, 

The  Sea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf. 

Lions  more  confident.  Mountains  and  Rocks 

More  free  from  Motion,  no  not  Death  himfclf 

In  mortal  Fury  half  fo  peremptory. 

As  we  to  keep  this  City. 

Bafi,  Here's  a  Stay, 
That  (hakes  the  rotten  Carkafs  of  old  Death 
Out  of  his  Rags.     Here's  a  large  Mouth  indeed, 
Thit  fpits  forth  Death,  and  Mountains,  Rocks,  and  Seas, 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lions, 
As  Maids  of  thirteen  do  of  Puppy-dogs. 
What  Cannoneer  begot  this  lufty  Blood, 
He  fpeaks  plain  Cannon  fire,  and  fmoak,  and  bounce. 
He  gives  the  Baftinado  with  his  Tongue: 
Our  Ears  are  cudgel'd,  not  a  Word  of  his 
But  buflPets  better  than  a  Fift  of  France; 
Zjunds  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  Words, 
Since  I  firft  call'd  mjr  Brother's  Father  Dad. 

Elu  Son,  lift  to  this  Conjundion,  make  this  Match, 
Give  with  our  Ncice  a  Dowry  large  enough; 
For  by  this  Knot,  thou  ftialt  fo  furely  tie 
Thy  now  unfur'd  Aflurance  to  the  Crown, 
That  yon  green  Boy  fliall  have  no  Sun  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  Fruit : 
I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  Looks  of  France; 
Mark  l\owthey  whifper,  urge  them  while  their  Souls 
Are  capable  of  this  Ambition, 
Left  2eal  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  foft  Petitions,  Pity  and  Remorfe, 
Ooo/ and  conge^  gg^in  to  what  it  was, 
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Gtu  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  Majefties> 
This  friendly  Treaty  of  our  threatned  Town  I 

JC  Philip.  Speak  England  firft>  that  hath  been  forward  firft 
To fpcak  unto  this  City :  What  fay  you? 

K.  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  Princely  Son, 
Can  in  this  Book  of  Beauty  read  I  love : , 
Her  Dowry  (hall  weigh  equal  with  the  Queen, 
^oxAngiers,  and  fair  To/train j  Main,  P^y^iers, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  Sea, 
Except  this  City  now  by  us  befieg'd, 
.  Find  liable  to  our  Crown  and  Dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  Bridal  Bed>  and  make  her  rich 
In  Titles,  Honours,  and  Promotions  j 
And  (he  in  Beauty,  Education,  Blood, 
Holds  Hands  with  any  Princefs  of  the  World. 

K.  Philip.  What  fay 'ft  thou.  Boy  ?  Look  in  the  Lady's  Face. 

Ltwis.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  in  her  Eye  I  find 
A  Wonder,  or  a  wondrous  Miracle, 
The  Shadow  of  my  felf  form'd  in  her  Eye, 
Which  being  but  the  Shadow  of  your  Son, 
Becomes  a  Son,  and  makes  your  Son  a  Shadow : 
I  do  proteft  I  never  lov'd  my  felf 
'Till  now,  infixed  I  beheld  my  felf. 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  Table  of  her  Eye* 

\yvhifpers  with  Blanch; 

Bafi.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  Table  of  her  Eye, 
Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  Brow« 
And  quarter'd  in  her  Heart,  he  doth  efpie 
Himfelf  Lome's  Traitor;  this  is  pity  now. 
That  hang*d,  and  drawn,  and  quarter'd  there  fhould  be) 
In  fuch  a  Love,  fo  vile  a  Lout  as  he. 

Bknch.  My  Uncle's  Will  in  this  refped  is  mine. 
If  he  fee  ought  in  you  that  mikes  him  Uke, 
That  any  thing  he  it^s  which  moves  his  liking 
I  can  with  cafe  tranflate  it  to  my  Will : 
Or  if  you  yfiWy  to  fpeak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  Love, 
further  I  will  not  flatter  you  my  Lord, 
That  aU  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  Love, 
Than  this,  that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
iThou^h  ohurlilh  Thoughts  themfel ves  (houViSA^t  ^out  ^>aA%% 
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^kat  I  can  find,  (hould  merit  any  Hate.  [Hiece? 

K.  J9hn*  What  fay  theft  young  ones  ?  What  fay  you,  my 

Blanch.  That  (he  is  bound  in  Honour  ftill  to  do 
What  you  in  Wifdom  ilill  vouchfafe  to  fay. 
K.John.  Speak  then.  Prince  Dduphin^czn  y<^u  love  this  Lady  i 

Lewis.  Nay,  ask  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  Love, 
For  1  do  lovie  her  moft  unfeignedly. 

K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  FiUfueffen^  Tourdin,  Mdim^ 
PoyBscrsj  and  jinjou,  theft  five  Provinces 
With  her  to  thee,  and  this  addition  more,' 
Fall  thirty  thqufand  Marks  oi  EngUJh  Coin.  . 

fhilip  of  France^  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal. 
Command  thy  Son  and  Daughter  to  join  Hands* 

K,  Philip.  It  likes  us  well ;  young  Princes,  clofe  your  Hands. 

jittfi.  And  your  Lips  too,  for  I  am  well  alTur'd, 
That  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firft  afTur'd, 

K.  Philip.  Now  Citizens  of  jingiers  ope  your  Gates, 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made. 
For  at  Saint  Aidrie\  Chappel  prefendy. 
The  Rites  of  Marriage  ihall  be  foIemniz*d. 
Is  not  the  Lady  Conftance  in  this  Troop? 
I  know  (he  is  not,  for  this  Match  made  up^ 
Her  prefence  would  have  interrupted  much, 
Where  is  (he  and  her  Son,  tell  me,  who  knows? 

Lewis.  She  is  fad  and  paffionate  at  your  Highnefs  Tent. 

Ji^.  Philip.  And  by  my  Faith,  this  League  that  we  have  made 
Will  give  her  Sadnefi  very  little  cure : 
Brother  of  EngUndy  how  may  we  content 
This  \Vidow  Lady  ?  In  her  Right  we  came,  ^ 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turned  another  way. 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K.J^hn.  We  wiU  heal  up  all. 
For  well  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Britdin 
And  Earl  o£  Richmcndj  and  this  rich  fair  Town 
We  make  him  Lord  of.    Call  the  Lady  O^Jtdnee^ 
Some  fpeedy  MefTenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  Solemnity :  I  truft  we  (hall. 
If  rot  fill  up  the  Meafure  of  her  WilJ, 
Yet  in  fomc  meafure  fatisfie  her  fo, 
Tl^at  we  ihall  flop  her  Exclamation. 

Go 
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Go  we,  as  well  as  hafte  will  fufFer  us. 

To  this  unlook'd  for^  unprepared  Pomp.    [£a:.  a(l  hut  Baft# 

Bafi.  Mad  World,-  mad  Kings,  mad  Ccmponcion ; 
John^  to  flop  Arthur*%  Title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part ; 
And  Vrancey  who(e  Armour  Confciencp  buckled  on. 
Whom  Zeal  and  Charity  brought  to  the  Field, 
As  Gpd's  own  Soldier,  rounded  in  the  Ear 
With  that  fame  Purpofe-changer,  that  fly  'DcviJ, 
That  Broker,  that  ftill  breaks  the  pate  of  Faith, 
That  daily  Break- Vow,  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  Kings,  of  Beggars*  old  Men,  young  Men,  Maids« 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe. 
But  the  word  Maid,  cheats  the  poor  Maid  of  that. 
That  fmooth-fac'd  Gentleman,  tickling  Commodity, 
Commodity,  the  Biafs  of  the  World, 
The  World,  who  of  it  felf  is  poifed  well, 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  Ground; 
*Till  this  Advantage,  this  vile  drawing  Biafs, 
This  fway  of  Motion,  this  Commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  allindifFerency, 
From  all  dire6tion,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent; 
And  this  fame  Biafs,  this  Commodity, 
This  Bawd,  this  Broker,  that  all  changing-world, 
Clapt  on  the  outward  Eye  of  fickle  France^ 
Hath  drawn  him  from  bis  own  determin'd  aid, 
From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  War, 

To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile  concluded  Peace. 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity? 

But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet: 

Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  Hand, 

When  his  fair  Angels  would  falute  my  Palm, 

But  for  my  Hand,  as  unattempted  yer. 

Like  a  poor  Beggar,  raileth  on  the  Rich, 

Well,  whiles  I  am  a  Beggar,  I  will  rail. 

And  fay  there  is  no  Sin  but  to  be  rich ; 

And  being  rich,  my  Virtue  then  ihall  be. 

To  fay  there  is  no  Vice,  but  Beggary, 

Since  Kings  break  Faith  upon  Commodit3% 

Gain  be  my  Lord,  for  I  will  worlhip  rXv:u  \jE.x"tt, 
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Enter  Conftance,  Arthur  and  Salisbury. 

Confix  /"^  ONE  to  be  marry 'd !  Gone  to  fwear.  a  Peace 
VJ  Falfe  Blood  to  falfe  Blood  join'd  f  Gone  to 
Friends  I 
Shall  LcTi^is  have  BUnchy  and  Blanch  thofe  Provinces ! 
It  is  not  fo,  thou  haft  miipoke,  mifhcard; 
Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  Tal«  again. 
It  cannot  be»  thou  doft  but  fay  'tis  fo. 
I  truft  I  niay  not  truft  thee,  for  thy  Word 
Is  but  the  vain  Breath  of  a  common  Man : 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee  Man» 
I  have  a  King's  Oath  to  the  contrary. 
Thou  (halt  be  punifli'd  for  thus  frighting  me. 
For  I  am  (ick,  and  capable  of  Fears. 
Oppreft  with  Wrongs  and  therefore  full  of  Fears, 
A  Widow,  husbandlvfs,  fubjeft  to  Fears, 
A  Woman  naturally  born  to  Fears ; 
And  though  thou  now  confefs  thou  didft  but  jeft. 
With  my  vext  Spirits  I  cannot  take  a  Truce, 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  Day. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  (baking  of  thy  Head? 
Why  doft  thou  lock  fb  fadly  on  my  Son? 
What  means  that  Hand  upon  that  Breaft  of  thine? 
Why  holds  thine  Eye  that  lamentable  Rheum, 
Like  a  proud  River  peering  o'er  his  bounds? 
Be  thefe  fad  Signs  confirmers  of  thy  Words? 
Then  fpeak  again ;  not  all  thy  former  Tale, 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  Tale  be  true.  , 

Sal.  As  true,  as  I  believe  you  think  them  falfe. 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 

C$nft.  Oh  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  Sorrow^ 
Teach  thou  this  Sorrow  how  to  make  me  dye. 
And  let  Belief  and  Life  encounter  (o. 
As  doth  the  Fury  of  two  defperate  Men, 
Which  in  the  very  meeting  fall  and  dye, 
Lewis  marry  Blanch !  O  Boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
J^r^/sff^  Friend  with  E^iland^  what  becomes  of  me? 
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Fellow  be  gene,  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight ; 
This  News  hath  made  thee  a  mofl  ugly  Man. 

iSd/,  What  other  Harm  have  1,  good  Lady*  done, 
Bat  rpoke  the  Harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Conft.  Which  Harm  within  it  felf  (o  hainous  is. 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

Arth.  I  do  befeech  you,  Madam^  be  content. 

Conft.  If  thou  that  bidfl  me  be  content,  wert  grim. 
Ugly,  and  flandrous  to  thy  Mother's  Womb, 
Full  of  unpleafing  Blots,  and  fightlefs  Stains, 
Lame,  foolifh,  crooked,  fwarr,  prodigious, 
Patch'd  with  foul  Moles,  and  £ye-ofFending  Marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content^ 
For  then  I  would  not  love  thee  2  No,  nor  thoa 
Become  thy  great  Birth,  nor  deferve  a  Crown* 
But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  Birth,  dear  Boy» 
^    Nature  and  Fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great. 
\    Of  Nature's  Gifts  thou  may'ft  with  Lillies  boafl-. 
And  with  the  half  blown  Rofe.    But  Fortune,  oh. 
She  is  corrupted*  chang'd*  and  won  from  thee, 
Sh'  adulterates  hourly  with  thy  Unkle  Jehny 
And  with  her  golden  Hand  hath  pluckt  on  Frdtice 
To  tread  down  fair  refpeft  of  Sovereingty, 
And  made  his  Majefty  the  Bawd  to  theirs. 
TfMce  is  a  Bawd  to  Fortune,  and  King  yohn^ 
That  (trumpet  Fortune,  that  n{\XT\>ix\g  John  : 
Tell  me,  thou  Fellow,  is  not  France  forfworn  \ 
Envenom  him  with  Words,  or  get  thee  gone. 
And  leave  thefe  Woes  alone,  which  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  unde]>bear. 

SmL  Pardon  me,  Madsm, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 

Conft.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  ftialt,  I  will  not  go  with  thee« 
I  will  inftruft  my  Sorrows  to  be  proud, 
For  Grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  (loop ; 
To  me  and  to  the  State  of  my  great  Grief, 
Let  Kings  affcmble :  For  my  GriePs  io  great. 
That  no  Supporter  but  the  huge  firm  Earth 
Can  hold  it  up :  Here  I  and  Sorrows  fit. 
Here  is  my  Throne^  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  \t» 
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ACT   HI.     SCENE    1. 

Enter  King  John,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Elinor,  P 
lip  the  Bafiardj  Auftria,  and  Conftancf. 

K.  Philip. 'nr^  IS  tmcy  fair  Daughter;  and  this  bleffcd  Dj 

A    Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  Feftival: 
To  folemnize  this  Day  the  glorioils  Sun 
Stays  in  his  Courfe,  and  plays  the  Alchymift, 
Turning  with  fplendour  of  his  precious  Eye 
The  meager  cloddy  Earth  to  glittering  Gold : 
The  yearly  courfe  that  brings  this  Day  about, 
Shall  never  fee  it,  but  a  Holy-day. 

Confi.  A  wick'id  Day,  and  not  a  holy  Day, 
What  hath  this  Day  defcrv'd  ?  What  hath  it  done. 
That  it  in  golden  Letters  (hould  be  fct 
Among  the  high  Tides  in  the  Kalendar? 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  Day  out  of  the  Week, 
This  Day  of  Shame,  Oppreffion,  Perjury. 
Or  if  it  muft  ftand  ftill,  let  Wives  with  Child 
Pray  that  their  Burthens  may  not  fall  this  Day, 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft: 
Bur,  on  this  Day,  let  Seamen  fear  no  Wrack, 
No  Bargains  bre^k  that  are  not  this  Day  made; 
This  Day  all  things  begun,  come  to  ill  End, 
Yea,  Faith  it  felf,  to  hollow  Falftiood  change. 
K.  Philip.  By  Heav'n,  Lady,  y  u  ftiall  have  no  caufc 
*  To  curfe  the  fair  Proceedings  of  this  Day : 
Have  ]i  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  Majefty  ? 

Cottjl-,  You  have  bcguiPd  me  with  a  Counterfeit 
Rcfembling  Majefty,  which  being  touched  and  try'd. 
Proves  valuclefs :  You  are  forfworr,  forfworn. 
You  cmie  in  Arms  to  fpii  my  Enemies  Blood, 
But  now  in  Arms,  you  ft  engthcn  it  with  yours. 
The  grapling  Vigour,  and  rouqh  frown  of  War 
Is  cold  in  Amity  and  painted  Peace, 
And  our  Oppreffion  hath  made  up  this  League : 
Arm,  Arm,  you  Heav'ns,  againft  thefe  perjur'd  Kings, 
A  Widow  cries,  be  Husband  tome,  Heav'ns, 
Let  not  the  Hours  of  this  ungodly  Day 
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Wear  out  the  Days  in  Peace;  but  c>r  Sun-fer,' 
Set  armed  Difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  Kings, 
Hear  me,  oh,  hear  me. 
Jufi.  Lady  Confidnce^  Peace. 
Confi.  War,  War,  no  Peace,  Peace  is  to  me  a  War: 
0  Ljmoges^  O  Anfiria^  thou  doft  ftiame 
That  bloody  Spoil:  Thou  Slave,  thou  Wretch,  thou  Coward, 
Thou  little  Valiant,  great  in  Villany : 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide ; 
Thou  Fortune's  Champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humorous  Ladyfhip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety ;  thou  art  perjur'd  too. 
And  footh'ft  up  Greatnefs.    What  a  Fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  Fool,  to  brag,  to  ft  amp,  and  fwear. 
Upon  my  Party ;  thou  cold-blooded  Slave, 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  Thunder  on  my  fide. 
Been  fworn  my  Soldier,  bidding  me  depend  .: 

Upon  thy  Stars,  thy  Fortune,  and  thy  Strength  ? 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  Foes  ? 
Thou  wear'ft  a  Lion's  Hide?  DofF  it  for  ftiame. 
And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 
Aufl.  O  that  a  Man  ftiould  fpeak  thofe  words  to  m^. 
£4^,  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Linibs* 
^7?,  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  Villain,  for  thy  Life. 
B4j^.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs, 
K.  John.  We  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thy  felf. 

Enter  Pandulph* 
IT.  Vhllif.  Here  €omes  the  holy  Legate  of  the  Pope^ 
VmL  Hail,  you  anointed  Deputies  of  Heav'nj 
to  thee.  King  John^  niy  holy  Errand  is: 
IPandHlph  ofhirMilain  Cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  Legate  here. 
Do  in  his  Name  religioufly  demand 
Why  thou  againft  the  Church,  our  holy  Mothef^ 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn,  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  Langton^  chofen  ArchbiQiop 
Of  Canterbury y  from  that  holy  See  ? 
This  in  our  forefaid  holy  Father's  Name, 
Pope  Innocent^  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthy  Name  to  Interrogatotkl 
Can  tafte  the  Frec-^breath  of  t  facrcd  K\ng^. 
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Thou  canft  not.  Cardinal,  devife  a  Name 

So  flight,  unworthy^  and  ridiculous 

To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  Pope: 

Tell  him  this  Tale,  and  from  the  Mouth  of  England^ 

Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  JUaHan  Prieft 

Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  Dominions : 

But  as  we,  under  Heav'n,  are  fupream  Head, 

So  under  him  that  great  Supremacy 

Where  we  do  reign,  wc  will  alone  uphold 

Without  th' AflSftance  of  a  mortal  Hand: 

So"  tell  the  Pope,  all  Reverence  fct  apart 

To  him  and  his  ufurp'd  Authority. 

K.  Philip.  Brother  of  EngUndy  you  blafpheme  in  this. 

K.  J»hn.  Though  you,  and  all  the  Kings  of  Chrifteodom 
Are  led  fo  grofly  by  this  medling  Prieft, 
Dreading  tne  Curfe  that  Mony  may  buy  our. 
And,  by  the  Merit  of  vile  Gold,  drofs,  duft, 
Purchafe  corrupted  Pardon  of  a  Man, 
Who  in  that  fale  fells  Pardon  from  himfelf : 
Though  you,  and  all  the  reft  fo  grofly  led. 
This  jugling  Witch-craft  with  Revenue  cherifli, 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  Pope,  and  count  his  Friends  my  Foes. 

Tdnd.  Then  by  the  lawful  Power  that  I  have» 
Thou  fhalt  ftand  Curft,  and  Excommunicate, 
And  blefled  fliall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  Allegiance  to  an  Heretick, 
And  meritorious  fliall  that  Hand  be  call'd. 
Canonized  and  wprihipp'd  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away^y  any  fccret  Courfe 
Thy  hateful  Life. 

Gnfi.  O  lawful  let  it  be 
That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  whiie# 
Good  Father  Cardinal  cry  thou  Amen 
To  my  keen  Curfes;  for  without  my  Wrong 
^Thcrc  is  no  Tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right. 

Psnd.  There's  Law  and  Warrant,  Lady,  for  my  Curfe. 

Confi.  And  for  mine  too,  when  Law  can  do  no  right. 
Let  it  be  lawful,  that  Law  bar  no  wrong : 
Lav  cannot  give  my  Child  his  Kingdom  here; 
Tor  he  that  holds  bis  Kingdom,  holds  the  Law ; 
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Therefore  (ince  Law  it  felf  is  perfed  wrong. 
How  cao  the  Law  forbid  my  Tongue  to  curfe{ 

Pdnd.  Philip  of  FMwr,  on  peril  of  a  Curfe, 
Let  go  the  Hand  of  that  Arch-hcretick, 
Aod  raife  the  Power  of  France  upon  his  Head, 
Unlefs  he  do  fubaiit  himfelf  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Look'ft  thou  pale«  Francel  Do  not  let  go  thy  Hand* 

Confl.  Look  to  that  Devil,  left  that  France  repent. 
And  by  disjoining  Hands  Hell  lofe  a  SouL 

jiufi.  King  Philip,  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 

Bafi.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  his  recreant  Limbs. 

^mfi.  Well,  RuflSian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 
Becaufe 

Bafi.  Your  Breeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

K.John.  Philips  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  Cardinal? 

C§nfi.  What  ihould  be  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal  ? 

Lewis.  Bethink  you  Father*  for  the  difference 
Is  purchafe  of  a  heavy  Curfe  from  R$me^ 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  Friend : 
Forgo  the  eafier. 

BUneh.  That  is  the  Curfe  of  Rome. 

Confl.  O  Lewis,  ftand  faft,  the  Devil  tempts  thee  here 
In  likenefs  of  a  new  untrimmed  Bride. 

Blanch.  The  Lady  Conftance  fpeaks  not  from  her  Faith : 
But  from  her  Need. 

Confi.  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  Need, 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  Death  of  Faith, 
That  Nised*  muft  needs  infer  this  Principle, 
That  Faith  would  live  again  by  Death  of  Need: 
O  then  tread  down  my  Need,  and  Faith  mounts  up: 
Keep  my  Need  up,  and  Faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.John»  The  King  is  mov'd>  and  anfwers  not  to  this. 

Confi.  O  be  remov'd  from  himr  and  anfwer  well : 

Aufi.  Do  fo.  King  Philip,  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Bafl.  Hang  nothing  but  a  Calves-skin>  moft  fweet  Lout; 

K.  Philip.  I  am  perplext,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pand^  What  canft  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee  more,^ 
If  thou  ftand  Excommunicate,  and  Curft  ? 

K.  Philips  Good  reverend  Father,  make  my  Perfon  your?,' 
And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  your  feV(\ 
This  Koy^  Haad  and  mine  are  newly  knit. 
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And  the  Conjundion  of  our  inward  Souls 

Marry*d  in  Leagtie^  coupled  and  link'd  together 

With  all  religious  Strength  of  facred  Vows: 

The  lateft  Breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words. 

Was  deep  fworn  Faiths  Peace,  Amity,  true  Love 

Between  our  Kingdoms  and  our  Royal  felves. 

And  even  before  this  Truce,  but  new  before. 

No  longer  than  we  w^ll  could  wa(h  our  Hands, 

To  clap  this  Royal  Bargain  up  in  Peace^ 

Heav'n  knows  they  were  befmeaf'd  and  over  ftain'd 

With  Slaughter's  Pencil;  where  Revenge  did  paint 

The  fearful  difference  of  incenfed  Kings : 

And  fhallthefe  Hands,  fo  lately  purged  of  Blood, 

So  newly  join'd  in  Love^  fo  ftrong  in  both,    , 

Unyoke  this  fcifure,  and  this  kind  regrect? 

Play  faft  and  loofe  with  FaiihJ  So  jeft  with  Heav'n 

Make  fuch  unconftant  Children  of  our  felves. 

As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  Palm  from  Plam  ? 

Un-fwcar  Faith  fworn,  and  on  the  Marriage-bed 

Of  fmiling  Peace  to  march  a  bloody  Hoaft, 

And  make  a  Riot  on  the  gentle  Brow 

Of  true  Sincerity  ?  O  holy  Sir,  ^f 

My  reverend  Father,  let  it  not  be  fb; 

Out  of  your  Grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  Order,  and  then  we  (hall  be  bleft 

To  do  your  Pleafure,  and  continue  Friends. 

Pand.  All  Form  is  formlefs,  Order  orderlef?,- 
Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  Love, 
Therefore  to  Kxms;  be  Champion  of  our  Churchy 
Or  let  the  Church  our  Mother  breathe  her  Curfe, 
A  Mother's  Curfe,  on  her  revolting  Soni 
Pranccy  thou  may'ft  hold  a  Serpent  by  the  Tongue^ 
A  cafed  Lion  by  the  mortal  Paw, 
A  fafting  Tyger  fafer  by  the  Tooth, 
Than  keep  in  Peace  that  Hand  which  thou  doft  hold. 

K^ Philip.  I  may  disjoin  my  Hand,  but  not  my  Faith. 

Pand.  So  mak'ft  thou  Faith  an  Enemy  to  Faith, 
And  like  a  Civil  War  fet'ft  Oath  to  Oath, 
Thy  Tongue  a^ainft  thy  Tongue.     O  let  thy  Vow 
Firft  maie  to  Heav'n,  firft  be  to  Heav'n  perform'd^ 
y^Jur  />,  to  be  the  Champion  of  our  Church* 
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Wbc  fince  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fworn  againft  thy  felf^ 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thy  felf ; 

For  tnat  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amif% 

bmt  amifs  when  it  is  truly  done: 

And  bein^  not  done»  where  doing  tends  to  i\U « 

The  truth  is  then  moft  done,  not  doing  it : 

The  better  A€b  of  Purpofes  miftook, 

Is  to  miftake  again,  though  indired. 

Yet  iodiredion  thereby  grows  dired. 

And  Falihood,  Fallhood  cures,  as  Fire  cools  Fire 

Within  the  fcorching  Veins  of  one  new  burn'd. 

It  is  Keligion  that  doth  make  Vows  kept. 

But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  Religion : 

By  what  thou  fwear'ft,  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear*ft  i 

And  mak'ft  an  Oath  the  furety  for  thy  Truth  : 

Againft  an  Oath  the  Truth,  thou  art  unfure 

To  fwear,  fwears,  only  not  to  be  forfwof n ; 

Elfe  what  x  Mockery  Ihould  it  be  to  fwear? 

But  thou  doft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn. 

And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  firear^ 

Therefore  thy  latter  Vows,  againft  thy  firft, 

Is  in  thy  felf  Rebellion  to  thy  felf  5 

And  better  Conqueft  never  canft  thou  make. 

Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  Parts 

Agaioft  thefe  giddy  loofe  Suggeftions : 

Upon  which  better  Par^  our  Pray*rs  come  in 

If  thou  vouchfafe  them.     But  if  not,  then  kao\K^ 

The  Peril  of  our  Curfts  light  on  thee 

So  heavy,  as  thou  (halt  not  fhake  them  off. 

But  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight. 
^fi.  Rebellion,  flat  Rebellion* 
Bdfi.  WiU'tnot  be? 
Will  Qot  a  Calves-skin  ftop  that  Mouth  of  thine? 
Lewis.  F;itheri  to  Arms* 
Blanche  Upon  thy  We Jding-day  ? 
Againft  the  Blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
V^hat,  (hall  our  Peaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'd  Men? 
Shall  braying  Trumpets,  and  loud  churliih  Drums, 
Clamours  of  Hell,  be  meafures  to  our  Pomp  ? 
0  Husband,  hear  me :  Ay,  alack,  how  new 
If  Husband  io  my  Mouth  i  Even  for  that  Kaxat 
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Which  •till  this  time  my  Tongue  did  ne'er  pronouuce ; 
Upon  my  Knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  Arms 
Againft  mine  Uncle. 

Co^fi.  O,  upon  my  Knee^  made  hard  with  kneeling, 
I  do  pray  to  thee,  thou  virtuous  Dauphin^ 
Alter  not  the  Doom  fore-thought  by  Hcav'n. 

Blanch.  Now  fliall  I  fee  thy  Love,  what  Motive  may 
Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  Name  of  Wife  ? 

Confi.  That  which  upholdcth  him,  that  thee  upholds^ 
His  Honour.     Oh  ihine  Honour,  Lewis,  thine  Honour* 

Lewis.  I  mufe  your  Majcfty  doth  feem  fo  cold. 
When  fuch  profound  Refpcds  do  pull  you  on? 

Pand.  J.  will  denounce  a  Curfe  upon  his  Head.        (^thee. 

K.  Philip.  Thou  (halt  not  need.  England,  I  will  fall  from 

Confi.  O  fair  return  of  banifti'^d  Majefty. 

£U.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  Inconftancy* 

K.  John.  France,  thou  flialt  rue  this  Hour  within  this  Hour. 

Bafi.  Old  Time  the  Clock-Setter,  that  bald  Sexton,  Time^ 
Is  it  as  he  will  ?  Well  then,  France  ihall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  Sun's  o'ercafl  with  Blood:  Fair  Day  adieUir 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  mud  go  withal? 
I  am  with  both,  each  Army  hath  a  Hand» 
And  in  their  Rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 
They  whurle  afunder,  and  difmember  me. 
Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'ft  win: 
Uncle,  I  needs  mufl:  pray  that  thou  may'ft  lofe: 
Father,  I  may  not  wilh  the  Fortune  thine: 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  Wifties  thrive: 
Who  ever  wins,  on  that  fide  ihall  I  lofe: 
Affured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  plaid. 

Lewis.  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  Fortune  lyes.'    ^ 

Blanch.  There  where  my  Fortune  lives,  there  my  Life  dies« 

Knjdhn.  Coufin,  go  draw  our  Puiifance  together. 
France^  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  Wraths 
A  Rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition ; 
That  noihing  can  allay,  nothing  but  Blood, 
The  Blood  and  deareft  valu'd  Blood  of  France. 

K.Philip.  Thy  Rage  ihall  burn  thee  Up;  and  thou fhalltum 
To  Afties,  e'er  our  Blood  ftiall  quench  thit  Fire: 
Look  to  thy  felf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

X^y^hfr.  No  moxt  than  he  that  threats.  To  Arms  let's  h2& 
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jiUrmSi  Excurfions:  Enttr  Bajlard  with  Auftria*i  Hcad^ 

Bdfi.  Now  by  my  Life,  this  Day  grows  wondrous  hot^ 
Some  aiery  Devil  hovers  in  the  Sky, 
And  pours  down  mifchief*    ^nftria's  Head  lye  there^ 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 
While  PhUip  breathes. 

JT.  J^hn.  Hubert^  keep  this  Boy.   Philif^  make  up  | 
My  Mother  is  alTailed  in  our  Teht^ 
And  ta*en,  I  fear. 

Bafl.  My  Lord^  I  refcucd  herf: 
Her  Highneis  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  noti 
But  on,  my  Liege,  for  very  little  Pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end,  ^  [ExeMnn 

Alarms,  Excnrjions,  Retreat.     Enter  King  Jojin^  Elinor^ 
Arthur,  Bdfiardp  Hubert,  and  Lords. 

K^John.  So  fliall  it  be;  your  Grace  ftiall  ftay  behind 
So  ftrongly  guarded  s  Coufin,  look  not  fud, 
Thy  Grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  Uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee,  as  thy  Father  was. 

ulrth.  O  this  will  make  my  Mother  die  with  grief* 

K.  J$hn.  Coufin,  away  for  England^  hafte  beiore^ 
And  e'er  our  coming  fee  thou  (hake  the  Bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots,  imprifoned  Angels 
Set  at  liberty :  The  fat  ribs  of  Peace 
Muft  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon : 
tlfc  our  Commiffion  in  its  utmoft  force, 

Bafi.  Bell,  Book,  and  Candle,  (hall  not  drive  mtf  h^iki 
When  Gold  and  Silver  becks  me  to  come  on* 
I  leave  your  Highnefs :  Grandam,  I  will  pray, 
(tf  ever  I  remiember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  fafety^  fo  I  kifs  your  Hand* 

EU.  Farei^el,  gi^ntle  Coufin, 

K.j^hn.  Cox,  farewel. 

Eli.  Come  hither  little  Kinfman,  hark,  a  word.   ' 

K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hnb€r$.    O  my  gentle  Hnhtril    ' 
We  owe  thee  much;  within  this  wall  of  ileih 
There  is  a  Soul  counts  jthee  her  Creditor, 
Aad  with  adnlaeage  mentis  to  pay  thy  lovci    \ 
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And,  my  good  Friend,  thy  voluntary  Oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhed. 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay. 
But  I  will  fat  it  wirh  fome  better  tune. 
By  Heav'n,  Hnberty  I  am  almoft  afliam*d 
To  fay  what  good  refpeft  I  have  of  thee. 

IIhI?.  I  am  much  boundcn  to  your  Majefty. 

K.John.  Good  Friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fay  fo  ) 
But  thou  (halt  have;  and  creep  time  ne'er  fo  flow^ 
Yet  i|  (hall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good, 
I  had  a  thing  to  fay,  but  let  it  go : 
The  Sun  is  in  the  Heav*n,  and  the  proud  Day, 
Attended  with  the  Pleafure  of  the  World, 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 
To  give  me  Audience:  If  the  midnight  Bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  Tongue  and  brazen  Mouth, 
Sound  on*"into  the  drowfie  Race  of  Night; 
If  this  fam^  v^ere  a  Church-yard  yhere  we  ftand. 
And  thou  poffeifcd  with  a  thoufand  Wrongs; 
Or  if  that  furly  Spirit,  Melancholy, 
Had  bak'd  thy  Blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick. 
Which  elfe  runs  trickling  up  and  down  the  Veins, 
Making  that  idiot  Laughte.r  keep  Mem  Eyes, 
And  f^rain  their  Checks  to  idle  Merriment, 
»  A  Paflion  hateful  to  npy  Purpofes ; 
Or  if  that  thou  couldft  fee  me  without  Eyes, 
Hear  me  without  thine  Ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  Tongue,  uftng  Conceit  alone. 
Without  Eyes,  Ears;  and  harmful  found  of  words ; 
Then,  in  defpight  of  brooded  watchful  Day, 
I  would  into  thy  Bofom  pour  my  Thoughts : 
But,  ah,  I  will  nor,  yet  I  love  thee  well. 
And  by  my  troth  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me  welL 

Hub.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake^ 
Though  that  my  Death  wereadjupd  to  my  Ad, 
By  Heav'n  I  would  do  it. 

K.John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  would  ft? 
Good  Hubert^  Hubert^  Hubert^  throw  thine  Eye 
On  yon  young  Boy:  I'll  tell  thee  wh^t,  my  Friend* 
He  is  a  very  Serpent  in  my  way, 
Aad  whercfoe^ct  thn  Foot  of  i^inc  djcydvuudt 
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He  Ives  before  me;  doft  thoU  underftand  me? 
Thou  art  his  Ktcpcr. 

Huk  And  Til  kfep  him  fo. 
That  he  ihall  not  offend  your  Majefty. 

K.JohH.  Death. 

Hub.  My  Lord? 

K.John.  A  Grave. 

Hm^.  He  ftiall  not  live. 

K.John.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now.  Hnbtrty  I  love  thee. 
WclJ,  I'll  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee: 
Remember :  Madam,  fare  you  well, 
ril  fend  thofe  Powers  o*cr  to  your  Majefty. 

EU.  My  Bleffing  go  with  thee. 

K.John»  ¥ox  EngUnd,  CoyxCin,  go. 
Hubert  ftiall  be  your  Man,  to  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  Duty;  on  toward  Callicc^  hoa.  [ExgHnu 

S  GENE     III. 

Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandu]pho>''4ii^  Attendants. 

K.Philip.  So  by  a  roaring  Tempeft  on  the  Flood, 
A  whole  Armado  of  convided  Sail 
Is  fearer*  d  and  disjoin'd  from  fellowihip. 

fund.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  ftiall  yet  go  well. 

K. Philip.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Angiers  loft  i 
Mhnr'titxk  Prifoner ?  Divers  dear  Friends  flain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'er-bearing  Interruption,  fpight  of  France  i 

Liwis.  What  he  hath  won,  tha(  hath  he  fortify'd : 
So  hot  a  Speed,  with  fuch  Advice  difpos'd. 
Such  temperate  Order  in  fo  fierce  a  Caufe, 
Doth  want  Example ;  who  hath  read,  or  beard 
Of  any  kindred- Action  like  to  this? 

K.  Philip.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this  Praife, 
So  we  could  find  fome  Pattern  of  our  Shame. 

Enter  Conftance. 
Look,  who  comes  here  ?  A  Grave  unto  a  Soul, 
Holding  th' eternal  Spirit  againft  her  Will) 
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In  the  vile  Prifon  of  afflifted  Breath ; 
I  prithee.  Lady,  go  iv/ay  with  me. 

Cimfi.  Lo,  now ;  low  lee  the  i£fue  of  your  Peace. 

K.  Philip.  Patie.iCe,good  Lady;  com^^it^%mih Confix 

Confix  No,  I  defie  all  Counfti,  all  Rtdi  tis. 
But  that  which  ends  all  Counfel,    true  Rcdrtfs  j  , 
Deaths  Death,  oh  amiable,  lovely  Death, 
Thou  odoriferous  Stench;  found  Rottcnnefs, 
Arife  forth  from  the  Couch  of  lading  Night, 
Thou  Hate  and  Terror  to  Profperity, 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  deteftable  Bones ; 
And  put  my  Eye-Balls  in  thy  vaulty  Brows, 
And  ring  thefe  Fingers  with  thy  houfhould  Worms, 
And  ftop  this  Gap  of  Breath  with  fulfom  Duft, 
And  be  a  Carrion  Monfter  like  thy  felf. 
Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  fmirft. 
And  bufs  thee  as  thy  Wife;  Miferies  Love, 
O  come  to  me. 

K.  Philip.  O  fair  Affliftion,  Peace. 

Cof^ft.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  Breath  to  cry ; 

0  that  my  Tongue  were  in  the  Thunder's  Mouth9 
Then  with  a  Paffion  I  would  ihake  the  World, 
And  rouze  from  Sleep  that  fell  Anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  Lady's  feeble  Voice, 
^Which  (corns  a  modern  Invocation. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  Madnefs,  and  not  Sorrow, 
Confi.  Thou  art  not  hply  to  bely e  me  fo ; 

1  am  not  mad;  this  Hair  I  tear  is  mine. 

My  Name  is  Confiance^  I  was  Geffrefs  Wife; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  Son,  and  he  is  loft: 
I  am  not  mad,  I  would  to  Heav'n  I  were. 
For  then  'tis  like  I  (hould  forget  my  felf. 
O,  if  I  could,  what  Grief  fliould  I  forget  1 
Preach  fome  Philofophy  to  make  me  mad. 
And  thou  flialt  be  canoniz'd,  Cardinal; 
For,  being  i?ot  mad,  but  fenfihle  of  Grief, 
My  reafonabl^'  Part  produces  Reafon 
How  I  may  be  delivered  of  thefe  Woes, 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  my  felf. 
If  I  v/ere  mad,  I  fhould  forget  my  Son« 
Or  madly  think  a  Bab^  of  Clouts  were  he : 
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I  am  not  mad ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  Plague  of  each  Calamity. 

K.  Philip.  Bind  up  thofe  Treflls;  O  what  Love  I  note 
Id  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  Hairs; 
t     Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  Drop  hath  fall*n, 
i     Even  to  that  Drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  Fiends 
'  *  Do  glew  thennfelves  in  fociable  Grief, 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  Loves, 
Sticking  together  in  Calamity. 
C^nfi*  To  EngUnd^  if  you  will. 
K  Philip.  Bind  up  your  Hair$« 
Ouft.  Yes,  that  I  will ;  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it  ^ 
I  tore  them  From  their  Bond^^  and  cry'd  aloud, 
O9  that  thefe  H^nds  tould  fo  redeem  my  Son, 
j     As  they  have  given  thefe  Hairs  their  Liberty; 
I    But  now  I  envy  at  their  Liberty, 

And  will  again  commit  th'.m  to  their  Bonds, 
Becaufe  my  poor  Child  is  a  Prifoner. 
And  Father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 
That  we  fhall  fee  and  know  our  Friends  in  Heaven ; 
If  that  be  true,  I  fliall  fee  my  Boy  again. 
For  fincc  the  Birth  of  Cain,  the  farft  Male-Child 
To  him  that  did  but  Yeflerday  fufpire. 
There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  Creature  born. 
But  now  will  Canker-Sgjrow  eat  my  Bud, 
And  chafe  the  native  Beauty  from  his  Cheelf, 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  Ghofl, 
As  dim  and  meager  as  an  Agues  Fit, 
Ardfo  he'll  die;  and  rifing  fo  again. 
When  I  ftiall  meet  him  in  the  Court  of  Heav'n 
I  fliall  not  know  him ;  therefore  never,  never 
Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 
Pand.  You  hold  too  hainous  a  refpeft^of  Grief. 
Conftn  He  talks  to  me  that  never  had  a  Son. 
K.  Philip.  You  arc  as  fond  of  Grief,  as  of  your  Child. 
Cinfi.  Grief  fills  the  Room  up  of  my  abfent  Child; 
Lyes  in  his  Bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  Looks,  repeats  his  V/ords^ 
Remembers  me  pf  all  his  gracious  Parts; 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  Garments  with  his  Form,^ 
iThen  have  I  Kc^fk  to  be  fond  of  Grief. 
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Fare  you  well  j  had  you  fuch  a  Lofs  as  I, 

I  could  give  better  Comfort  than  you  do. 

I  will  not  keep  this  Form  upon  my  Head, 

When  there  is  fuch  Dif>rder  in  my  Wit. 

O  Lord,  my  Boy,  my  Arthnr^  my  fair  Son ; 

My  Life,  my  Joy,  -my  Food,  myall  the  World, 

My  Widow-Comfort,  and  my  Sorrows  Cure.  {Exit. 

K.  Philip f  I  fear  fome  Outrage,  and  PIl  falfow  her. 

[ExU. 

Lewis.  There's  nothing  in  this  World  can  make  mt  joy. 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice  told  Tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  Ear  of  a  drowfie  Man ; 
And  bitter  Shame  hath  fpoil'd  the  fweet  Word$  tafte. 
That  it  yields  nought  but  Shame  and  Bitternefs, 

Pand.  Before,  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  Difeafe, 
Even  in  the  Inftant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  Fit  is  ftrongeft:  Evils  that  take  Leave, 
On  their  Departure,  moft  of  all  fticw  evil. 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  of  this  Day  ? 

Lewis.  All  Days  of  Glory,  Joy,  and  Happinefs* 

Paitd.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no;  when  Fortune  means  to  Men  moft  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatning  Eye. 
*Tis  ftrange  to  think  how  much  King  y$hn  bath  loft 
In  this,  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  won. 
Are  not  you  griev'd  that  Arthur  is  hjs  Prifoner? 

Lewis.  As  heartily  as  he  is  g  ad  he  hath  him. 

Pand.  Your  Mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  Blood* 
Now  hear  me  fpeak  with  a  prophetick  Spirit; 
For  even  the  Breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak 
Shall  blow  each  Duft,  each  Straw,  each  little  rub 
Out  of  the  Path  which  fliall  diredly  lead 
Thy  Foot  to  EngUni-  Throne :    And  therefore  mark* 
John  hath  feiz'd  Arthur^  and  it  cannot  be. 
That  whilft  warm  Life  plays  in  that  Infant's  Veins, 
The  mifplac'd  John  fliould  entertain  an  Hour, 
A  Minute,  nay  one  quiet  Breath  of  Reft. 
A  Scepter  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  Hand, 
Muft  be  as  boyft'roufly  maintained  as  gain'd* 
And  he  that  ftandJ  upon  a  flippery  Place, 
M^csnicc  of  no  vih  Hold  to  ftay  him  uip* 
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That  John  may  fland,  then  Arthtir  nieeds  mud  fall* 

So  be  it>  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo; 
Ijwis.  But  what  (hall  I  gain  by  young  Airthm^%  fall  { 
fund.  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  BUnch  your  Wife, 

May  then  make  all  the  Claim  that  Arthur  did. 
Lewis.  And  lofe  it,  Life  and  all*  as  Arthur  did. 
PiUid.  How  green  you  are,  and  frefh  in  this  old  World! 

J$h$  lays  you  Plots ;  the  Times  confpire  with  you ; 

For  he  that  fteeps  his  Safety  in  true  BIood> 

Shall  find  but  bloody  Safety  and  untrue. 

This  Aft  fo  evilly  born  (hall  cool  the  Hearts 

0(  all  his  People,  and  freeze  up  their  Zeal, 

That  none  fo  fmatl  Advantage  fhall  fiep  forth 

To  check  his  Reign,  but  they  will  cheriih  it. 

No  natural  exhalation  in  the  Sky, 

No  Scope  of  Nature,,  no  diftemper'd  D^, 

No  common  Wind,  no  cuftomed  Event, 

But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  Caufe, 

And  call  them  Meteors,  Prodigies,  and  Signs, 

Abortives,  Prefages,  and  Tongues  of  Heav*n, 

Plainly  denouncing  Vengeance  upon  Jshft. 

Leu/is.  May  be  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur^s  Life^ 
But  hold  himff  If  fafe  in  his  Prifonment* 

Pand.  O,  Sir,  when  he  (hall  hear  of  your  Approach, 
V  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already. 
Even  at  this  News  he  dies;  and  then  the  Hearts 
Of  all  his  People  (hall  revolt  from  him. 
And  kifs  the  Lips  of  unacquainted  Change, 
And  pick  ftrong  Matter  of  Revolt,  and  Wrath, 
Out  of  the  Bloody  Fingers  Ends  of  Jshu. 
Methinks  I  fee  this  Hurley  all  on  foot ; 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you. 
Than  I  have  nam'd.     The  Baflard  Faukonbridge 
h  now  in  England^  ranfacking  the  Church, 
Offending  Charity.     If  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  in  A:  ms,  they  would  be  as  a  Call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  Englijh  to  their  fide ; 
Or,  as  a  little  Snow,  tumbled  about. 
Anon  becomes  a  Mountain.     O  noble  Dauphin^ 
Go  with  me  to  the  King,  'tis  wonderful, 
Wiar  ttuy  be  wrought  out  of  their  Difconttnt% 
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Now  that  their  Souls  are  top  full  of  OffencCt 
For  England  go;  I  will  whet  on  the  Kirg. 

Lewis.  Strong  Reafon  makes  ftrong  A(ftions;    let  us 
If  you  fay  ay,  thu  King  will  not  fay  no,  [Exi 


A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Hubert  and  Executioner* 

Hub.  T  T  E  A  T  me  thefe  Irons  hot,  and  look  you  ftar 

jTx  Within  the  Arras;  when  1  ftnke  my  Foot 
Upon  the  Bofom  of  the  Ground,  rufli  forth 
And  bind  the  Boy,  which  you  (hall  find  with  me, 
Faft  to  the  Chair:  Be  heedful;  hence,  and  watch. 
Exe.  I  hope  your  Warrant  will  bear  out  the  Deed! 
Ht$b.  Uncleaily  Scruples,  fear  not  you;  look  to't. 
Young  Lad  cpme  forth ;  I  have  to  fay  with  yout 

Enter  Arthur. 
jirth.  Good  Morrow,  Hnbert. 
JlMb.  Good  Morrow,  little  Prince. 
^rth.  As  litrle  Prince,  having  fo  great  a  Title 
To  ht  more  Prince,  as  may  be.    You  are  fad. 
Hub.  Indeed  I  have  been  merrier. 
^rth.  Mercy  on  me ; 
Methinks  no  Body  fhould  be  fad  but  I ; 
Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France^ 
Young  Gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  a   Night 
Only  for  Wantonnefs;  by  my  Chriftendom, 
So  I  were  out  of  Prifon,  and  kept  Sheep, 
1  fliould  be  as  merry  as  the  Day  is  long: 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 
My  Uncle  pradifcs  more  Harm  to  me. 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him. 
Is  it  my  Fault  that  I  was  Geffrey^s  Son  ? 
No  indeed  is't  not,  and  I  would  to  Heav'n 
I  were  your  Son,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 
Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  Innocent  Prate 
He  will  awake  my  Mercy,  which  lycs  dcad^ 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpuch*  £-4 
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Jrth*  Arc  you  fick,  Hnrkertl  you  look  pale  to  Day  J 
Infooth  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick, 
That  I  might  iit  all  Night  and  watch  with  you. 
I  warrant  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  Words  do  take  Poffcflion  of  my  Borom« 
Read  here,  young  Arthnr,     How  now  foolifh  Rheumei 
Turning  difpitious  Torture  out  of  Door  ? 
'I  muft  be  brief,  left  Refolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  Eyes    in  tender  W.omanifti  Tears, 
Can  you  not  read  it?  Is  it  not  fair  writ  \ 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert y  for  fo  foul  EfFeft. 
Muft  you  with  hot  Irons  burn  out  both  mine  Eyes?  ^ 

Hut.  Young  Boy,  I  muft. 

jirth*  And  will  you  ? 

Hub.  And  I  will. 

Arth.  Have  you  the  Heart  ?  When  your  Head  did  but  akc^ 
I  knit  my  Handkerchief  about  your  Brows, 
(The  beft  I  had,  a  Princefs  wrought  it  me^ 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again; 
And  with  nay  Hand,  at  Midnight  held  your  Head; 
And  like  the  watchful  Minutes,  to  the  Hour, 
Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  Time, 
Saying,  what  lack  you?  and,  wheie  lyes  your  Grief? 
Or  what  good  Love  may  I  perform  for  you? 
Many  a  poor  Man's  Son  would  have  lain  ftill. 
And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  Word  to  you: 
But  you,  at  your  fick  Service  had  a  Prince ; 
Nay,  you  may  tjlink  my  Love  was  crafty  Love, 
And  call  it  Cunning.    Do,  and  if  you  will. 
If  Heav'n  be  pleas 'd,  that  you  mult  ufe  mc  ill. 
Why  then  y-ou  muft.     Will  you  put  out  mine  Eyes? 
Thefe  Eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  ftiall 
So  much  as  frown  on  you. 

Hub.  I  have  fworn  to  do  it; 
And  wkh  hot  Irons  muft  I  burn  them  our. 

Arfh.  Ah,  none  but  in  this  Iron  Age  would  do  it.        J 
The  Iron  of  it  fclf,  though  heat  red  hot. 
Approaching  near  thefc  Eyes,  would  drink  my  Ttars, 
And  quench  their  fiery  Indignation, 
Even  in  the  Matter  of  mine  Innocence; 
Kay,  after  that^  confume  away  in  Kufti^ 
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But  for  containing  Fire  to  harm  mine  Eye. 

Are  you  more  ftubborn  hard,  than  hammer'd  Iron? 

And  if  an  Angel  ihould  have  come  to  me> 

And  told  me  Hnbert  fliould  put  out  mine  Eyes, 

I  would  not  have  believ'd  him ;   no  Tongue  but  Hahcrfu 

Hmh.  Come  forth;  do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

Arth.  O  fave  me,  Huhtrty  fave  me;    my  Eyes  are  out 
Even  with  the  fierce  Looks  of  thefe  bloody  Men. 

Huh.  Give  me  the  Iron.  I  Tay,  and  bind  him  here. 

AnU.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boifterous  rough? 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  Itand  ftone-ftill. 
*  For  Heav'n  fake,  Hnbert,  let  me  not  be  bound ; 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert^  drive  thefe  Men  away,. 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  Lamb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  Word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  Iron  angerly : 
Thruft  but  thefe  Men  away  and  Til  forgive  you. 
Whatever  Torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go,  ftand  within;  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exe.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  Deed. 

jirth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chide  away  my  Friend, 
He  hath  a  ftern  Look,  but  a  geintle  Heart; 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  CompaHion  may 
Give  Life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come,  Boy,  prepare  your  felf. 

Arth.  Is  there  no  Remedy? 

Hub.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  Eyes. 

Arth.  O  Heav'n,  that  there  were  but  a  Moth  in  yours, 
A  Grain,  a  Duft,  a  Gnat,  a  wandring  Hair, 
Any  Annoyance  in  that  precious  Senfe; 
Then  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boHlerous  there, 
Your  vile  Indent  muft  needs  fecm  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  promife?  Go  too,  hold  your  Tongue. 

Arth.  Huherty  the  Utterance  of  a  brace  of  Tongues, 
Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  Eyes: 
Let  me  not  h -Id  my  Tongue,  let  mc  nor,  Hubert ; 
Or,  Hubcrty  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  Tongue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine  Eyes.  O  fpare  mine  Eye^ 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  ft  ill  to  look  on  you. 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  Inftrument  is  cold, 
^nd  would  not  harm  me. 
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/ThL  I  can  heat  it,  Boy. 

^rfh.  No»  in  good  footh>  the  Fire  is  dead  with  Grief« 
Being  create  for  Comfort,  to  be  us*d 
In  undeferv'd  Extreams ;  fee  elfe  your  felf^ 
There  is  no  Malice  in  this  burning  Coal, 
The  Breath  of  Heav'n  hath  blown  his  Spirit  out. 
And  ftrewM  repentant  Aihes  on  his  Head. 

Hmh.  But  with  my  Breath  I  can  revive  it.  Boy. 

Arfh.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  bluih^ 
And  glow  with  fhame  of  your  Proceedings,  Hubert : 
Nay,  it  perchance  will  fparkle  in  your  Eyes ; 
And,  like  a  Dog  that  is  compelled  to  fight. 
Snatch  at  his  Mailer  that  doth  fet  him  on. 
All  things  that  you  (hould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong 
Deny  their  Office;  only  you  do  lack 
That  Mercy  which  fierce  Fire,  and  Iron  extends. 
Creatures  of  note  for  Mercy,  lacking  Ufes. 

Hnb.  Well,  fee  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  Eye 
For  all  the  Treafure  that,  thine  Uncle  owes: 
Yet  am  I  fworn,  and  I  did  purpofe.  Boy, 
With  this  fame  very  Iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  O  now  you  look*like  Hubert.     All  this  i4i3e 
You  were  difguis'd. 

H^.  Peace :  No  ffl«re.  Adieu, 
Your  Unkle  muft  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
1*11  fill  thefe  dogged  Spies  with  ialfe  Reports : 
And»  pretty  Child,  deep  doubtlefs,  and  fecure^ 
That  Hubert^  for  the  Wealth  of  all  the  World, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Arth.  O  Heav'n  I  I  thank  you,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Silence,  no  more;  go  dofely  in  with  me. 
Much  Danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exitml 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  John,  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  aud  ether  Lwds. 

K.  John.  Here  once  again  we  fit,  once  again  crown*d»' 
And  lootd  upon,  I  hope^  with  chearful  Eyes. 
TenA.  This  once  again,  but  that  your  Highacfs  ^ItasTd; 

jy^  mccfupcrSiww;  you  were  crowtf  d  bt£ot^^ 


^'^ 

>*'' 
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And  that  high  Royalty  wa^  ne'er  pluck'd  off  j 
The  Faiths  of  Men,  ne'er  ftained  with  Revolt:    »i 
Frcfti  Expeftation  troubled  n6t  the  Land 
With  any  long'd-for  Change,  or  better  State, 

SaL  Therefore  to  be  poflefs'd  with  double  Pomp* 
To  guard  a  Title  that  was  rich  before; 
To  gild  refined  Gold,  to  paint  the  Lilly^ 
To  throw  a  Perfuitie  on  the  Violet^ 
To  fmooth  the  Ice,  or  add  another  Hew 
Unto  the  Rainbow,   or  with  Taper-Light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  Eye  of  Heav'n  to  garnifli. 
Is  wafteful  and  ridiculous  Excefs. 

Pemh.  But  that  your  loyal  Pleafure  muft  be  done^ 
This  A&  is  as  an  ancient  Tale  new  told. 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troublefomc. 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfcafonable.-  ; 

SaL  In  this  the  antick  and  well  noted  Pace 
Of  plain  old  Forfn  is  mUch  disfigur^i 
And  like  a  fhifted  Wind  unto  a  Sail,  ^ 

It  makes  the  courfe  of  Thoughts  to  fetch  aboilt. 
Startles  and  frights  Confideration  : 
Makes  found  Opinion  fick;  and*  Truth  fufpeded. 
For  putting  on  fo  new  a  faftiion'd  Robe. 

Pcmb.  When  Workmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  wcU| 
They  do  confound  their.  Skill  in  Covetoufnefs, 
And  oftentimes  cxcnCmg  of  a  Faulty 
Doth  make  the  Fault  the  worfe  by  the  Excufe : 
As  Patches  Tet  upon  a  little  Breach, 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  Fauir, 
Than  did  the  Fault  before  it  was  fo  patch'd. 

SdL  To  this  Effeft,  before  you  were  new  crown^dj 
•  We  breath'd  our  Counfel;  but  it  pleas'd  your  Highnefs 
To  over-bear  if,  and  we  are  all  well  pleas'd. 
Since  all,  and  every  part  of  what  we  would 
Doth  make  a  (land,  at  what  your  Highnefs  will. 

K.  John.  Some  Reafons  of  this  double  Coronation 
I  have  pofTeft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong. 
And  noiore,  more  ftrong,  then  lefs  is  aiy  Fear 
I  ihall  endue  you  with:  Mean  time,  but  a^k 
What  you  would  have  reformed,  that  is  not  wcll^ 
sAjjJ  well /bill  you  perceive,  how  vrilUtigly 
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I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  Rcqucfls. 

Pemt.  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  Tongue  of  thefe 
To  found  the  Purpofcs  of  all  their  Hearts, 
Both  for  my  fclf,  and  them;  but  chief  of  all. 
Your  Safety;  for  the  which,  my  felf  and  them 
Bend  their  bed  Studies ;  heartily  requcft 
The  Infranchifemcnt  of  Arthnr^  whofi:  Reflraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  Lips  of  Difcontcnt 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  Argument. 
If  what  in  Reft  you  have,  in  Right  you  hold. 
Why  then  your  Fears,  which  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  Steps  of  Wrong,  fhould  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  Kinfman,  and  to  choke  his  Days 
With  barbarous  Ignorance,  and  deny  his  Youth 
The  rich  Advantage  of  good  Exercife, 
That  the  Times  Enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  Occafions :  Let  it  be  our  Suit, 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  Liberty, 
Which  for  our  Goods  we  do  no  further  ask,  .  3 

Than,  whereupon  our  Weal  on  you  depending. 
Counts  it  your  Weal ;  he  have  his  Liberty. 

Enter  Hubert. 

JC  John.  Let  it  be  fo :  I  do  commit  his  Youth 
To  your  Diredion.  Huberu  what  News  with  you?  '  *, 

?emh.1\i\%  is  the  Man  (hould  do  the  bloody  Deed:  ^ 
He  (hew'd  his  Warrant  to  a  Friend  of  mine. 
The  Image  of  a  wicked  heinous  Fault 
Lives  in  his  Eye;  that  clofe  Afped  of  his, 
Does  (hew  the  Mood  of  a  much  troubled  Breaft, 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  >lone. 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  Charge  to  do. 

SmI.  The  Colour  of  the  King  doth  come  and  go, 
Between  his  Purpofe  and  his  Confcience, 
Like  Heralds 'twixt  two  dreadful  Battels  fet: 
His  Paflion  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  rouft  break. 

Vemb.  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  ilfue  thence 
The  foul  Corruption  of  a  fweet  Child's  Death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  Mortality's  ftrong  Hand.  .. . 
Good  Lords,  although  my  Will  to  give  is  living. 
The  Suit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  d^akd% 
He  telJs  m  jirfhftr  h  decczsd  to  NigVit. 
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S4L  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  Sicknefs  was  paft  cure* 

Pembj  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  Death  he  was. 
Before  the  Child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick. 
This  muft  be  anfwer*d  either  here  or  hence. 

K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  Brows  on  me? 
Think  you  I  bear  the  ^Shears  of  JDeftiny  ? 
Have  I  Commandment  on  thePulfe  of  Life? 

SaL  It  is  apparent  foul-playf  and  *tis  (hame 
That  Grcatncfs  fhould  fo  grofly  ofiFer  it : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  Game,  and  fo  farcwel. 

Pemb.  Stay  yet,  Lo.  d  Salisbftrj,  111  go  with  thee. 
And  find  th' Inheritance  of  this  poor  Child, 
His  little  Kingdom  of  a  forced  Grave. 
That  Blood  which  ow'd  the  Breath  of  all  this  Iflc, 
Thiee  F.-^ot  of  it  doth  hold;  bad  World  the  while, 
Thts  muft  not  be  thus  born,  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  Sorrows,  and. e'er  long  I  dpubt.  [ExesM^ 

Xnter  Mtjfengcr. 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  Indignation ;  I  repent : 
There  is  no  fure  Foundation  fct  on  Blood ; 
No  certain  Life  acchiev'd  by  others  Des^h. 
A  fearful  Eye  thou  haft;  where  is  that  Blood 
That  I  have  fecn  inhabit  in  thofe  Cheeks  ? 
So  foul  a  Sky  clears  tx>t  without  a  Storm; 
Pour  d6wn  thy  Weather:  How  goes  all  in  Franccl 

Mef.  From  France  to  England  never  faqh  a  Power, 
For  aay  Foreign  Preparation, 
Was  Icvy*d  in  the  Body  of  a  Land. 
The  Copy  oi  your  Speed  islearn'd  by  themt 
For  when  you  ftiould  be  told  they  ao  prepare. 
The  Tydings  come,  that  they  are  all  arriv'd, 

K.  John.  Oh  where  hath  our  Intelligence  been  drunk? 
Where  hath  it  flept?  Where  is  my  Mother's  Care? 
That  fuch  an  Army  fhould  be  drawn  in  France. 
And  flie  not  hear  of  it? 

Mef.  My  Liege,  her  Ear 
Is  ftopt  with  Duft :  The  firft  of  jipril  dy'd 
Your  noble  Mother;  and,  as  I  hear»  my  Lord, 
The  Lady  Confiance  in  a  frenzie  d/d 
Three  Days  before;  but  this  from  Rumours  Tongue 
I  jdely  heard ;  if  true>  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

J^^y^A/f.  With-hold  thy  Spee^*  dttad£u\  Occ^C\otv\    O 
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O  make  a  League  with  me^  'till  I  ^ave  pleas'd 
My  difcontented  Peers,    What  ?  Mother  dead  f 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  Eftate  in  France  I 
Under  whofe  CoiiJcft  came  thofe  Powers  oiFrdnccj 
That  thou  for  Truth  giv'ft  out  are  landed  here  ? 
Mef.  Urjder  the  Dauphin. 

Enter  Bufiard  and  Peter  of  Pomfret. 
K.  John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  Tidings.  Now,  What  fays  the  World 
To  your 'Proceedings?  Do  not  feek  to  ftuff 
My  Head  with  more  ill  News,  for  it  is  full. 

Bafl.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worft. 
Then  let  the  worft  unheard  fall  on  your  Head. 

K»  John.  Bear  with  me,  Coufin  1  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Under  the  Tide;  but  now  I  breath  again 
Aloft  the  Flood,  and  can  give  Audience 
To  any  Tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will.  ] 

Bafi.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  Clergy-men, 
The  Sums  I  have  coUeded  fhall  exprefs: 
But  as  I  travell'd  hither  through  the  Land>  :, 

^    I  find  the  People  ftrangely  fantafied ; 

Pofleft  with  Rumours^  full  of  idle  Dreams»  V^ 

Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  Fear. 
And  here's  a  Prophet  that  I  brought  with  me        • 
I    From  forth  the  Streets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
\    With  many  hundreds  treading  on  bis  Heels: 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harfh  founding  Rhimes, 
That  e'er  the  next  Afcenfion-Da]  at  Noon, 
Your  Highncfs  fhould  deliver  up  youB  Crown. 
K.  John.  Thou  idle  Dreamer,  wherefore  didft  thou  fo3 
?eter.  Fore- knowing  that  the  Truth  will  fall  out  fo. 
K.  John.  HsAett^  away  with  him;  imprifon  him. 
And  on  that  Day  at  Noon,  whereon  he  fays 
I  ihall  yield  up  iny  Crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. 
Deliver  him  to  Safety,  and  return, 
lH)r  I  muft  uie  thee.    O  my  gentle  Coufin, 
Hear'ft  thou  the  News  abroad,  who  arc  arrived? 

Bafi.  The  French^  my  Lord ;  Mens  Mouths  are  full  rfit: 
fiefides,  I  met  Lord  Bigot  and  Lord  SalishHrjt 
With  Eyes  as  red  as  new  enkindled  Fire, 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  Grav^ 
yoL.nL  E  O^ 
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of  Arthur  J  whom  they  fay  is  killed  to  Night,  on  \ 
K.  John.  Gentle  Kinfroan,  go  CSuggefl 

And  thruft  thy  felf  into  their  Companies, 
I  have  a  Way  to  win  their  Loves  again: 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Bafim  I  will  feek  them  out. 

K.  John.  Nay,  but  make  hafte;  the  better  Foot  bef< 
O,  let  me  have  no  Subjeds  Enemies, 
When  adverfe  Foreign^s  affright  my  Towns 
With  dreadful  Pomp  of  ftout  Invaiion. 
Be  MercHrjy  fct  Feathers  to  thy  Heels. 
And  flie,  like  Thoughts  from  them  to  me  again. 

Bdg.  The  Spirit  of  the  Time  ihall  teach  me  Speed.  £i 

K.  John.  Spoke  lik&  a  fpr ightful  NoUe  Gentleman. 
Go  after  him;  for  he  perhaps  (hall  need 
Some  Meifenger  betwixt  me  and  the  Peers, 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Liege.  \1 

K.  John.  My  Mother  dead  I 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hnb.  My  Lord,  they  fay  five  Moons  were  fecn  to  Ni 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wondrous  Motion. 

K.  John.  Five  Moons  ? 

Hub.  OklMen  and  J^eliams,  in  the  Streets 
Do  prophefie  uf>on  it  dangeroufly : 
Young  Artbmr^  Death  is  common  in  their  Mouths, 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  fhake  their  Heads, 
And  whifper  one  amother  in  the  Ear. 
And  he  that  fpeaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  Wrift, 
Whilft  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  Kdixon 
With  wrinfcled  Brow^i^  with  Nods,  with  ro|hng  Eyes. 
I  faw  a  Smith  ftand  with  his  Hammer,  thus^ 
The  whilft  his  Iron  did  on  th*  Anvil  cool. 
With  open  Mouth  fwallowing  a  Taybr'i  News; 
Who  with  his  Shears^  and  M^afure  in  his  Hand, 
Standing  on  Slippers,  which  his  nimble  Hade 
Had  falfly  thruft  tipon  contrary  Feet, 
Told  of  a  many  tfaoofand  warJiuce  French^ 
That  were  embattcled^  and  rank'd  in  Kent^ 
Another  Jean,  unwa(b'd  Artificer, 
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Cuts  off  his  Tale,  and  talks  ofArtimr^  Death. 

K.  John.  W\\y  feek'ft  thou  to  po^fs  me  with  thefe  Fears^ 
Why  urgeft  thou  fo  oft  young  ^thttr's  Death  ? 
Thy  Hand  hath  murther'd  him :  I  had  a  mighty  Caufe 
To  wi(h  him  dead,  but  thou  hadft  none  to  Kill  him. 

Hftk  No  had,  my  Lord?  why  did  you  not  provoke foe? 

K.  John.  Ik  is  the  Curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 
By  Slaves  that  take  their  Humours  for  a  Warrant, 
To  break  the  bloody  Houfe  of  Life, 
And  on  the  winking  of  Authority 
To  underfland  a  Law ;  to  know  the  Meaning 
Of  dangerous  Majefty,  when  perchance  it  frowns 
More  upon  Humour,  then  advis'd  Refped. 

Hub^  Here  is  your  Hand  and  Seal  for  what  I  did. 

K^l^shn.  Oh,  when  the  laft  Account  'twixt  Heav'n  and 
Is  to  be  inade,  then  (hall  this  Hand  and  Seal  [Earth 

Witnefs  again  ft  us  to  Damnation. 
How  oft  the  Sight  of  Means  to  do  ill  Deeds, 
Make  Deeds  ill  done?  Hadft  not  thou  been  by, 
A  Fellow  by  the  Hand  of  Nature  mark'd. 
Quoted,  and  Hgn'd  to  do  a  Deed  of  Shame. 
This  Murther  bad  not  come  into  my  Mind. 
But  taking  Note  of  thy  abhorred  A^eft» 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  Villany, 
Apt,  liable  to  be  employ'd  in  Danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur*^  Death : 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  King, 
Made  it  no  Confcience  to  deftroy  a  Prince. 

Hub.  My  Lord. 

JL.  Jslm  Hidft  thou  but  (hook  thy  Head, or  made  a  Paufe 
When  I  fpake  daikly,  what  I  purpofed: 
Or  turn'd  an  Eye  oi  Doubt  upon  my  Face  5 
As  bid  me  tell  my  Tale  in  exprefs  Words, 
Deep  Shame  liad  (Iruck  mc  dumb,  made  me  break  off. 
And  thofe  thy  Fears,  might  have  wrought  Fears  in  me : 
But  thou  did  ft  uoderftand  me  by  my  Signs, 
And  didft  ip  Signc  again  parley  with  Sin, 
Yea,  without  ftop  didft  let  thy  Heart  content. 
And  confequently  thy  rude  Hand  to  aft 
The  Deed,  which  both  our  Tongues  held  vite  totam^* 
Out  of  mf  Sight,  §o4  never  fee  me  more. 


I  o  z  8  -The  Life  and  Death 

My  Nobles  leave  me,  and  my  State  is  brav\l^ 

Even  at  my  "GateS)  with  Ranks  of  foreign  Powers; 

Nay,  in  the  Body  of  this  fleihiy  Land, 

This  Kingdom*  this  Confine  of  Blood,  and  Breath, 

Hoftility  and  civil  Tumult  reigns, 

Between  my  Gonfcieace,  and  my  Cpufitfs  Death. 

HuL  Arm  you  againft  your  other  Enemies, 
I'll  make  a  Peace  between  your  Soul,  and  you« 
Young  Arthur  is  alive :  This  Hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  Maiden,  and  an  innocent  Hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  Crimfon  Spots  of  Blood: 
Within  this  Bofom,  never  entred  yet 
The  dreadful  Motion  of  a  murderous  Thought, 
And  you  have  flander'd  Nature  in  my  Form, 
Which  howfoever  rude  exteriorly. 
Is  yet  the  Cpver  of  a  fairer  Mina, 
T^han  to  be  Bitcherof  an  Innocent  Child. 

K.  John^  Doth  Arthur  live-/  O  hatte  thee  to  the  Pd 
Throw  this  Report  on  their  inccnfed  Rage, 
And  make  th^m  tame  to  their  Obedience, 
Forgive  the  Comment  that  my  Paflion  made 
Upon  thy  Feature,  for  my  Rage  was  blind. 
And  foul  Imaginary  Eyes  of  Blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
Oh,  anfwer  not;  but  to  my  Clofet  bring 
The  angry  Lords,  with  all  expedient  Haftei 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly :  Run  more  faft^  \Exi 


SCENE    III.     A  Prifon, 

Enter  Arthur  6n  the  Tf^alls. 

AnL  The  Wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down. 
Good  Ground  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not  2 
There's  few  or  none  do  know  me,  if  they  did. 
This  Ship-Boy's  Semblance  bath  difguis'd  me  quite* 
I  am  afraid,  and  yet  Til  venture  it* 
If  I  get  down,   and  do  not  break  my  Limbs, 
I'll  find  a  thoufand  Shifts  to  get  away; 
As  good  to  die,  and  go;  .as  die,  and  ftay,       [Le^s  d 
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oh  me,  my  Uncle's  Spirit  is  in  thefe  Stones; 
Heav'n  take  my  Souh  and  Eftgland  take  my  Bones*       [^pics. 
Enter  Pembroke^  Salisbury  a»d  Bigot. 
SaL  Lords,  I  will  meet  bim  zt  St.  Edmoftshurji^ 
It  is  our  Safety,  and  we  muft  embrace 
This  gentle  Offer  of  the  perilous  time. 
Pernio.  Who  brought  that  Letter  from  the  Cardinal  i 
Sal.  The  Count  Melnnj  a  noble  Lord  of  France j 
Whbfe  private  with  nje  of  the  Danphin^s  Love, 
Is  much  more  general  than  thefe  Lines  import* 

Bigot.  To  Morrow  Morning  let  us  meet  him  then* 
.    S^.  Or  rather  then  fet  forward,  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  Days  Journey,  Lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 

Enter  Baflard. 
Baft.  Once  more  to  Day  well  met,  diftemper'd  Lords, 
The  King  by  me  requefts  your  Prcfence  fti  aight. 

Sal.  The  King  hath  dipoffeft  bimfelf  of  us; 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  beftained  Clake 
With  our  pure  Honours ;   nor  attend  the  Foot 
That  leaves  the  Print  of  Blood  where-e*er  it  walks^ 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo:  We  know  the  worft  [beft. 

Baft.  What  e'er  you  think,   good  Words  I  think  were 
Sal.  Our  Griefs,  and  not  our  Manners,  reafon  now. 
Baft.  But  there  is  little  Reafon  in  your  Grief, 
Therefore  *cwere  Reafon  you  had  Manners  now. 
Pemlf.  Sir,  Sir,  Impatience  hath  his  Privilege* 
Baft.  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  his  Matter,  no  Man  elfe. 
S4U  This  is  the  Prifon :  What  is  he  lyes  here?  (IBcauty; 
Pemb.  Oh  Death,  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely 
The  Earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  Deed. 

Sal.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  Revenge* 

Bigot.  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  Beauty  to  a  Gravei 
Found  it  too  precious  princely  for  a  Grave* 

Sal.  Sir  Richard^  what  think  you  ?  Have  you  beheldf 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think? 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee, 
That  you  do  fee?  Could  Thought,  without  this  Qbjed, 
Form  fuch  another  ?  This  is  the  very  Top, 
The  Heighth,  the  Creft,  or  Crcft  unto  the  Cactft 
Of  Murders  Arms;  this  is  the  blooditft  SViamft^ 
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The  wildeft'Sav^^cry,  the  vifcft  kroA 
That  ever  ^all-ey'd  Wraib,  or  flaring  Rage 
Prefenced  to  the  Tears  of  foft  Remorfe. 

Pemb.  All  Murders  paft>  do  (hnd  excus'd  in  this; 
And  this  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchabk. 
Shall  give  a  Holinefs,  a  Purity, 
To  the  yet  unbegotten  Sin  of  tiadies ; 
And  prove  a  deadly  blood-fhed^  but  a  Jeft» 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  Spedacle. 

Bafi.  It  is  a  damned,  and  a  bloody  Work 
The  gracetefi  Adion  of  a  heavy  Hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  Work  of  ^ny  Hand. 

Sal.  |f  that  ft  be  the  Work  of  any  Hand, 
We  had  a  kind  of  Light,  ^bat  would  enfue : 
It  is  the  fhamefnl  Work  of  Hubirfs  Hand, 
The  Praftife,  and  the  Purpofe  of  the  King: 
From  whofe  ObediencTe  I  forbid  my  SouU 
Kneeling  before  this  Ruin  of  fweet  Lift, 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  Excelkdof, 
The  Inccnfe  of  a  Vow,  k  holy  Vow; 
Never  to  tafte  the  Pleafores^  of  the  Worlds 
Never  to  be  infe<9red  with  Ddight, 
Nor  converfant  with  Eafe,  and  Idknefs, 
•Till  I  hawre  fet  a  Gtery  to  this  Hand, 
By  giving  it  the  Worfhip  of  Revenge. 

Pemb.  Bigo.  Our  Souls  rdigiouOy  confirm  thy  Words. 

Etttir  Hubert. 

Hmb.  Lords,  i  am  hot  with  Hafte,  in  feeking  you ; 
Arthur  doth  livc>  thtf  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

SaU  Oh  he  is  bold,  and  bluOies  not  at  Death; 
Avant  thou  hateful  Villain^  get  tb^e  gone. 

Hub.  I  am  no  Villain. 

^.  MaftI  rob  the  Law? 

Bafi.  Your  Sword  is  bright  Sir^  put  tt  op  again. 

S4I.  Not  *cilM  fiieath  it  in  a  Murderer's  Skin. 

Hub.  Stand  back,  Lord  Salisbnrj^  (land  back,  I  fay. 
By  Heav'n,  I  think  my  Sword's  as  (harp  as  yours* 
I  would  not  h^re  you.  Lord,  forget  your  felf. 
Nor  tempt  the  Danger  of  my  true  Defence; 
^eft  I,  by  marking  of  yo«r  Rage,  forget 
Your  Worthy  youi  Gftatae^  and  NotiUtif « 
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Bigot.  OutDunghih  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  Nobleinat]? 

Hi^b.  Not  for  my  Life;  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  Life  againft  an  Emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  Murderer. 

Hnt.  Do  not  prove  me  fo; 
Yet  I  am  none.    Whofe  Tongue  foe'er  fpeab  falfe. 
Not  truly  fpeaks ;  who  fpeaks  not  truly^  lies. 

Pcmb.  Cut  him  to  Pieces. 

Bafi.  Keep  the  Peace,  I  fay. 

Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  (hall  gaui  you  FdulcMhidge. 

Baft.  Thou  wert  better  gaul  the  DeviJ,  Salisbmry. 
^Ifthou  but  frown  on  me»  or  ftirthy  Foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  Spleen  to  do  me  Sbame> 
rU  flrike  thee  dead«     Put  up  thy  SwoVd  betime. 
Or  ru  fo  maul  yout  and  your  tofting-Iron, 
That  you  (hall  think  the  Devil  is  come  from  Hell. 

B$£0t.  What  wilt  thou  do»   renowned  Fanlconlnidg0  \ 
Second  a  Villain,  and  a  Murderer^ 

Hub.  Lord  Bigot^  I  am  none. 

Big0t.  Who  kill'd  this  Prince? 

Hub.  'Tis  not  an  Hour  fince  I  left  him  wells 
I -honoured  him,  I  lov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
My  Date  of  Life  out,  for  his  fweet  Life's  LoA. 

Sal.  Truft  not  thofe  cunning  Waters  of  his  £yes^ 
For  Villany  is  not  without  fiich  Rheume; 
And  he  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  Rivers  of  Remorfe  and  Innocency. 
Away  with  me,  all  you  whofe  Souls  abhor 
Th' uncleanly  Savour  of  a  Slaughter-Houfe^ 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  the  Smell  of  Sin. 

Bigot.  Away  toward  Burj^  to  the  Dattphin  there. 

?^»i^.There  tell  the  King  he  mayenquire  ViSo\xu\Ex.L$rds. 

Bafi.  Here's  a  good  World;  knew  you  of  this  fair  Work? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  Reach  of  Mercy»  * 
If  thou  didft  this  Deed  of  Death,  thou  art  damnVlii  Hmbtrt. 

Hi$b.  Do  but  hear  me,  Sir, 

94/.  Ha?  ru  tell  thee  what, 
ThouVt  damn*d  as  black,  nay  nothing  is  fo  black; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  LHcifcr. 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  Fiend  of  Hell 
As  thou  Sh^thc,  if4bou  didd  kill  tlusClu\d. 
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Hnb.  Upon  my  Soul. 

Bafi.  If  thou  didfl  but  confent 
To  this  mod  cruel  Ad,  do  but  de(pair. 
And  if  ihou  want'ft  a  Cord>  the  fmalleft  Thread 
That  ever  Spider  twifted  from  her  Womb 
Will  fervc  to  ftraDgle  thee :  A  Ru(h  will  be  a  Beam 
To  hang  thee  on:  Or  woujd'ft  thou  drown  thy  felf» 
Put  but  a  little  Water  in  a  Spoon, 
And  it  (hail  be  as  all  the  Ocean* 
Enough  to  ftifle  fuch  a  Villain  up. 
I  do  fufpeft  thee  very  grievoufly. 

Hub,  If  I  in  AA»  Confent,  or  Sin  of  Thought, 
Be  guilty  of  the  ftealing  that  fweet  Breath, 
Which  was  embound^d  in  this  beauteous  Clay» 
Let  Hell  want  Pains  enough  to  torture  me. 
I  left  him  well. 

Bafi.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  Arms. 
I  am  amaz'd  methinks,  and  lofe  my  Way 
Among  the  Thorns,  and  Dangers  of  this  World. 
How  eafie  doft  chou  take  all  EngUvtd  up> 
From  forth  this  Morfel  of  dead  Royalty  { 
The  Life*  the  Right*  and  Truth  of  all  this  Realm 
Is  fled  to  H^v'n,  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  fcramble,  and  to  part  by  th'  Teeth 
The  unowed  Interefl  of  proud  fwelling  State: 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  Bone  of  Majefty, 
Doth  dogged  War  briftle  his  angry  Creft, 
And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  Byes  of  Peace  : 
Now  Powers  from  home,  and  Difontents  at  home 
Meet  in  one  Line ;  and  vaft  Confufion  waits* 
As  doth  a  Raven  on  a  (ick-fallen  Beaft, 
The  imminent  Decay  of  wrefted  Pomp* 
Now  happy  he,  whofe  Cloak  and  Center  can 
Hold  dUt  this  Tempeft.     Bear  away  that  Child, 
And  foUowme  with  fpeed;  PU  to  the  King: 
A  thoufand  BufinefTes  are  brief  at  Hand, 
And  Heav*n  it  f(plf  doth  frown  upon  the  Land,        [Exem 
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ACT   V,     SCENE    I.     , 

£nter  King  John*  Pandulph,  and  Atttndmts. 

K.  John.^"T^  H  US  I  have  yielded  up  into  your  Hand 
A    The  Circle  ot  my  Glory. 

Pond.  Take  again 
.>om  this  my  Hand>  as  holding  of  the  Pope, 
Your  Soveraign  Greatnefs  and  Authority. 

K.  John.  Now  keep  your  holy  Word,  go  meet  the  French^ 
And  frofn  his  Holinefs  ufe  all  your  Power 
To  flop  their  Marches  'fore  we  are  enflam*d« 
Our  difcontenttd  Counties  do  revolt; 
Our  People  quarrel  with  Obedience, 
Swearing  Allegiance,  and  the  love  of  Soul 
To  ftranger- Blood,  to  foreign  Royalty; 
This  Inundation  of  diftemper'd  Humour, 
Refts  by  you  only  to  be  qualify'd. 
Then  paufc  not;  for  the  prcfent  Time's  fo  (ick. 
That  prefent  Med'cine  muft  be  miniftred. 
Or  Overthrow  incurably  infues. 

?and.  It  was  my  Breath  that  blew  this  Tempeft  up. 
Upon  your  ftubborn  Ufage  of  the  Pope  : 
But  fince  you  are  a  gentle  Convertite, 
My  Tongue  (hall  hufli  again  this  Storm  of  War, 
And  make  fair  Weather  in  your  bluftring  Land. 
On  this  jifcenJton^DMjj  remember  well. 
Upon  your  Oath  of  Service  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  Frarch  lay  down  their  Arms.  [Exitm 

K.  Jehn.  Is  fhis  jifcenJion-Dajl  Did  not  the  Prophet 
Say,  that  before  jifcenJion^Daj  at  Noon, 
My  Crown  I  fliould  give  off?  even  fo  I  have : 
I  did  fuppofe  it  fiiould  be  on  Conftraint, 
But^  Heav*n  be  thank'd^  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  Bafiard. 

Boft*  All  Kent  hath  yielded,  nothing  there  holds  out 
But  jDover^Cdfile:  London  hath  received* 
Like  a  kind  Hoft|  the  Dauphin  and  his  Po^cu. 
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Your  Nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  oflFer  Service  to  your  Enemy; 
And  wild  Amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
fTJie  little  Number  of  your  doubtful  Friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  Lords  return  to  mc  again. 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Bajl.  They  found  him  dead,  and  caft  into  the  Streets^ 
An  empty  Casket,  where  the  Jewel  of  Life 
By  fome  damn'd  Hand  was  robb'd  and  ta*en  away. 

K.  John.  That  Villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

Bafi.  So  on  my  Soul  he  did,  for  ought  he  knew : 
Bur  wherefore  do  you  droop?  Why  look  you  fadi 
Be  great  in  A6t,  as  vou  have  been  in  Thought: 
Let  not  the  World  fce  Fear  and  fad  Diftruft 
Govern  the  Motion  of  a  Kingly  Eye; 
Be  ftirring  as  the  time,  be  Fire  with  Fire; 
Threaten  the  Threatner,  and  out-face  the  Brow 
Of  bragging  Horror :  So  (hall  inferior  Eyes, 
That  borrow  their  Behaviours  from  the  Grear^ 
Grow  great  by  your  Example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  Spirit  of  Refolution. 
Away,  and  glifter  like  the  God  of  War 
When  he  intendcth  to  become  the  Field; 
Shew  Boldnefs  and  afpiring  Confidence. 
What,  Ihall  they  fcek  the  Lion  in  his  Den, 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 
Oh  let  it  not  be  faid :  Forage,  and  run  S 

To  meet  Difplcafure  farther  from  the  Doors, 
And  grapple  with  him  e'er  he  come  fo  nigh. 

K.  John.  The  Lcgat  of  the  Pope  bath  been  with  me. 

And  I  have  made  a  ha^y  Peace  with  him; 

And  he  hath  promised  to  difmifi  the  Pbwers 

Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Bafti  Oh  inglorious  League: 

Shall  we  upon' the  footing  of  our  Land» 

Send  fair-play-Oidcrs,  and  make  comprimife. 

Infinuation,  ParJy,  and  bafe  Truce 

To  Arms  invafive?  Shall  a  bcardlefs  Boy, 

A  cockred'filken  Wanton  brave  bur  Fields, 

^pdHelh  his  Spirit  in  a  Wtr-like  Soil, 

feri/>7^  the  Air  with  Colours  idcly  fptea.d^ 
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And  find  no  check?  Let  U5,  my  Liege,  to  Arms: 

Perchance  the  Cardinal  camiot  make  your  Peace; 

Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  leaft  be  faid 

They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence, 
K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefent  time, 
Bafi.  Away  then  with  good  Couri^e;  yet  I  know 

Our  Party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  Foe.  {^Exenm. 

SCENE     II. 

EntcTy   in  Arms^  Lewis,  Salisbury,  Melun,  Pembroke. 

Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 

Lewis.  Mj  Lord  Meluny  let  this  be  copied  out. 
And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance : 
Return  the  Prefidcnt  to  thefe  Lords  again. 
That  having  our  fair  Order  written  down. 
Both  they  and  we,  pcrufing  o'er  thefe  Notes, 
May  know  wherefore  we  eook  the  Sacrament, 
And  keep  our  Faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  (hall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin^  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  Zeal,  and  an  un-urg'd  Faith 
To  your  Proceedings ;  yet  believe  me,  Prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  (uch  a  Sore  of  Time 
Should  feek  a  Plaifter  by  contemned  Revolt, 
And  heal  the  inveterate  Canker  of  one  Wound, 
By  it^aking  many :  Oh  it  grieves  my  Soul, 
That  \  muft  draw  this  Mettle  from  my  Side 
To  be  a  Widow-maker:  Oh,  and  there 
Where  honourable  Refcue,  and  Defence, 
Cries  out  upon  the  Name  of  Salistftrj. 
But  fu<3h  is  the  Infection  of  the  time. 
That  frir  the  Health  and  Phyfick  of  our  Right, 
We  carinot  deal  but  with  tne  very  Hand 
Of  ftern  Injuftite,  and  confufed  Wrong: 
And  is*t  not  pity,  oh  my  grieved  Friends, 
That  we,  the  Sons  and  Children  of  this  Ifle, 
Were  born  to  fee  (b  fad  an  Hour  as  this, 
Whereja  wc  ffcp  Sifter  a  Sttzngtr^  march 
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Upon  her  gentle  Bofofn,  and  fill  up 

Her  Enemies  Ranks?  I  mud  withdraw  and  weep 

Upon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  Caufe, 

To  grace  the  Gentry  of  a  Lancl  remote> 

And  follow  unacquainted  Colours  here: 

What  here?  O  Nation  that  thou  couldft  remoYe> 

That  N€ftunt%  Arms  who  clippeth  thee  aboutj^ 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thy  felf. 

And  cripple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  Ihore, 

Where  thefe  two  Chriftian  Armies  might  combine 

The  Blood  of  Malice,  in  a  vein  of  League, 

And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourly. 

,     Ltwiu  A  noble  Temper  doft  thou  (hew  in  this^ 

And  great  AfFeftions  wreftling  in  thy  Bofom 

Doth  make  an  Earthquake  of  Nobility. 

Oh  what  a  noble  Combate  haft  thou  fought,. 

Between  Coropulfion,  and  a  brave  Rtfped  : 

Let  me  wipe  oflF  this  honourable  Dew, 

That  filverly  doth  progrefs  on  thy  Cheeks : 

My  Heart  hath  melted  at  a  Lady's  Tears> 

Being  an  ordinary  Inundation : 

But  this  Effufion  of  fuch  Manly  Drops, 

This  Ihowr  blown  up  by  tcmpeft  of  the  Sou?, 

Startle  mine  Eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz*d 

Than  had  I  feen  the  vaulty  top  of  Heav'n 

Figured  quite  o'er  with  burning  Meteors. 

Lift  up  thy  Brow,  renowned  Salishnrj, 

And  with  a  great  Heart  heave  away  this  Storm: 

Commend  thefe  Waters  to  thofe  Baby-cycs 

That  never  faw  the  Gyant-world  cnrag"d. 

Nor  met  with  Fortune,  other' tl^an  at  Feafts, 

Full  warm  of  Blood,  of  Mirth»  of  Goffipping. 

Come,  come,  for  thou  (halt  thruft  thy  Hand  as  deep 

I?ito  the  Purfe  of  rich  Profperity 

As  Lewis  himfelf;  fo.  Nobles,  (hall  you  all. 

That  knit  your  Sinews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 

Enter  Pandulpho. 
And  even  there,  methinks  an  Angel  fpake, 
Look  where  the  holy  Legate  comes  apace. 
To  give  us  Warrant  from  the  Hand  of  Heav*n, 
And  on  our  Aftions  fet  the  Name  of  Right 
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With  holy  Breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  Prince  of  France. 
The  next  is  this:  King  Johnhoxli  reconciM 
Himfelf  to  Rome^  his  Spirit  is  come  in. 
That  fo  ftood  out  againft  the  holy  Church, 
The  great  Metropohs  and  Sec  of  Rome: 
Therefore  thy  threatning  Colours  now  wind  up. 
And  tame  the  Savage  Spirit  of  wild  War^ 
Thit  like  a  Lion  foftered  up  at  Hand, 
It  may  lye  gently  at  the  foot  of  Peace, 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  ihew. 

Lewis.  Your  Grace  (hail  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back: 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  Controul, 
Or  ufeful  Serving-man,  and  Inftrument 
To  any  Soveraign  State  throughout  the  World : 
Your  Breath  firft  kindled  the  dead  Coal  gf  Wars, 
Between  this  chaftis'd  Kingdom  and  my  fclf> 
And  brought  in  Matter  that  ihould  feed  this  Fire ; 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it : 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  Right, 
Acquainted  me  with  Interefl:  to  this  Land, 
Yea  thrufi  this  Enterprize  into  my  Heart, 
And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  Peace  with  Rome}  What  is  that  Peace  to  me? 
I,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Marriage-bed, 
After  young  Arthur^  claim  this  Land  for  mine ; 
And  now  it  is  half  conquered,  muft  I  back, 
Becaufe  that  John  bath  made  his  Peace  with  Rome? 
Am  I  Romt'^  Slave?  What  Tcnny  hath  Rome  born? 
What  Men  provided  ?  What  Munition  fent 
To  under-prop  this  Aftion  ?  Is't  not  I 
That  under-go  this  Charge  ?  Who  elfe  but  T, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  Claim  are  liable. 
Sweat  in  this  Bufinefs,  and  maintain  this  War? 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  Iflanders  (hour  out 
Vive  U  Rojy  as  I  have  bank'd  their  Towns? 
Have  I  not  here  the  beft  Cards  for  the  Game 
To  win  this  eafie  Match,  plaid  for  a  Crown? 
And  (hall  I  now  ^ivc  o'er  the  yielded  Sti^ 
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No»  no»  on  my  Soul  it  fhall  never  be  faid. 

Pand.  You  look  but  00  the  out- fide  of  this  Work. 

Lewis.  Out'fide  or  inofide,  I  will  not  return     , 
'Till  tt\y  Attempt  fo  much  be  glorifi^d^ 
As  to  my  ample  Hope  was  promifed^ 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  Wzt, 
And  cuird  chefe  fiery  Spirits  from  the  World 
To  out-look  Conqueft,  and  to  win  Reoowti 
Even  in  the  Jaws  of  X)ai]ger,  and  of  Death:  [Trumpet f§im 
What  lufty  Trumpet  thus  doch  fummon  us? 

Enter  Bdfidrd.  > 

Bafi.  According  to  the  fair-play  of  the  World, 
Let  me  have  Audience:  I  am  fent  to  fpcak: 
My  holy  Lord  of  Milain,  from  the  King 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him : 
And  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  Scope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  Tongue. 

Pand.  The  DMUfhin  is  coo  wilful,  oppofite. 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  Entreaties: 
He  flatly  fays,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  Arms. 

Bdfi.  By  aU  the  Blood  chat  tvtx  Puty  breathed, 
The  Youth  fays  well.    Now  hear  our  EngUJb  King^ 
For  thus  his  Royalty  dothfpeak  in  me; 
He  is  prepar'd,  and  Reafon  too  fae  ihouid. 
This  apiih  and  unmaoaerly  Approach, 
This  harmcfs'd  Mask,  flod  unadirifed  Revd, 
This  unheard  Sawcimfs  and  boyifh  Troops, 
The  King  doth  fmile  at,  and  is  well*prepar'<d 
To  whip  this  dwarfifli  War,  the£e  Pigmy  Arms 
From  out  the  Cirde  of  hi«  Terriiories. 
That  Hand  which  bad  the  ftrength,  «vefi  at  your  Door, 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  y<Na  take  the  batch. 
To  dive  h'ke  Buckets  in  concealed  Wells 
To  crouch  in  Litter  of  your' Stable  Planks, 
To  lye  like  Pawns,  lock'd  up  ifi  ChtSt^  atid  Trunks, 
To  hug  with  Swine,  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  Vaults  and  Prifo  )S,  and  to  thrill  and  fliake. 
Even  at  the  crying  of  your  Natioa^s  Crow, 
Thinking  his  Voice  an  armed  EngUJb  Man; 
Shall  that  viderious  Hand  be  feebled  here, 
Tb^r  in  yom  Chiflibers  gave  you  ChaftifeflEient  ? 
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No ;  know  the  gallant  Monarch  is  in  Arms^ 

And  like  an  Eagle,  o*er  his  aiery  Tow/tr, 

To  foufe  Annoiance  that  comes  near  his  Neft ; 

And  you  degenerate^  you  ingrate  Revolts, 

You  bloody  Ncr0*$  ripping  up  the  Womb 

Of  your  dear  Moihtx-EngUKd,  b]u(h  for  (hame: 

For  your  own  Ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  Maids, 

Like  AmazAins^  come  tripping  after  Drums : 

Their  Thioilbles  into  armed  Gantlets  change, 

Their  Needles  to  Lances,  and  their  gentle  Hearts 

To  fierce  aiid  bloody  Inclination. 

Lffwis.  There  end  thy  Brave,  and  turn  thy  Face  in  Peace* 
We  grant  thou  canft  out-fcold  us ;  fare  thee  well : 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpent 
With  fucfa  a  Babler. 
VmL  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 
M-  No*  I  will  fpeak. 
Lewis.  We  will  attend  to  neither  : 
Strike  up  the  Drums,  and  let  the  Tongue  of  War 
Plead  m  our  latereft,  and  our  being  here. 

B^.  Indeed  your  Drums  being  beaten,  will  cry  out  ? 
And  fo  fliall  you,  being  beaten ;  do  but  ftart 
Aa  cccho  with  the  Clamour  of  thy  Drum, 
And  even  at  hand,  a  Drum  is  ready  brac'd. 
That  fliall  reverberate  all,  as  Joud  as  thine. 
Sound  but  another*  and  another  fliall. 
As  loud  as  thine*  rattle  the  Welkin's  Ear, 
And  mock  the  deep-mouthM  Thunder;  for  at  hand 
(Not  truftiog  to  this  halting  Legate  here* 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport  than  need) 
Is  warlike  John\  and  in  his  Forehead  fits 
A  bare-rib'd  Death»  whofe  Ofiice  '\%  this  Day 
To  feafl  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 
Lems.  Strike  up  our  Drums,  ta  find  this  danger  cut. 
Bdfi.  And  thou  flialt  find  it*  Danphm^  do  not  doubt. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE     III. 

Alarms.     Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  How  goes  the  Day  with  us  ?  Oh  tell  me,  Unbertl 
Hnb.  Badly,  I  fear;  how  fares  yourMajefty? 
.  K.John.  This  Feaver  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long. 
Lyes  heavy  on  me :  oh,  my  Heart  is  fick. 

Emer  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  your  valiant  Kinfman,  Fdukonbridge^ 
Defires  your  Majefty  to  leave  the  Field, 
And  fend  him  word  by  me,  which  way  you  go, 

K.John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinfied^  to  the  Abby  there. 

Mejf.  Be  of  good  Comfort :  For  the  great  Supply, 
That  was  expefted  by  the  Dauphin  here. 
Are  wrack'd  three  Nights  ago  on  Goodwin  Sands. 
This  News  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now. 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  John.  Ay  me,  this  Tyrant  Feaver  burns  me  up. 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  News. 
Set  on  toward  Swinjied;  to  my  Litter  ftreight, 
Weaknefs  pofTeffeth  me,  and  I  am  fatnt.  [Em/kmT. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Salisbury,  Pembroke  and  Bigot. 

SaU  I  did  not  think  the  King  fo  flor'd  with  Friends. 

Pemb.  Up  once  again;  put  Spirit  in  the  French: 
If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 

Sal.  That  mif-begotten  Devil,  Faukonbridge^ 
In  fpight  of  fpighr,  alone  upholds  the  Day. 

Pemb.  They  fay  King  3^£>/?«,  fore  fick,  hath  left  the  Field. 

Enter  Melun  wounded. 
Melun.  Lead  me  to  the  Revolts  ©f  England  here. 
Sal.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  Names. 
Pemb.  It  is  the  Count  Melun. 
SaL  Wounded  to  Death. 


w 


of  King  John.  .1Q41 

AfflMM.  Fly,  noble  EngUJb,  yo\x  are  bought  and  fo]d» 
Unthread  the  rude  Eye  of  Rebellion, 
And  welcome  home  again  difcarded  Faith* 
Seek  out  King  John^  and  fall  before  his  Feet ; 
For  if  the  French  be  Lords  of  this  loud  Day, 
He  means  to  recompence  the  Pains  you  take« 
By  cutting  off  your  Heads ;  thus  hath  he  fworn. 
And  I  witn  him,  and  many  more  with  me,  ' 

Upon  the  Altar  at  St.  Edmondshury^ 
Even  on  that  AJt^r,  where  we  fwore  to  you 
Dear  Amity,  and  everlafting  Love. 

SaL  May  this  be  poflible?  May  this  be  true? 

Melun.  Have  I  not  hideous  Death  within  my  View, 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  Life, 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  Form  of  Wax 
Refolveth  from  his  Figure  'gainft  the  Fire  $ 
Vhat  in  the  World  (hould  make  me  now  deceive. 
Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  aU  deceit? 
Why  fiiould  I  then  be  fal(e>  fince  it  is  true 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence*  by  truth? 
I  (ay  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  Day* 
He  is  forfworn  if  e*er  thofe  Eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  Day  break  in  the  Eaft : 
But  even  this  Night,  whofe  black  contagious  Breath 
Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  Creft 
OF  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  Sun, 
Even  this  ill  Night,  your  breathing  ftiall  expire. 
Paying  the  Fine  of  rated  Treachery, 
Even  with  •  treacherous  Fine  of  all  your  Lives  i 
li Lewis,  by  your  affiftance  win  the  Day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert j  with  your  King ; 
The  Love  of  him,  and  this  refpefl  beddes. 
For  that  my  Grandfire  was  an  Englifhman^ 
Awakes  my  Confcience  to  confefs  all  this. 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  Field ; 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  Thoughts 
In  peace  \  and  part  this  Body  and  my  Soul, 
With  Contemplation,  and  devout  Defires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee,  and  be(hrew  my  Soul, 
But  I  do  love  the  favouTj  and  the  form 
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of  this  iMft  lair  OccafioD*  1^  the  which 

We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  flight. 

And  like  a  bated  and  reth^  Flood, 

Leaving  our  Ranknefs,  and  hrregnlar  Courfe^ 

Stoop  low  withia  choTe  Bounds  we  have  o'er-ldo&*d| 

And  calmly  run  pn  in  Obedience, 

Even  to  our  Ocean^  to  our  great  Kins  J^hp^. 

My  Arm  (hall  give  thee  hel^  to  bear  thee  hence. 

For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  Pangs  of  Death 

Right  in  thine  Eye.    Away,  my  Friends,  new  flight. 

And  happy  newnefs  that  im^s  old  right.  [Emt$m. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Lewis  and  his  Traits. 

Lewis.  The  Sun  of  Heav'n>  methougbr,  wasloth  to  fetf 
But  ftaid,  and  made  the  Weft  em  Welkin  bluAi, 
When  Englip  meafure  backward  their  own  Ground 
In  faint  retire :  Oh  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  Vol  fey  of  our  needfefs  fliot> 
After  fuch  bloody  Toil,  we  bid  good  Nighty 
And  woon'd  our  tott'ring  Colours  clearly  up, 
Laft  in  the  Field,  and  almoft  Lords  of  it. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  Where  is  my  Prince,  the  Dauphin  ? 

Lews.  Here,  what  News  f 

MeJf.  The  Count  Melnn  is  (lain ;  the  EngUJb  Lords 
By  his  Perfwafion  are  at  length  fidPn  off, 
And  your  Supply,  which  you  have  wi(h'd  fo  long. 
Are  caft  away,  and  funk  on  Goodwin  Sands. 

Lewis.  Ah  foul  fhrew'dNews.  Be(hrew  thy  very  Heart: 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to  Night 
As  this  hath  made  me.    Who  was  he  that  faid 
King  John  did  fly  an  Hour  or  two  before 
The  flumbling  Night  did  part  our  weary  Powers? 

Mejf.  Who  ever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  Lord. 

Lewis.  Well ;  keep  good  Quarter,  and  good  care  to  Nighif 
The  Day  (hall  not  be  up  fo  ioon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  Adventure  of  to  Morrow.  [Exismt^ 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Enter  Bajiard  and  Hubert  Jeverdlly. 

H»b.  Who's  there  I  Speak,  hoa,  fpeak  quickly*  or  I  ihoot. 

taft.  A  Friend.     What  art  thou  ? 

Hnb.  Of  the  part  of  EngUnd. 

Bafi.  Whither  doft  thou  go? 

Hut.  What's  that  to  thee? 
Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  Affairs, 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Bafi.  Hubert^  I  think. 

HfA.  Thou  haft  a  perfeft  Thought : 
I  will  upon  all  hazards  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  Friend^  that  know'fl:  mj  Tongue  fo  well : 
Who  art  thou? 

Bdfi.  Who  thou  wilt;  and  if  thoupleafe 
Thou  mayft  bc-friend  me  fo  much*  as  to  think  ' 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub.  Unkind  Remembrance;  thou*  and  endlefs  Night, 
Have  done  me  (bame;  brave  Soldier*  pardon  me» 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  Tongue, 
Should  fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  Ear. 

BMJt.  Come,  come;  fans  complements  what  News  abroad i 

Hmb.  Why  (lere  walk  I*  in  the  black  Brow  of  Night, 
To  find  you  out. 

B^fi.  Brief  then;  and  what's  the  News? 

Hub.  O  my  fweet  Sir,  News  fitting  to  the  Night, 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible. 

Bafi.  Shew  me  the  very  Wound  of  this  ill  News* 
I  am  no  Womtn,  I'll  not  fwoon  at  it. 

Hub.  The  King  I  fear  is  poifon*d  by  a  Monk, 
I  left  him  almoft  fpeechlefs*  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  Evil,  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time* 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Bufi.  How  did  he  take  it?  Who  did  tafte  to  him? 

Ht$b.  A  Monk,  I  tell  you,  a  refolved  Villain,  v 

Whofe  Bowek  fuddenly  burft  out  $  the  King 
lYcc  ipeak^  and  fmivcntme  may  recover* 

Fa  "B^ft* 
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Bdji.  who  didft  thon  leave  to  tend  his  Majcfty? 
Huh.  Why,  k'low  vou  not  J  The  Lords  are  all  comeback. 

And  Drought  Prmce  Henri  in  their  Conipan}% 
At  M  h^fe  rtqucft  rhc  King  fcath  pardon'd  them, 
And  they  are  a!l  abort  his  Majcfty. 

Bic/?.  Wirh-hold  thine  Ir.dignation,  michry  Hcav'n, 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bcsr  above  o'-t  Power. 
I'll  teli  thee,  Hmhert,  half  my  Power  this  Nighe 
P  '^r  .h.fc  Flat?,  3  etaVenby  the  Tide, 
T^  cic  Z-/«f^/»*Wa:Les  hive  devoured  rhem; 
My  f::'^  well  mountid,  have  efcap'd* 
Av/ay  btforc:  Condaft  me  to  the  King, 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dcac^,  or  e'er  I  come*  [£xmm^« 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Prixce  H.nry,  Salisbury  dtU  Bigot, 

Hefirj.  It  is  too  late,  the  Life  of  all  his  Blood 
Is  touch'd  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  Brain, 
Which  fome  fuppofc  the  SouKs  frail  dwellmg  HouTe, 
Doth,  by  the  idle  Comments  that  it  make$> 
Forctel  the  ending  of  Mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke, 

PemL  His  Highncfs  yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  beliefy 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  Air, 
It  would  allay  tbe  burnin;^  quality 
Of  that  fell  Poifon  which  aflaileth  him. 

Henry.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  Orchard  here; 
Doth  he  ft  I II  rage? 

Pemt.  He  is  more  patient 
Than  when  you  left  him;  even  now  he  fung. 

Henrj^  Oh  vanity  of  Sicknef?^,  fierce  Extreams 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themfelvcs. 
Di.ath  having  prey'd  upon  rhe  outward  parts 
Leaves  them  invifible,  and  her  Siege  is  now 
Ai^ainft  the  Wiiid,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  Legions  of  ftrange  Fantafies, 
Which  in  their  throng  and  prefs  to  that  laft  hold, 
iCon found  thfrnfelvej;  '  'Tis  ftrarigt  that  death  (hould  fing: 
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I  am  the  Synaet  to  this  pale  faint  Swat) ; 
Who  chauots  a  doleful  Hymn  to  his  own  Death) 
And  from  the  Orgin*pipe  of  frailty  (ings 
His  Soul  and  Body  to  their  lafting  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  Prince,  for  you  are  bota 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that*  indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  ftiapelefs  and  fo  rude. 

Kiftg  John  trough  in. 

K.  yQhttm  I  itiarry  now  my  Soul  hath  EIbow-room>' 
It  would  tiot  out  at  Window^,  nor  at  Doors, 
There  is  (o  hot  a  Summer  in  my  Bofom, 
That  all  my  Bowels  crumble  up  to  Duft : 
I  am  a  fcribled  Form  drawn  with  a  Peti^ 
Upon  a  Parchment^  and  againft  this  fire  do  I  (hriok  lip; 

Henrj.  How  fares  your  Majefly  ? 

K/}$hn.  Poifon'd,  ill  fair  f  Dead^  forfook,  caft  off. 
And  .none  of  you  will  bid  the  Winter  come 
To  thrufl  his  Icy  Fingers  in  ihy  Maw; 
Nor  let  my  Kingdoms  l^ivers  take  their  courfe 
Through  my  burn'd  Bofom :  Nor  in  treat  the  North 
To  make  his  bleak  Winds  kifs  my  parched  Lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.     I  do  not  ask  you  much^ 
I  beg  cold  Comfort;  and  you  are  To  flraight 
And  fb  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that; 

Henrj.  Oh  that  there  were  feme  Virtiie  in  my  Tears/ 
That  might  relieve  you. 

JC  John.  The  Salt  of  them  is  hot. 
Within  me  is  a  Hell,  and  there  the  Poifbn 
Is,  as  a  Fiends  confin'd  to  tyrannize. 
On  unrepreevable  condemned  Blood. 

Efiter  BafinrcU 

Bdfi.  Oh^  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  Motion 
And  Spleen  o^  fpeed  to  fee  your  Majcfly. 

K*joh9u  Oh  Coufin,  thoii  art  conic  to  fet  inine  Eyef 
The  tackle  of  my  Heart  it  crackt  and  btrrnt. 
And  turned  to  one  Thread,  one  little  Hair : 
My  Heart  hath  one  poor  String  to  ftay  it  by. 
Which  holds  but  'till  thy  News  be  uttered. 
And  then  all  this  thou  feed*  is  but  a  Clod^ 
And  module  of  confounded  Royalty, 
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Baft.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward» 
Where  Heav'n  he  knows  how  we  ihall  anfwer  hiiou 
For  in  a  Night  the  heft  part  of  my  Power» 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove. 
Were  in  the  Wafhcs  all,  unwarily. 
Devoured  by  the  unexpeAed  Flood.  [The  King 

Sal.  You  breath  thefe  dead  News  in  as  dead  an  Eari 
My  Liege,  my  Lord ;  but  now  a  King,  now  thus. 

Henry.  Even  fo  muft  I  run  on,  and  even  (q  ftop» 
What  furety  of  the  World,  what  hope,  what  ft^yt 
When  this  was  now  a  King,  and  noi^  is  Clay  ? 

Baft.  Art  thou  gone  (b?  I  do  but  ftay  behind 
To  do  the  Office  for  thee,  of  Revenge, 
And  then  my  Soul  ftiall  wait  on  thee  to  Heav'n, 
As  it  on  Earth  hath  been  thy  Servant  ftill. 
Now,  now  you  Stars,  that  move  in  youF  right  Spheres, 
Where  be  your  Powers  ?  Shew  now  your  mended  Faiths, 
And  inftantly  return  with  me  again. 
To  pulh  Deftrudion,  and  perpetual  Shame 
Out  of  the  weak  Door  of  our  fainting  Land: 
Straight  let  us  feck,  or  ftraight  we  ftiall  be  fought. 
The  Daufhin  rages  at  our  very  Heels. 

SaL  It  feems  you  know  not  tbea  fo  much  as  we : 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft. 
Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin^ 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  Offers  of  our  Peace, 
As  we  with  Honour  and  Refped  may  take. 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  War, 

Baft.  He  will  the  rather  do  it*  whm  he  (ees 
Our  felves  well  finewed  to  our  Defence. 

SaL  Nay,  'tis  in  a  manner  done  already. 
For  niany  Carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  Sea-ftde,  and  put  his  Caufe  and  Quarrel 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  Cardinal 
With  whom  your  felf,  my  fel^  and  other  Lords^ 
If  you  think  meet^  this  Afternoon  will  poft. 
To  confummate  this  bu(ine(is  happily. 

Baft.  Let  it  be  fo;  and  you,  toy  noble  Prince, 
With  other  Princes  that  may  be  ft  be  fpar'dj 
Shall  wait  upon  your  Father's  Funeral. 

Henrj. 
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Htitry,  At  Wtrctfier  rauft  hii  Body  be  iDterr'4» 
For  fo  he  will'd  it. 

B*fi.  Thither  ftiall  it  then. 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  puf  on 
The  lineal  States  and  gloi^  of  the  Land, 
To  whom  with  allfubmimoti  on  my  Knee. 
I  do  bequeath  ny  faithful  Services,  ' 

And  true  Subje&ion  everlaftingty. 

SdL  And  the  like  tender  of  our  Love  we  make,' 
To  reft  without  a  Spot  for  evermore. 

Htmrf.  I  have  a  kind  Soul  chat  would  give  you  thanb,' 
And  knows  not  hew  to  tlo  it  but  with  Tears. 

Sdjl.  Oh  let  us  pa^  the  time  but  needful  Wo, 
Since  it  hath  been  before  hand  with  ourGrie^. 
This  EngUnd  never  did,  nor  never  fhali 
Lye  at  tbe  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
But  when  It  firil  did  help  to  wound  it  felf. 
Now,  thefcher  Princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  Corners  of  the  World  in  Auns, 
And  we  ihall  Hiock  them :  Nought  (hall  make  us  rue. 
If  Bt^Umi  to  it  felf  do  reft  but  true.  \Bxtunt  tnmt. 
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AC-^-I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  King  Richard,  John  e/ Gaunt,  w^h  other 
Nobles  and  Attendants. 

KING    RICHARD. 

LD  ynhit  of  diuwr,  time  honoured  Z^twi^ff-, 
Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  Oathaad  Banda 
Brought  YAtka Henry Htrtfordi!^yho\<li^on, 
Here  to  make  good  the  lx>ifterous  late  Ap- 

peal> 
Whicb  then  our  Laifure  would  oot  let  us  \veu, 
.  Agiioft  the  Duke  of  Narfc^,  ThomAs  Mtwhayt 
Otimu.  I  have,  toy  Liege. 

K.  Rich*  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  him. 
If  he  appeal  the  Duke  ob  ancient  Malice, 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  Subbed  Ihould, 
On  fome  known  ground  of  Treichery  in  \\\m\ 
CMmf.  As  aear  if  I  cauM  lift  him  oo  cWc  Mgimwx, 
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On  fome  apparent  Danger  feen  in  him, 

Ahii'd  at  your  Highoefs,  no  inveterate  Malice. 

.    K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  Prefence,  Face  to  Face^ 

And  frowning  Brow  to  Brow,  our  felves  will  hear 

Th*  Accufer,  and  the  accufed  freely  fpeak ; 

High  ftom.^ch*d  are  they  both,  and  full  of  Ire, 

In  Rage,  deaf  as  the  Sea;  hafty  as  Fire. 

Enter  BuUingbroke  and  Moworay. 
-  Bmll^.  Many  Years  or  happy  Days  befjil 
My  graaous  .Sovereign,  my  moft  loving  Liege* 

M§wk  Each  Day  ft  ill  better  others  Happinefs ; 
Until  the  Heavens  envying  Earth's  good  Hap, 
Add  an  immortal  Title  to  your  Crown, 

JT.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  us^ 
A^^  welt  appeareth  by  the  Caufe  you  come ; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  Treafdn; 
Coufi  .  €%[  Hereford^  whatdoft  thou  objeft 
Ag%ru>  ihc  Dike  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowhraj  ? 

BuUtng.  Firft  Heaven  be  the  Record  to  my  Speech^ 
In  theD.vctions  of  a  Subjeft's  Love, 
Tcndrirg  tht  precious  Safety  of  my  Prince, 
And  free  from  othei'  mif-begotten  Hate, 
Come  I  Appealant  to  th's  princely  Prefence. 
Now  Thomas  Mowbray  do  I  turn  to  thee. 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  fpeak. 
My  Body  (hall  make  good  upon  the  Earth* 
Or  my  divine  Soul  anfwcr  it  in  Hcav'n* 
Thou  art  a  Traitor  and  a  Mifcreant; 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  too  live.- 
Since  the  more  fair  and  cryftal  is  the  Sky« 
The  uglier  feem  the  Clouds  that  in  it  fly : 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  Note^ 
With  a  foul  Traitor's  Name  fluff  I  thy  Throat 
And  wifti,  fo  pleafe  my  Soveraign,  e'er  I  move. 
What  my  Tongue  fpeaks,my  right  drawn  Sword  may  prove. 

Mowh*  Let  not  my  cool  Words  here  accufe  my  Zeal  t 
Tis  not  the  Trial  of  a  Woman^s  War, 
The  bitter  Clamour  of  two  eager  Tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  Caufe  betwixt  us  twain : 
The  Blood  is  hot  that  muft  be  cool'd  for  this. 
yet  Gia  I  not  offuch  tame  Pationc^  bo^fti 
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As  to  be  hu(ht,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 

Firft  the  fair  Reverence  ot  your  Highnels  curbs  me» 

From  giving  Reins  and  Spurs  to  my  free  Speech* 

Which' dfe  would  poft,  until  it  had  retum'd 

Thcfe  Terms  of  Treafon  doubly  down  his  ThrotU 

Setting  afide  his  high  Blood's  Royalry, 

And  lee  him  be  no  Kinfman  to  my  LiegCy 

I  do  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him,  . 

Call  him  a  (landerous  Cowards  and  a  Villain ; 

Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds> 

And  meet  him>  were  I  tide  to  run  a<lbor. 

Even  to  the  frozen  Ridges  of  the  ^Ips, 

Or  any  other  Ground  inhabitable, 

Where-ever  EngUJhman  durft  fet  his  Foot; 

Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  Loyalty, 

By  alt  my  Hopes  moft  fafly  doth  he  lie. 

BnlUng.  Pale  trembling  Coward,  there  I  throw  my  Gage, 
Difclaiming  here  the  Kindred  of  a  King, 
And  lay  afide  my  high  Blood's  Royalty, 
Which  Fear,  not  Reverence,  makes  thee  to  except; 
If  guilty  Dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  Strength, 
As  to  take  up  mine  Honour's  Pawn,  then  ftoop. 
By  that,  and  all  the  Rights  of  Knighthood  elfe. 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee  Arm  to  Arm, 
What  I  have  fpoken,  or  thou  canft  devife, 

Mowb.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  Sword  I  fwear^ 
Which  gently  laid  my  Knighthood  on  my  Shoulder, 
Til  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  Degree, 
Or  Chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  Trial ; 
Arid  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
If  I  be  Traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight. 

K.  Rich.  What  doth  our  Coufin  lay  to  M^wbraf %ChiXgt\ 
It  muft  be  great  that  can  inherit  us. 
So  much  as  of  a  Thought  of  ill  in  himr 

BulUng.  Look  what  I  faid,  my  Life  (hall  prove  it  true. 
That  Ainvbrsj  hath  received  eight  thoufand  Nobles, 
In  name  of  Lendings  for  your  Highnefs  Soldiers, 
The  which  he  hath  detained  for  lewd  Imployments; 
Like  a  falfe  Traitor  and  injurious  Villain ; 
Befides^  I  fay,  and  will  in  Battel  prove. 
Or  here,  or  elfe  where,  to  the  furtheft  Verge 
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That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  Engli/h  Eye; 

That  all  the  Treafbns  for  thefe  eighteen  Years, 

Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  Land, 

Fetcbt  from  falfe  Mwwkraj  their  firft  Head  and  Springs 

further  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain 
_  Upon  his  bad  Life»  to  make  all  this  good, 
^That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Ohmcefter's  Death, 

Suggeft  his  foon  believing  Adverfaries, 

And  confequently,  like  a  Traitor  Coward, 

Stuc'd  out  his  innocent  Soul  through  Streams  of  Blood; 

Which  Blood,  like  facrificing  Kiel's  cries, 

£ven  from  the  tonguelefs  Caverns  of  the  Earth, 

To  me  for  Juftice,  and  rough  Chaftiferaent ; 

And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  Defcent, 

This  Arm  (hall  do  it»  or  this  Lite  be  fpenr. 
JC  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  Kefolutioo  foars. 

Thsmss  of  N^rfrtk^  what  fiiy'ft  thou  to  thisi 
Mo^b.  O  let  roy  Soveraign  turn  away  his  Face, 

And  bid  his  Ears  ^  little  white  be  deaf. 

Tilt  I  have  told  this  Slander  of  his  Blood, 

Hov7  God  and  good  Men  hate  fo  foul  a  Liar. 

K.  Rich.  MorwhrtLj^  impartial  are  our  Eyes  and  Ears. 

Were  he  my  Brother,  nay,  our  Kingdom's  Heir, 

As  he  is  but  my  Father's  Brother's  Son ; 

Now  by  my  Scepter's  awe,  I  make  a  Vow, 

Such  neighbour-nearnefs  to  our  facred  Blood> 

Should  nothing  privilege  htm,  nor  partialize 

The  unftooping  Firmncfs  of  my  upright  Soul. 

He  is  our  Subjed,  Mowhrajj  fo  art  thou. 

Free  Speech  and  fearlefs  I  to  thee  allow. 

Mfftt^y.  Then,  BHllingbr$kt^  as  low  as  to  thy  Heart» 

Through  the  falfe  Paffage  of  thy  Throat,  thou  licft : 

Three  parts  of  that  Receipt  I  had  for  Gi/Zw, 

Disburft  I  to  his  Highnefs  Soldiers; 

The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confenr. 

For  that  my  Soveraign  Liege  was  in  my  Debt, 

Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  Account, 

Since  laft  I  went  to  Fnknce  to  fetch  his  Queen : 

Now  fwallow  down  that  Lie.     For  GU$$ceft€f%  Deaths 

I  flew  him  not ;  bur,  to  mine  own  Difgrace, 
UeghBtcA  my  fworn  Duty  in  that  Cafe. 

¥«t 
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For  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  Lanc^fter^ 

Tht  faonounblfi  Father  to  my  Foe,  .1 

Once  I  did  Uy  aft  Ambufh  for  your  Life> 

A  Trcfpafs  that  doth  vtx  my  grieved  Soulj 

But  e'er  I  laft  receiv'd  the  SacraiHent, 

I  did  confefs  it,  and  exa&Iy  begg'd 

Your  Grace's  t^ardon^  and  I  hope  I  had  it. 

This  is  my  Fault ;  as  for  the  reft  appealed. 

It  iflues  from  the  Rancor  of  a  ViUaiiT; 

A  Recreant  and  moft  dangerous  Traitor, 

Which  in  my  felf  I  boldly  will  defend. 

And  interchangeably  hurle  down  niy  Gage,  , 

Upon  this  overweening  Traitor's  Foot, 

To  prove  my  felf  a  loyal  Gentleman, 

Even  in  the  beft  Blood  chamber'd  in  his  Bofom. 

In  hafte  whereof  moft  heartily  I  pray 

Your  Highnefs  to  affign  our  Trial-Day. 

JC  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  Gentlemen,  be  rul'd  by  me; 
Let's  purge  this  Choler  without  letting  Blood: 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  Phyfician. 
Deep  Malice  makes  too  deep  Inciflon. 
Forget,  forgive,  confclude  and  be  agreed. 
Our  Dodors  fay,  this  is  no  time  bleed. 
Good  Uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun> 
We'll  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  you  your  Son, 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  M ake- peace  ih all  become  my  Age; 
Throw  down,  my  Son,  the  Duke  of  Nbrf0ll(%  Gage« 

K.  Rich.  And»  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.  When  Harrjy  when?  Obedience  bids. 
Obedience  bids,  I  ftiould  not  bid  again, 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk^  throw  down,  we  bid;  there  is  noboot, 

M9wb.  My  felf  I  throw,  dread  SoveraigP)  at  tky  Foot^ 
My  Life  thou  (halt  command,  but  not  my  Shame ; 
The  one  my  Duty  owes;  but  my  fair  Name, 
Defpight  of  Death  that  lives  upon  my  Grave, 
To  dark  Dishonours  ufe,  thou  flialc  not  have. 
I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffl'd  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  Soul,  with  Slanders  venom'd  Spear. 
The  which  no  Blame  can  cure,  but  his  Heart  Blood 
Which  breathed  this  Poifon. 

JC.  Rich.  Rage  mufl  be  withftood : 

OvNe; 
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Give  me  his  Gage :  Lions  make  Leopards  tame. 

Mmvb.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  Spots :  Take  but  my  Shame, 
And  I  refign  my  Gage.    My  dear,  dear  Lord, 
The  pureft  Treafure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  rpotlefs  Reputation ;  that  away. 
Men  are  but  guildcd  Loam,  or  painted  Clay. 
A  Jewel  in  a  ten-times  barr*d  up  Cheft, 
Is  a  bold  Spirit  in  a  Loyal  Breaft. 
Minj  Honour  is  my  Life;  both  grow  in  one: 
Take  Honour  from  me,  and  my  Life  is  done* 
Then,  dear  my  Lie^e,  mine  Honour  let  me  try. 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die* 

K.  Rich.  Coufin,  throw  down  your  Gage;  do  you  begin. 

BnlUng.  Oh  Heav'n  defend  my  Soul  from  fuch  foul  Sin. 
Shall  I  icem  Creft-falFn  in  my  Father's  Sight, 
Or  with  pale  beggai'd  Fear  impeach  my  hight  ' 
Before  this  out-dar'd  Baftard  ?  E'er  my  Tongue 
Shall  wound  my  Honour  with  fuch  feeble  Wrong, 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  Parle,   my  Teeth  (hall  tear 
The  flavifti  Motive  of  recanting  Fear, 
And  fpit  it  bleeding  in  h:s  high  Difgrace, 
Where  Shame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Aiowbrafs  Face* 

[Exit  Gaunt. 

Km  Rich.  We  were  not  borp  to  fiie,  but  to  command. 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  Friends, 
Be  ready,  as  your  Lives  ihall  anfwer  it. 
At  Coventry,  upon  Saint  Lambert's  Day ;    • 
There  (hall  your  Swords  and  Lances  arbitrate 
The  fwclling  Difference  of  you  fettled  Hate : 
Since  we  cannot  at  cone  you,  you  (hall  fee  » 

Jurtice  defign  the  Viftor's  Chivalry. 
Lord  Marflial  command  our  Officers  at  Arm?, 
Be  ready  to  dired  thefe  home  Alarms.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE   'II. 

Enter  Gaunt,  and  Dmchefs  (?/ Gloucefter. 

Gaunt,  hhh  the  part  I  had  in  Glo*fier\  Blood, 
Doth  more  follicit  me  than  your  Exclaims, 

To 


of  King  Richard  II.  1057 

To  ftir  againft  the  Butchers  of  his  Life, 
But  fince  Corrcftion  lyeth  in  thofe  Hands 
Which  made  the  Fault  that  we  cannot  corred^ 
Put  we  our  Quarrel  to  the  Will  of  Heav'n ; 
Who  when  they  fee  the  Hours  ripe  on  Earth, 
Will  rain  hot  Vengeance  on  Offenders  Heads. 

Dutch.  Finds  Brothcihood  in  thee  no  (harper  Spur? 
Hath  Love  in  thy  old  Blood  no  living  Fire? 
Edwarits  fcven  Sons,  whereof  thy  felf  art  one> 
Were  as  fcven  Vials  of  his  (acred  Blood; 
Or  feven  fair  Branches  fprin^ing  from  one  Root : 
Some  of  thofe  feven  are. dry  d  by  Nature's  Courfe; 
Some  of  thofe  Branches  by  the  Deftinies  cut : 
But  Thomas  J  my  dear  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Glo'ficr; 
One  Vial  full  ot  Edward's  facred  Blood, 
One  flourifhing  Branch  of  his  mofl-  Royal  Root, 
Iscrack'd,  and  all  the  precious  Liquor  fpilt; 
Is  hackt  down,  and  his  Summer  Leaved  all  faded 
By  Envy's  Hand,  and  Murder's  Bloody  Axei 
AhGauxftl  his  Blood  was  thine;   that  Bed,  that  Wcitib# 
That  Mettle,  that  ftlf-Mould  that  fafhion'd  thee. 
Made  him  a  Man ;  ^nd  though  thou  liv'ft  and  breath^Hi 
Yet  art  thou  (Iain  in  him ;  thou  doft  confent 
In  fome  large  Meafure  to  thy  Father's  Death ; 
In  that  thou  feeft  thy  wretched  Brother  die^ 
Who  was  the  Model  of  tby  Father's  Life. 
Call  it  not  Patietlce,  Gauntj  it  is  Defpair  ; 
In  fuffering  thus  thy  Brother  to  be  flaughter'dj 
Thou  fliew'ft  the  naked  Pathway  to  thy  Life, 
Teaching  ftem  Murther  how  to  butcher  thee* 
That  which  in  ihean  Men,  we  intitle  Patience^ 
1$  pale  cold  Cowardife  in  noble  Breafts, 
What  (hall  I  fay?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  Life, 
The  beft  way  is  to  vcnge  my  Glo*Jler*s  Death. 

Gaunt.  Heav'n*s  is  the  Quarrel ;  for  Heav'n's  Subftitute^ 
His  Deputy  anointed  in  his  Sights 
Hath  caus*a  his  Death;  the  which  if  wrongfully 
Let  Heav'n  revenge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  Arm  againft  his  Mioifter. 

Dutch.  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  tny  fdC^ 

Gaunt.  ToHeav"/)',  the  Widow's  Champion  ind  dt^^tvc^* 
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Dutch.  Why  then  I  will:  Farcwclj  old  GMnt^ 
Thou  go'ft  to  Coventry^  there  to  behold 
Our  Coufln  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 
O  fit  my  Husband's  Wrongs  on  Hertford's  Spear," 
That  it  may  enter  Butcher  Mowkrafs  Bread: 
Or  if  Misfortune  mifs  the  firft  Career, 
Be  Mowbray^  Sins  fo  heavy  in  his  Bofom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  Courfer*s  Back, 
And  throw  the  Rider  headlong  in  the  Lifts* 
A  Cay  tiff  recreant  to  my  Coufin  Hertford. 
Farewel,  old  Gaunt  i  thy  fometimes  Brother's  Wife» 
With  her  Companion  Grief,  muft  end  her  Life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter,  farewel ;  I  muft  to  Coventry. 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

Dutch.  Yet  one  Word  more ;  Grief  bound eth  where  it  falls. 
Not  with  the  empty  hollownefs,  but  weight: 
I  take  my  Leave,  before  I  have  begun ; 
For  Sorrow  ends  not,  when  it  feemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  Brother*  Eward  Torkz 
Lo*  this  is  all;  nay  yet  depart  not  fo. 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  go ; 

I  (hall  remember  more.     Bid  him oh,  whatf 

With  all  good  Speed  at  PlaJIne  vifit  me. 

Alack*  and  what  (ha!l  good  old  T^ri^ there  fee. 

But  empty  Lodgings,  and  unfurnifti^d  Walls, 

Un-peopl'd  Offices,  untrodden  Stones? 

And  what  hear  there  for  Welcome,  but  my  Groans  ? 

Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there 

To  feek  out  Sorrow  that  dwells  every  where; 

Defolate,  defolate  will  I  hence*  and  die; 

The  laft  Leave  of  thee*  takes  my  weeping  Eye.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Marjhal  and  Aumerle. 

Mar.  My  Lord  Aumerle^  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd? 
Aum.  Yea,  at  all  Points*  and  longs  to  enter  in. 
Mar.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk^  fprightfully  and  bold. 
Stays  but  the  Summons  of  the  Appealant's  Trumpets 
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jium.  Why  then  the  Champions  are  prepared,  and  ftay 
For  nothing  but  his  Majefly*s  Approach.  [FUmriJb, 

Enttr  King  Richard,  Gauor,  Bufiiy,    Bagot,     Green,  and 
others'^  then  Mowbray  in  Armoury  and  dn  Heralds 

K.  Rich.  Marlhal,  demand  of  yonder  Champion 
The  Caufe  of  his  Arrival  here  in  Arms; 
Ask  him  his  Name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwcar  him  in  the  Jufticc  of  his  Caufe, 

Atar.  In  God's  Name  and  the  King's,  fay  who  thou  art  ? 

[7i  Mowb* 
And  why  thou  com*ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  Arms? 
Againft  what  Man  thou  com'ft,  and  what's  thy  Quarrel; 
Speak  truly  on  thy  Knighthood,  and  thine  Oath, 
And  fo  defend  thee  Heaven,  and  thy  Valour. 

Mciifb.  My  Name  is  Thomas Mtnvbraj,  Dvkc  o( Norfoll^, 
Who  hither  come,  engaged  by  my  Oathi 
Which  Heav'n  defend  a  Knight  (hould  viola 
Both  to  defend  my  Loyalty  and  Truth, 
To  God,  my  King,   and  his  fuccccding  Iflfue, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  that  appeals  me; 
And  by  the  Grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  Arm, 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  my  felf, 
A  Traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  arxd  me; 
And  as  I  truly  nght,  defend  me  Heav'n. 

A  Tucket  founds.    Enter  Btillingbroke,  and  an  Herald. 

K.  Rich.  Marfhal ;  ask  yonder  Knight  in  Arms, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither,  * 
Thus  placed  in  Habiliments  of  War  : 
And  formally  according  to  our  Law 
Depofe  him  in  the  Juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

Afar.  Whatisthy  Name,  and  wherefore  com'ft  thou  hither 
Before  King  Richard^  in  his  Royal  Lifts?  [To  Bulling. 

Againft  whom  com'ft  thou?  And  what's  thy  Quarrel? 
Speak  like  t  true  Knight,  fo  defend  thee  Heav*n. 

Bulling.  Harrj  of  Hereford^  Lancafler  and  Derbjy 
Am  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  Arms, 
To  prove, by  Heav'ri's  Grace,  and  nay  Body's  Valour, 
In  Lifts  on  Thomas  Mowbraj  Duke  01  Norfolk^ 
That  he's  a  Traitor  foul  and  dangerous. 
To  Cod  of  Heav*n,  King  Richard^  and  to  me'> 
And  as  I  truly  Bght,  defend  me  Heav'n. 
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Mar.  On  pain  of  Death,  no  Perfon  be  (o  bold. 
Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  couch  the  Lifts, 
Except  the  Marihal,  and  fuch  Officers 
Appointed  to  direft  thcfc  fair  Defigns. 

Bnlling^  Lord  Marllial,  let  me  kifs  my  Soveraign's  Hand, 
And  bow  my  Knee  before  his  Majefty : 
For  Mowbraj  and  my  felf  aic  hke  two  Men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  Pilgrimage, 
Then  ler  us  take  a  ceremonious  Leave 
And  loving  Farcwel  of  our  fcveral  F'riendf. 

Mar.  The  Appealant  in  all  duty  greets  your  Highnefs, 

\ToK.K\du 
And  craves  to  kifs  your  Hand,  and  take  his  leave, 

K.  Rich.  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  Arms. 
Cuufin  of  Herefordy  as  thy  Caufe  is  juft. 
So  be  thy  Fortune  in  this  lloyal  Fight: 
Farewel,  my  Blood,  which  if  to  Day  thou  (bed. 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  Revenge  thee  dead. 

Btslirar.  Oh  let  no  noble  Eye  prophane  a  Tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowhrafs  Spear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 
Againft  a  Bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 
My  loving  Lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 
Of  youy  my  noble  Coufin,*  Lord  Anmerlei 
Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  Death, 
But  lufty,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  breath.. 
Lo,  as  at  EngliJIj  Feafts,  lb  I  regrcet 
The  daintieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweer. 
Oh  thou  the  Eat  thy  Author  of  my  Blood, 
Whofe  youthful  Spirit  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  Victory  above  my  Head, 
Add  proof  unto  mine  Armour  with  thy  Prayers, 
And  with  thy  Bleffings  fted  my  Lance's  Point, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbraf%  Waxen  Coat, 
And  furnifti  new  the  Name  of  John  a  Gaunt 
Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  Son. 

Gaunt.  Heaven  in  thy  good  Caufe  make  theepro/perous* 
Be  fwift  like  Lightning  in  the  Execution, 
And  let  thy  Blows,  doubly  redoubled, 
faJJ  Jjke  smizing  Th'?nder  on  the  Cask 
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of  thy  amazM  pernicious  Enemy. 

Kouze  up  thy  youthful  Blood,  be  valiant,  and  live. 

Bulling,  Mine  Innocence,  and  St.  George  to  thrive. 

Aioivb.  However  Heav'n  or  Fortune  caft  my  Lor, 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard's  Throne, 
A  loyal,  juft,  and  upright  Gentleman: 
Never  did  Cap/ain  with  a  freer  Heart 
Caft  off  his  Chains  of  Bondage,  and  erobrice 
His  golden  uncontroul'd  Enfranchifemenr, 
More  than  my  dancing  Soul  doth  celebrate 
This  feaft  of  Battel,  with  mine  Adverfary. 
Moft  mighty  Liege,  and  my  Cotnpanion  Pcer?^ 
Take  from  my  Mouth  the  wifh  of  happy  Years ; 
As  gentle,  and  as  jocond,  as  to  jeft. 
Go  I  to  fight:  Truth  hath  a  quiet  Breaft. 

K.  Rich.  Farewel,  my  Lord,  fecurely  I  cfpy 
Virtue  with  Valour,  couched  in  thine  Eye. 
Order  the  Trial,  Marftial,  and  begin. 

Aidr.  Harry  of  Hereford^  Lancafler  and  Derhj^ 
Receive  thy  Launce,  and  Heav'n  defend  thy  Righr. 

Balling.  Strong  as  a  Toiwer,  in  hope,  I  cry  Amen. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  Launce  to  Thomas  Duke  of  Norfolk* 

1  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford^  Lancafier  and  Derby ^ 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  Soveraign,  and  hijnfelf. 
On  pain  to  be  found  faife  and  recreant. 

To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,,  Tloomas  Mowbraj^ 
A  Traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  and  him. 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray^  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 

Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 

Henry  of  Hereford^  Lancafiery  and  Dttfyy 

To  God,  his  Soveraign,  and  to  him  diiloyal : 

Couragioufly,  and  with  a  free  Defire, 

Attending  but  the  Signal  to  begin.  [,^  charge  founded. 

Mar.  Sound  Trumpets,  and  fet  forward  Combatants. 
Stay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  Warder  down. 

K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  bv  their  Helmets,  and  their  Spears, 
And  both  return  back  to  tneir  Chairs  again : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  Trumpets  fout\d, 
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While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree.       "    ^ 

[AUngFUurifi. 
Draw  near,  and  lift 
What  with  our  Council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  Kingdom's  Earth  fhould  not  be  foil'd' 
With  that  dear  Blood  which  it  hathfoftered. 
And  for  our  Eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afped    s 
Of  civU  Wounds  ploughed  up  with  Neighbours  Sword% 
Which  fo  rouz'd  up  with  boifterous  untun'd  Drums, 
With  harih  refounding  Trumpets  dreadful  bray. 
And  grating  (hock  of  wrathful  Iron  Arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  Confines  fright  fair  Peace, 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  Kindreds  Blood : 
Therefore,  we  banifli  you  our  Territories. 
You  Coufin  Hereford*  upon  pain  of  Death, 
*Till  twice  five  Summers  have  enrich'd  our  Fields, 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  Dominions, 
But  tread  the  ftranger  Paths  of  Baniihmenr, 

Bulling.  Your  will' be  done:  This  muft  my  Comfort  be. 
That  Sun  that  warms  you  here,  fhall  fiiine  on  me: 
And  thofe  his  golden  Beams  to  you  here  lent. 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  Baniihmenr. 

K.kich.  NbrfiU^;  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  Dbom^ 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce. 
The  fly  flow  Hours  (hall  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  Exile : 
The  hopelefs  word,  of  never  to  return, 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  Life. 

Afgfwk  A  heavy  Sentence,  my  moft  Soveraign  Liege, 
And  all  unlook'd  tor  from  your  Highnefs  Mouth : 
A  dearer  Merit,  not  Co  deep  a  Maim, 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  Air 
Have  I  deferved  at  your  Highnefs  Hands. 
The  Language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  Years, 
Ny  native  Englijh^  now  I  muft  forgo. 
And  now  my  Tongue*s  ufe  is  to  me  no  more. 
Than  an  unft.ingea  Viol,  or  a  Harp, 
Or  like  a  cunning  Inftrument  cas'd  up. 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  Hands 
Th^t  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  Harmony. 
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Within  my  Mouth  you  have  cngoaPd  my  Tongue, 

Doubly  percuUis'd  with  my  Teeth  and  Lips, 

And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  Ignorance, 

Is  made  my  Goaler  to  attend  on  me.    « 

I  am  too  old  to  frown  upon  a  Nurfe* 

Too  far  in  Years  to  be  a  Pupil  now : 

What  is  thy  Sentence  then,  but  Tpeechlefs  Death, 

Which  rob^  my  Tongue  from  breathing  native  Breath? 

K.  Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compaflionate ; 
After  our  Sentence,  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Mowb.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  Country's  light, 
.  To  dwell  in  folemn  Shades  of  endlefs  Night. 

K.  Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  Oath  with  ye* 
Lay  on  our  Hoyal  Sword  your  banifli'd  Hands; 
Swear  by  the  Duty  that  you  owe  to  Heav*n, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifh  with  your  felves,) 
To  keep  the  Oith  that  we  adminifter : 
You  never  (hall,  fo  help  you  Truth,  and  Heaven, 
Embrace  each  others  Love  in  Baniihment, 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  others  Face> 
Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  or  reconcile 
This  lowring  Tempeft  of  your  home-bred  Hate, 
Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpofe  mett. 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  111, 
*Gainft  us,^^  our  State,  our  Subjeds,  or  our  Land. 

BHlling.  I  fwear. 

Mfnvh.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

BMmg.  Norfolki  fo  far,  as  to  mine  Enemy, 
By  this  time,  had  the  King  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  Souls  had  wandred  in  the  Air, 
Banifli'd  this  frarl  Sepulchre  of  our  Flefti, 
As  now  our  Flefh  is  banifti'd  from  this  Land. 
Confels  thy  Treafons,  e'er  thou  fly  this  ReaUn, 
Since  thou  hafl  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clo{(ging  burthen  of  a  guilty  Soul. 

Mowh.  'HojEuUif^hroksi  if  ever  I  were  Traitor, 
My  Name  be  blotted  from  the  Book  of  Life, 
And  I  from  Heav'n  baniih'd,  as  from  hence ; 
But  what  thou  art,  Heav*n,  thou,  and  I  do  fcaoW) 
And  all  t«x>  foon,  I  far,  the  King  (hall  rut. 
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Farcwel,  my  Liege ;  now  no  way  can  I  ftray. 

Save  back  to  England;  all  the  World's  my  way.  [^Exit^ 

K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  Glafles  of  thine  Byes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  Heart;  thy  fad  Afped,  , 

Hath  from  the  Number  of  his  baniih'd  Years 
Pluck'd  four  away ;  fix  frozen  Winters  fpenr, 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  Baniftiment. 

Bulling,  How  long  a  time  lyes  in  one  little  word  t 
Four  lagging  Winters,  and  four  wanton  Springs 
End  in  a  Word,  fuch  is  the  Breath  of  Kings. 

Gannt.  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  of  me 
He  (hortens  four  Years  of  my  Son's  Exile : 
But  little  vantage  (hall I  reap  thereby; 
For  e'er  the  fix  Years  that  he  hath  to  fpend, 
Can  change  tht  Mcons>  and  bring  their  times  about. 
My  Oil-diy'd  Lamp,  and  time-bewail cd  Light, 
Shall  be  extind  with  Age,  and  endlefs  Night : 
My  inch  of  Taper  will  be  burnt,  and  done. 
And  blindfold  Death  not  let  me  fee  my  Son. 

K.  Rich.  Why  Uncle  ?  Thou  haft  many  Years  to  live, 

Gannt.  But  not  a  Minute,  King^  that  thou  canftgive; 
Shorten  my  Days  thou  canft  with  fudden  Sorrow, 
And  pluck  Nights  frop  me,  but  not  lend  a  Morrow : 
Thou  canft  help  Time  to  furrow  me  with  Age, 
Bat  ftop  no  Wrinkle  in  his  Pilgrimage : 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him,  for  my  Death; 
But  dead,  thy  Kingdom  cannot  buy  my  Breath, 

K.  Rich.  Thy  Son  is  banifli'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  Tongue  a  party-verdid  gave} 
Why  at  our  Juftice  feem'ft  thou  then  to  lowr? 

Gannt.  Things  fweet  to  tafte,  prove  in  digcftion  fowr: 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  Judge,  bu^  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  Father. 
Alas,  I  look'd  when  fome  of  you  ftiould  fay, 
I  was  too  uri(5t  to  make  mine  own  away: 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  Tongue,      * 
Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  fclf  this  wrong. 

JC.Rich.  Cpufin,  farcwel;  and.  Uncle,  bid  him  fo: 
Six  Years  we  j^anifh  hicb,  and  he  fhall  go»  [J^x^^• 

Flourifi^ 


of  King  Kiduxd  IL  10^5 

FloHrifj. 

Aum.  Coufin,  fareweh  what  prcfencc  muft  not  know^ 
Ffom  where  you  do  retrain,  let  Paper  Ihow. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  no  leave  take  I,  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  Land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide, 

Gdunt.  Oh  to  what  purpofe  doft  thou  hoard  thy  words. 
That  thou  return'ft  no  greeting  to  thy  Friends  ? 

Bulling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 
When  the  Tongue's  OflBce  fhould  be  prodigal, 
To  breathe  th' abundant  dolour  of  the  Heart. 

GoMnu  Thy  Grief  is  but  thy  Abfence  for  a  time. 

Bftlling.  Joy  abfent,  Grief  is  prefent  for  tfiat  time. 

Gaunt,  what  is  fix  Winter?,  they  are  quickly  gone  ? 

BfUUng.  To  Men  in  joy  ;  but  grief  makes  one  Hour  ten; 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  Travel  that  thou  tak'ft  for  pleafurc. 

Bulling.  My  Heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  (o^ 
Which  fands  it  an  inforced  Pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fuUen  Paflagc  of  thy  weary  Steps 
Eftevm  a  Soil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  Jewel  of  thy  home  return. 

Bulling.  Oh  who  can  hold  a  Fire  in  his  Hand 
By  thinkmg  on  the  Frofty  Caucafusf 
Or  cloy  th«  hungry  edge  of  Appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  Feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  Snow 
By  thinking  on  fantaftick  Summer's  Heat? 
Oh  no,  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe ; 
Fell  Sorrow's  Tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  come»  my  Son,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy  way ; 
Had  I  thy  Youth,  and  Caufe,  I  would  not  flay. 

Bulling.  Then  England's  Ground  farewel;  fweet  Soil  adieu. 
My  Mother  and  my  Nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet; 
Where-e'er  I  wander,  boafl:  of  this  I  can. 
Though  banilh'd,  yet  a  true-born  EngUpman.       [Exeunt. 
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SCENE     IV. 

r 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle»  Green,  and  Bagot. 

JC  Rich.  We  did  obferve.     Coufin  A$tmerUy 
How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

Anm^  I  brought  high  Hereford^  if  you  c^Il  hini  fo,  « 
But  to  the  next  high  way,  and  there  I  left  him. 

K.  Rich.  And  fay,  what  ftore  of  parting  Tears  were  flicd? 

Anm.  Faith  none  by  me;  except. the  Nortb^Eaft  Wind, 
Which  then  grew  bitterly  againft  our  Face, 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  Rheume,  and  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  Tear/ 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  our  Coufin  when  you  parted  with  him? 

Amm.  Farewel;  and  for  my  Heart  difdained  that  my 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word>  that  taught  me  craft     [Tongue 
To  counterfeit  Opprcffion  of  fuch  Grief, 
That  word  fecm  buried  in  my  Sorrow's  Grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  Farewel  had  Iengthen*d  Hours, 
And  added  Years  to  his  (hort  Baniihmenr, 
He  fhould  hive  had  a  Volume  of  Farewels; 
But  (ince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich;  He  is  our  Coufin,  Coufin;  but  'tis  doub^ 
When  time  fhall  call  him  home  from  Banifhmenr, 
Whether  our  Kinfman  come  to  fee  his  Friends. 
Our  felf,  and  BhJ}jj^  Bagot  here  and  Green 
Obferv'd  his  Court(hip  to  the  common  People: 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  Hearts, 
With  humble,  and  familiar  Courtefie, 
What  Reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  Slaves; 
Wooing  poor  Crafts-men  with  the  craft  of  Souls, 
And  patient  under- bearing  of  his  Fortune, 
As  'twere  to  banifti  their  AflFeds  with  him, 
OflF  goe^  his  Bonnet  to  an  Oyfter-wench, 
A  brace  of  Dray-men  bid  God  fpeed  him  well. 
And  had  the  Tribute  of  his  fapple  Knee, 
With  Thanks,  my  Countrymen,  my  loving  Friends, 
A';  were  our  England  in  Reverfion  his. 
And  he  our  Subjeds  next  Degree  in  hope. 

Gr^^^.  Well,  he  i$  gone,  and  with  him  go  thefe  ThougfatSt 
Now  for  the  Kcbch,  which  ftand  out  vu  IrcWmi> 
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Expedient  manage  muft  be  made,  my  Liege> 
£*er  further  leifare  yield  the  further  means 
For  their  Advantage,  and  your  Highnefs  lofs. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  our  felf  in  Perfon  to  this  War, 
And  for  our  Coffers,  with  too  great  a  Court, 
And  liberal  Largefs,  are  grown  fomewhat  light, 
V/e  are  inforc'd  to  farm  our  Royal  Realm, 
The  Revenue  whereof  fhall  furniih  us 
For  our  Affairs  in  hand;  if  they  come  fliort. 
Our  Subftitutes  at  home  (hall  have  blank  Charters: 
Whereto,  when  they  (hall  know  what  Men  are  rich. 
They  (hall  fubfcribe  them  for  large  Sunw  of  Gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  Wants  ; 
For  we  will  make  for  IreUnd  prefently. 

Entir  Bu(by* 
K.Rich.  What  News? 

Bnfhj.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  very  fick,  my  Lord, 
Suddenly  taken,  ^and  hath  fent  poft  hafte 
To  intreat  your  Majefty  to  vifit  him. 
K.Rich.  Where  lyes  he? 
Bmjhj.  At  Elj-houfe. 

K.  Rich.  Now  put  it,  Heav'n,  in  his  Phyfician's  Mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  Grave  immediately : 
The  lining  of  his  Coffers  (hall  make  Cqats 
To  deck  our  Soldiers  for  thcfc  Irijh  Wars. 
Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him: 
Pray  Heav'n  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  too  late,    [f  w. 


A  C  T   II.     S  G  E  N  E   L 

Enter  Gaunt  ^i^  mth  the  Dnke  of  York. 

Gaunt.  \  T  riLL  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breathe  my  laft 
W    In  wholefom  Counfel  to  his  unftaid  Youth  i 

Tork^.  Vex  not  your  felf,  nor  ftrive  not  with  your  Breach, 
For  all  in  vain  comes  Counfel  to  his  Ear* 

Gdunt.  Oh  but,  they  fay,  the  Tongues  of  dyin^  Mccw 
Inforce  Attention  like  deep  Harmony: 
V/bere  words  are  fcarcc,  thcr  arc  feldomL  foeui  \tv  Nivtv, 
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For  they  breath  Truths  that  breath  their  words  in  pain. 

He  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liflen'd  more. 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe; 

More  are  Mens  ends  markc  than  their  lives  before^ 
'    The  fetting  Sun,  and  Mufick  in  the  clofe; 

At  the  laft  t^fte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  laft. 

Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  paft  ;• 

Though  Richard  my  life's  Counfcl  would  not  hear. 

My  Death *s  fad  Tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  Ear. 
Tork*  No,  it  is  ftopt  with  other  flattering  Sounds, 

As  praifes  of  his  State;  then  there  are  found 

Lafcivious  Mceters,  to  whofe  venom  found 

The  open  Ears  of  Youth  do  always  liften. 

Report  of  Fafhions  in  proud  Italy ^ 

Whofe  Manners  flill  our  tardy  apifli  Nation 

Limps  after  in  bafe  Imitation. 

Where  doth  the  World  thruft  forth  a  Vanity, 

So  it  be  jiew,  there's  no  refpeft  how  vile. 

That  is  nor  quickly  buz'd  into  their  Eais? 

That  all  too  late  comes  Counfel  to  be  heard. 

Where  Will  doth  mutiny  with  Wits  regard; 

Dircd  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  chufe, 

'Tis  Breath  thou  lack'fl,  and  that  Breath  wilt  thou  lofCf 
Gaunt.  Methinks  I  am  a  Prophet  new  infpir'd. 

And  thus  expiring,  do  foretel  of  him,  ^ 

H  $  ra(h  fierce  Blaze  of  Riot  cannot  laft  ; 

For  violent  Fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves. 

Small  Showers  laft  long,  but  fudden  Storms  are  fliort; 

He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes; 

With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choke  the  Feeder; 

Light  Vanity,  infatiate  Cormorant, 

Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  it  felf. 

This  Royal  Throne  of  Kings,  this  fcepter'd  Ifle, 

This  Earth  of  Majefty,  this  Seat  oi  Mars^ 

This  other  Eden^  dtmy  Paradife, 

This  Fortrefs  built  by  Nature  for  her  felf, 

Againft  Infedion,  and  the  Hand  of  War; 

This  happy  Breed  of  Men,  this  little  World, 

This  precious  Stone  fet  in  the  Silver  Sea, 

Which  fcrvcs  it  in  the  OflSce  of  a  Wall, 
Or  as  a  Moat  dcfcniivc  to  a  Hbufe, 
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Againft  the  envy  of  Icfs  happier  Lands, 
This  blcffed  Plot,  this  Earth,  this  Realm,   this  EniUnd^ 
This  Nurfe,  this  teeming  Womb  of  Royal  Kings, 
Fcar'd  for  their  Breed,  and  famous  for  their  Birth, 
Renowned  for  their  Deeds,  as  far  from  home. 
For  Chriftian  Service,  and  true  Chivalry, 
As  is  the  Sepulchre  i^  ftubborn  Jhtj 
Of  the  World's  Ranfom,  bleffed  Marfs  Son; 
This  Land  of  fuch  dear  Souls,  this  dear  dear  Land, 
Dear  for  her  Reputation  through  the  World, 
Is  now  Leased  orut,  I  dye  pronouncing  it^ 
Like  to  a  Tenement  or  pelting  Farm  5 
En^and  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  Sea, 
Whofe  rocky  Shore  beats  back  the  envious  Siege 
Of  watry  Neptme,  is  now  bound  in  with  (hamc. 
With  Inky  Blots,  and  rotten  Parchment  Bonds. 
That  England  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others. 
Hath  made  a  (haimeful  Conqucft  of  it  felf. 
Ah  I  would  the  Scandal  vanilh  with  my  Life, 
Hdw  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  Death! 
Enter  King  Richard,  Oueen^  Aumerle,  Bufliy,  Green,  Bagot> 

Rofs,  And  Willoughby, 
Tork*  The  King  is  comtr,  deal  mildly  with  his  Youth; 
For  young  hot  Colts,  being  rag*d,  do  rage  the  more* 
Queen.  How  fares  our  noble  Uncle,  Lancafier  f 
K.Rich.  What  comfort,  Man?  How  is't  with  aged  C/^wilf 
Gaunt.  Oh  how  that  Name  befits  my  Compofition! 
Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  qld : 
Within  me  Grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  Faft, 
And  who  abftains  from  Meat,  that  is  not  gaunt? 
For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watcht. 
Watching  breeds  leannefs  leannefs  is  all  gaunt ; 
The  Pleafure  that  fome  Fathers  feed  upon. 
Is  my  ftrid  Faft,  I  mean  my  Childrcns  looks. 
And  therein  fafting  thou  haft  made  me  gaunt; 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  Grave,  gaunt  as  a  Grave, 
Whofe  hollow  Womb  inherits  nought  but  Bones. 
K.Rich.  Can  fick  Men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  Names? 
Gaunt.  No,  Mffery  makes  fport  to  mock  it  felf : 
Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  Name  in  me, 

\ 


1070  The  Life  and  Death 

I  mock  my  Name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  Men  flatter  thofe  that  live  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  no^  Men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  now  a  dying,  fay'fl:  thou  flatter'ft  mc. 

Gannt.  Oh  no,  thou  dy'ft,  though  I  the  ficker  be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now  he  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill: 
III  in  my  felf  to  fee,  and  in  thee  feeing  ill. 
Thy  D^ath-bed  is  no  leifer  than  the  Land, 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  Reputation  (ick ; 
And  thou,  too  carelefs  Patient  as  thou  art, 
Commitc'it  thy  anointed  Body  to  the  curq 
Of  thofe  Phyhcians  that  firft  wounded  thee: 
A  thoufand  Flatterers  fit  within  thy  Crown^ 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  Handy 
And  yet  ingaged  in  fo  fmall  a  Verge, 
The  wafte  is  no  whit  leifcr  than  thy  Land* 
Oh  had  thy  Grandfirc  with  a  Prophet's  Eye, 
Seen  how  bis  Son's  Son  ftiould  deftroy  his  Sons, 
jprom  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  (hame^ 
DepDfing  thee  before  thou  wert  pofleft, 
Whxh  art  poffcft  now  to  depofe  thy  felf. 
Why,  Coufin,  wert  thou  Regent  of  the  World, 
It  were  a  (hame  to  let  this  Land  by  leafe: 
But  for  thy.  World  enjoying  but  this  Land^ 
Is  it  not  more  than  fhame,  to  (hame  it  fo? 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou,  and  not  King : 
Thy  ftate  of  Law,  is  bondflave  to  the  Law, 
And 

K.  Rich.  And  thou,  a  lunatick  lean-witted  Fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  Agues  privilege, 
Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  Admonition 
Make  pale  our  Cheek,  chafing  the  Royal  Blood 
With  fury,  from  his  Native  Refidence; 
Now  by  my  Seat's  right  Royal  Majefty, 
Wert  thou  not  Brother  to  great  EdwarJt%  Son, 
This  Tongue  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  Head, 
Should  run  thy  Head  from  thy  unreverent Shoulders. 

Gaunt.  Oh  fpare  me  not,  my  Brother  Edwar£%  Sod^ 
For  that  I  was  his  Father  Edwards  Son : 
TJ}ar  Blood  already,  like  the  Pelican, 
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Thou  haft  tapt  out,  and  drunkenly  carows'd. 

My  Brother  GUffier^  plain  well  meaning  Soul» 

Whom  fair  befal  in  Heav'n  'mongft  happy  Soul^ 

May  be  a  Prefident  and  Witnefs  good» 

That  thou  refped'ft  not  fpilling  Edwardh  Blood: 

Join  with  the  prefent  Sicknefs  that  I  have» 

And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  Age, 

To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  wither'd  Flower. 

Live  in  thy  (hame,  but  dye  not  fhame  with  thee, 

Thefc  words  hereafter  thy  Tormentors  be. 

Convey  me  to  pay  Bed,  then  to  my  Grave : 

Love  they  to  live,  that  Love  and  Honour  have.         [Exit. 

.K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  Age  and  Sullens  have» 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  Grave. 

Tork,.  I  dobcfeech  your  Majefty  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  iicklinefs,  and  age  in  him : 
He  loves  you  on  my  Life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Henry  Duke  of  Hereford^  were  he  here. 

K»Rich.  Right,  you  fay  true;  as  Herefor£s  love,  fo  his; 
As  theirs,  fo  mine;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
NorthMy  Liege,old  Gannt  commends  hiiXi  to  your  Majefty. 
K.  Rich.  What  fay's  he? 
North.  Nay  nothing,  all  is  faid : 
His  Tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  Inftrument, 
Words,  Life,  and  all,  old  Lancafier  hath  fpenf« 

Torl^  Be  Tork^tht  next,  that  muft  be  Bankrupt  fo* 
Though  Death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  wo. 

K.  Rich.  The  ripeft  Fruit  ffrft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he. 
His  time  is  fpenr,  our  Pilgrimase  muft  be: 
So  much  for  that.     Now  for  o JP  Irip  Wars, 
We  rauft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-headed  Kerns, 
Which  live  like  Venom,  where  no  Venom  elfe 
But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live. 
And  for  thefe  great  Affairs  do  ask  (bme  charge. 
Towards  our  Afliftance,  we  do  feize  to  us 
The  Plate,  Coin,  and  Revenues,  and  Moveables, 
Whereof  our  Uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  pofleft. 

Torks,  How  long  ihall  I  be  patient?  Oh  how  long 
Shall  tender  Duty  make  me  fuffer  wrong  ? 
Not  Gl^ficr^s  Death,  not  JUtrefir^s  BamOimenv 
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Nor  Gaunt*%  Rebukes,  nor  England* %  private  Wrongs  ; 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  BHlUngbroke^ 
About  his  Marriage,  nor  my  own  Difgrace,. 
Have  ever  made  me  fower  my  patient  Cheek, 
Or  bend  otie  Wrinkle  on  my  Soveraign's  Face* 
I  am  the  lift  of  noble  Edward*%  Sons, 
Of  whom  thy  Father,  Prince  o(  JVales^  vfis  firft: 
In  Wars  was  never  Lion  rag'd  more  fierce; 
In  Peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild. 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  Gentleman  j 
His  Face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he,      . 
Acconiplifli'd  with  the  flumber  of  thy  Hours  t 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French^ 
And  not  againft  his  Friends:  His  noble  Hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpcnd ;  and  fpent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  Father's  Hand  had  won. 
His  Hancs  were  guilty  of  no  Kindreds  Blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  Enemies  of  his  Kin : 
Oh  Richard,  Tofkjis  too  far  gone  with  Grief, 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 
K.Rich.  Why  Uncle,  what's  the  matter? 
Torki  OJ'j  n^y  Liege,  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe;  if  nof^ 
L  pleased  not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  with  all: 
Sed[  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  Hands 

The  Royalties  and  Rights  of  banifli'd  Herefirdi 

Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereferd  live  ? 

Was  not  Gaunt  juft,  and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 

Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  Heir  f 

Is  net  his  Heir  a  well-deferving  Son? 

Take  Hereford's  Rights  aw^  and  take  from  Tirafe 

His  Charters,  and  his  cuftffiary  Rights. 

Let  not  to  Morrow  then  enfue  to  Day, 

Be  not  thy  felf.     For  how  art  thou  a  King 

But  by  fair  Sequence  and  Succeflion? 

Now  afore  God,  God  forbid  I  fay  true. 

If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford^%  RigH**! 

Call  in  his  Letters  Patents  that  he  hath 

By  his  Attorneys-General,  to  fue 

flis  Livery,  and  deny  his  ofFer'd  Homage, 

You  pluck  a  thoufand  Dangers  on  your  Head, 
You  lofc  2  rhoufand  well  difpofed  Hearts, 
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And  prick  my  tcndcr'Patience  to  thofe  Thoughts 
Which  Honour  and  Allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what  you  will;  wefeizcinto  our  Hands, 
His  Plate,  his  Goods,  his  Mony,  and  his  Lands. 

Torl^  ril  not  be  by  the  while;  My  Leige,  farewel: 
What  will  cnfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
But  by  bad  Courfcs  may  be  underftood, 
That  their  Events  can  never  fall  out  pood.  [Exit^ 

K.  Rich.  Go  BHjhic  to  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhire  ftreight. 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houfcy 
To  fee  this  Bufinefs  done :  To  morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland,  and  'tis  time  I  trow  i 
And  we  create,  in  abfcnce  of  our  felf. 
Our  Uoclc  Tork  Lord  Governor  of  England i 
For  he  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 
Come  on  our  Queen,  to  Morrow  muft  we  part; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  ftay  is  ihorr.  [Flourijh. 

[Exeunt  Kingj  Qneen^  &c» 
Manet  Northumberland,  Willoughby,  and  Rofs. 

North.  Well,  Lords,  theDuke  of  L^«c^y?tfr  is  dead. 

Rofs.  And  living  too,  for  now  his  Son  is  Duke. 

WMo.  Barely  in  Title,  not  in  Revenue. 

North.  Richly  in  both,  if  Juftice  had  her  Right. 

Rofs.  My  Heart  is  great;  but  it  muft  break  with  filence^ 
EVt  be  disburthen'd  with  a  liberal  Tongue. 

North.  Nay,  fpeak  thy  Mind;  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeakmore 
That  fpeaks  thy  Words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

Willo.  Tends  that  thou'dftfpeaktotheDukeof  fi^i?rr/i?r^| 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  Man : 
Quick  is  mine  Ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rofs.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him, 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him. 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  Patrimony. 

North.  Now  afore  Heav*n,  it's  Shame  fuch  Wrongs  are  born  J 
la  him  a  Royal  Prince,  and  many  more. 
Of  noble  Blood  in  this  declining  Land; 
The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  Flatterers;  and  what  they  will  inform 
Mecrly  in  Hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all. 
That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 
!Gainft  us,  our  Lives,  our  Children,  and  out  TAms. 

yoL.III  H  Rof. 
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R^fs.  The  Commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous  Taxes, 
And  quite  loft  their  Hearrs;  the  Nobles  hath  he  fitfd 
For  ancient  Quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  Hearts, 

fFillo.  And  daily  new  Exactions  are  devis'd ; 
As  Blanks,  Benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what : 
But  what  o'God's  Name  doih  become  of  this? 

North.  Wars  have  not  wafted  it,  for  war'd  he  hath  not, 
But  bafely  yielded  upon  Compromifc, 
That  which  his  Anccftors  atchiev'd  with  Blows : 
More  hath  he  fpcnt  in  Peace,  than  they  in  Wars. 

Rofs.  The  Earl  ofWiltfnre  hath  the  Realm  in  Farm. 

Wdlo.  The  King's  grown  Bankrupt,  like  a  broken  Man. 

North.  Reproach  and  Diffolution  hangtth  over  him. 

Rofs.  He  hath  not  Mony  for  rhefe  trip  Wart, 
His  Burthenous  Taxations  notwithftanding. 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banifti'd  Duke. 

North.  His  noble  Kinfman moft  degenerate  Kingl 

But  Lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  Tempeft  fing, 

Yet  feck  no  Shelter  to  avoid  the  Storm : 

We  fee  the  Wind  fit  fore  upon  our  Sails, 

And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  bur  fccurely  perifli.  | 

Rofs.  We  fee  the  very  Wreck  that  we  muft  fufiFer,  \ 

And  unavoided  is  the  Danger  now,  , 

For  fufFering  fo  the  Caufcs  of  our  Wreck.  i 

North.  Not  fo:  Even  through  the  hollow  Eyes  of  Death, 
I  fpie  Life  peering;  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  the  Tidings  of  our  Comfort  is. 

Willo.  Nay,  let  us  fhare  thy  Thoughts,  as  thou  doft  ouri. 

Rofs,  Be  confident  to  fpeak,  NorthumherUndy 
We  three  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpcaking  fo, 
Thy  Words  are  but  as  Thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus :  I  have  from  Port  U  BUn^ 
A  Bay  in  Britain,  receiv'd  Intelligence, 
That  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford^  Rainald  Lord  Cohhamj 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter^ 
His  Brother  Archbiftiop,  late  of  Ciintcrhurj^ 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham^  Sir  John  Rainfion^ 
Sir  John  Norberie^  Sir  Robert  Watertonj  and  Frsmcis  Qu$mly 
All  thcfe  well  furni(h*d  by  the  Duke  of  Briuin, 
With  eight  tall  Ships,  three  thoufand  Men  of  War, 
Aremsking  hither  with  all  due  Expedience, 
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And  fliortly  mean  to  touch  our  Korthern  Shore; 

Perhaps  thty  had  e'er  this,  but  that  they  ftay 

The  firft  departing  of  the  King  iot  InUhd. 

If  then  wc  ftiall  (hake  cjfFiOur  flavlfli  Yoke, 

Imp  out  our  drooping  Country's  broken  Wing, 

Redeem  from  broken  Pawn  the  blcmifti'd  Crown, 

Wipe  off  the  Duft  that  hidts  our  Scepter's  Gilt, 

And  make  high  Majefty  look  like  it  felG 

Away  with  me  in  hafte  to  Ravcnffurgi 

But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 

Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  fdf  will  go* 
Rofs.  To  Horfe,  to  Hoi  fe;  urge  Doubts  to  them  that  fear* 
WiUo.  Hold  out  my  Horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there,  [ExchhU 

SCENE    IL 

Enter  Qjieen^  Bufhy,  and  Bagot. 

^t^Jhy.  Madam,  your  Majefty  is  too  much  fad: 
You  promised,  when  you  parted  with  the  King, 
To  lay  afidc  felf-harming  Heavineff, 
And  entertain  a  chearful  Difpofition* 

Qmeen.  To  pleafe  the  King,  I  did ;  to  pleafe  my  fclf 
I  cannot  do  it;  yet  I  know  no  Caufe 
.Why  I  (hould  welcome  fuch  a  Gueft  as  Grief, 
Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  Gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard ;' yet  again  methinks 
Some  unborn  Sorrow,  ripe  in  Fortune's  Womb, 
Is  coming  towards  me,  and  my  inward  Soul 
Which  nothing  trembles  at,  fomething  it  grievef^ 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  Lord  the  King. 

Bf0fty.  Each  Subftancc  of  a  Grief  hath  twenty  ShadowSji 
Which  ihews  like  Grief  it  felf,  but  is  not  for 
For  Sorrow's  Eye,  glazed  with  blinding  Tears* 
Divides  one  thing  entire,  to  many  Objcds, 
Like  Perfpedives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  upon 
Shew  nothing  but  Confufion  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguifli  Form;  So  your  (weet  Majefty, 
Looking  awry  upon  your  Lord's  Departure, 
Find  Shapes  of  Grief,  more  than  himfelf  to  waiU 
"^    V-    ^  Hz  ^VcvcV 
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Which  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  Shadows 

Of  what  it  is  not;  then  thrice  gracious  Queen, 

More  than  your  Lord's  Departure  weep  not,  more*s  not  fecfl : 

Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  Sorrow's  Eye, 

Which  for  things  true,  weep  things  imaginary. 

OuecH.  It  may  be  {q\  but  yet  nsy  inward  Soul 
Perfuadcs  me  it  is  otherwife:  How-e'cr  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad;  fo  heavy  fad. 
As  though  on  chinking  on  no  Thought  I  think. 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  fhrink. 

B»jhy.  'Tis  nothing  but  Conceit,  my  gracious  Lady. 

Queen.  'Tis  nothing  Icfs ;  Conceit  is  ftiJl  deriv'd 
From  fome  fore-father  Grief,  mine  is  not  fo. 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomcthing  Grief; 
Or  fomething,  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve, 
•Tis  in  Reverfion  that  I  do  poffefs; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 
I  cannot  Name,  'tis  namelefs  Wo  I  wot. 

Enter  Green. 

Green.  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty,  and  well  met  Gentlemen  : 
I  hdpe  the  King  is  not  yet  fhipt  for  Ireland. 

Outen.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo?  'Tis  better  hope  he  ij: 
For  his  Defigns  crave  hafte,  good  Hope, 
Then  wherefore  doll  thou  hope  he  is  not  ihipt? 

Green.  That  he,  our  Hope,  might  have  retir'd  hisPower* 
And  driven  into  defpair  an  Enemies  Hope, 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  Land. 
The  banifh'd  BHllingbroke  repeals  himfclf ; 
And  with  up-lifted  Arms  is  (afearriv'd 
At  Ravenfpnrg. 

Queen.  Now  God  in  Heav'n  forbid. 

Green.  O,  Madam,  'tis  too  true ;  and  what  is  worfe^, 
The  Lord  Northumberlandj  his  young  Son  Henry  Percjf 
The  Lords  of  Rofsj  Beaumondy  and  WilUughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  Friends  are  fled  to  him. 

Bupj.  Why  have  you  not  proclaimed  Northtimberland^ 
And  the  reft  of  that  revolted  Faftion,  Traitors? 

Green.  We  have:  Whereupon  the  Earl  of /^nr^fr* 
Hath  broke  his  Staff,  refign'd  his  Stewardlhip, 
And  all  the  Houfhold  Servants  fled  with  him  to  B$dlmghr§kj^ 
jgw/f.  So  Green^  thou  art  the  MidN^ifcof  my  Woe, 
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And  Bullif$ghroke  my  Sorrows  difmal  Heir : 
Now  hath  my  Soul  brought  forth  her  Prodigy, 
And  I  a  gafping  new  dehvered  Mother, 
Have  Wo  to  Wo,  Sorrow  to  Sorrow  join'd. 

Bupj.  Dcfpair  not,  Madam. 

Queen.  Who  fhall  hinder  me?  I 

I  will  dcfpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  Hope ;  he  is  a  Flatterer, 
A  ParaHte,  a  keeper  back  of  Death, 
Who  gently  would  diffolve  the  Bands  of  Life, 
Which  ftlfe  Hopes  linger  in  Extremity.  •» 

Enter  York. 

Green.  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  Torks 

Oneen.  With  Signs  of  War  about  his  aged  Neck, 
Oh  lull  of  careful  BuHnefs  are  his  Looks : 
Uncle,  for  Heav'n  fake  fpeak  comfortable  Words. 

Torl^  Comfort*s  in  Heav'n,  and  we  arc  on  the  Earth, 
Where  nothing  lives  but  Crofles,  Care  and  Grief; 
Your  Husband  he  is  gone  to  fare  far  off, 
Whilfl:  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home. 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  Land ; 
Who,  weak  with  Age,  cannot  fupport  my  fclf: 
Now  comes  his  (ick  Hour  that  his  Surfeit  made. 
Now  (hall  he  try  his  Friends  that  flattered  him. 

Enter  a  Servant* 

Serv.  My  Lord,  your  Son  was  gone  before  I  came. 

Tork*  He  was;  why  fo,  go  all  which  way  it  will: 
The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  they  are  cold. 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. 
Sirrah,  get  thee  to  Plajhie^  to  my  Sifter  GU fieri 
Bid  her  fend  me  prefently  a  thoufand  Pound : 
Hold,  take  my  Ring. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  I  had  forgot 
To  tell  your  Lordfliip,  to  Day  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there^ 
But  I  (hall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft* 

r^rk,  Whatis't,  Knave? 

Serv.  An  Hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefs  dy'd. 

Titrk*  Heav'n  for  his  Mercy,  what  a  Tide  of  Woes 
Come  rulhihg  on  this  woful  Land  at  once? 
i  know  not  what  to  do :  I  would  to  Heav'n» 
So  my  Untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  Vt» 

H  3  t^ 
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The  King  had  cut  off  my  Head  with  my  Brother's. 

What,  are  there  Ports  difpatch'd  for  Ireland^ 

Honv  fhall  we  do  for  Moby  for  thefe  Wars? 

Come  Sifter,  CCoufin,  I  would  fay,^  pray  pardon  me. 

Go  Fv L  J  w,  get  thcc  home,  provide  feme  Carts,  [To  the  Servant. 

And  oring  awjy  the  Armour  that  is  there* 

Gentlemen,  will  you  mufter  Men? 

If  I  knew  how,  or  which  way  to  order  thefe  AflFairs 

Thus  diforderly  thruft  into  my  Hands, 

Never  believe  mc.     Both  are  my  Kinfmen; 

Th'  one  is  my  S  )veraign,  whom  both  my  Oath  *  * 

And  D  ity    ids  defend;  th*  other  again 

Is  my  K'nfmar,  ^h)m  the  Kir.g  hath  wrong'd, 

Wh  /m  Confcic.ce,  and  my  Kindied  bids  to  right, 

WlII,  I'./mewhat  wemi)ftdo:  Come,  Co' fin, 

1*11  difpofe  of  you.     Gentlemen,  tio  mufter  up  your  Men, 

And  meet  me  prefently  at  Barklej  Ca(ik : 

I  ftiould  to  Plajbie  too,  but  time  will  not  permit; 

All  is  uneven, and evciy  thing isleft at  fix  and  feven. 

[_ExeHK't  York  and  Queen* 
Bupy^  Tho  Wind  firs  fair  for  News  to  go  to  Ireland^ 
But  none  return>;  for  us  to  levy  Power 
Proportionable  to  th' Enemy,  is  all  impoffible, 

Green.   Bcfidcs,  our  nearncfs  to  the  K  ng  in  love. 
Is  nc^'-  the  H  t  ^  of  thofc  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot*  And  that's  the  wavering  Commons, for  their  Love 
Lies  in  their  Piufes,  and  whofo  empties  them. 
By  fo  much  fills  their  Hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

BHP:fj.  W  .erein  the  Kmg  ftands  generally  condemned. 
Bagot.  If  Judgment  lye  in  them,  rhcn  fo  do  we, 
B-caufe  w^  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 

Green.  W  ?/;   I  will  for  Refuge  ftreight  to  BrifiolCMe^ 
T(  c  r.ari  of  Wiltjbire  is  already  there. 

Bftfljy.  Thither  will  I  with  yor;  for  little  Oflicc 
Wir  the  hareft  1  Commons  perft^rm  for  us, 
Except  like  Cnrs,  to  tear  ns  all  in  Pieces: 
W  If  yo  '  00  along  with  us? 

Bagot.  No,   r  will  to  IreUnd  to  hi^  Majefty. 
Farewil:  If  Heait  Pre-ages  be  nor  vain, 
Wc^  e'^rce  hc^c  p^ru  t'ar  ne'er  ftiail  meet  again* 
^^J^/.    Thzt's  35  7hrk  thrives  to  he^t  b^cV  BHUinj6r«(<^ 
Gr^^jif.  AUs poor  Duke 9  the  Task  Vie  urvd^it^U  \^ 
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Is  numbring  Sands,  and  drinking  Oceans  dry. 
Where  one  on  his  Side  fights,  ihoufands  will  flye, 

Btijhy.  Farewel  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me  never.  [Exemt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  BuUingbroke,  and  Northumberland. 

Bnlling.  How  far  is  it,  my  Lord,  to  Barklej  now? 

Noth.  Believe  me,  noble  Lord, 
I  am  a  Stranger  here  in  GU*fterJhire. 
Thefc  high  wild  Hills,  and  rough  uneven  Ways, 
Draw  out  our  Miles,  and  make  them  wearifome : 
And  yet  our  fair  Difcourfe  hath  been  as  Sugar, 
Making  the  hard  Way  fweet  and  delegable. 
But  1  bethink  me  what  a  weary  Way 
From  Ravenfpurg  to  Cottpold  will  be  found, 
In  Rofs  and  WUloHghbjy  wanting  your  Company, 
Which  I  proteft  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  Tedioufnefs  and  Procefs  of  my  Travel: 
But  theirs  is  fwcetned  with  the  Hope  to  have 
The  prcfent  Benefit  that  I  polTefs : 
And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  Joy, 
Than  Hope  enjoy'd:  By  this,  the  weary  Lords 
Shall  make  their  Way  feem  (hort,  as  mine  hath  done. 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  Company. 

Bulling.  Of  much  lefs  Value  is  my  Company, 
Than  your  good  Words:  But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Percy. 

Nprth.  It  is  my  Son,  young  Harry  Percjy 
Sent  from  my  Brother  Wgrcefier:  Whencefoere; 
Harrj^  how  fares  your  Uncle  ? 

Percy.  I  had  thought,  my  Lord,  to  have  learn'd  tti 
Health  of  you. 

North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen? 

Perej^  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  hatb  forfook  the  Court, 
Broken  his  Staff  of  Office,  and  difperft 
[The  HoulhoU  of  the  Kin^. 

NtMT/k  WbAt  wzs  his  Kc^ohl 

H  4  ^^ 
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He  was  not  (b  refolv'd,  when  we  laft  fpake  together^         ^ 

Percj,  Becaufc  your  Lordfliip  was  proclaimed  Traitor.^ 
But  he,  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Ravcnfpnrgj 
To  ofFcr  Service  to  the  Duke  o{  Hereford^ 
And  font  me  over  by  BarkUyy  to  difcover 
What  Power  the  Duke  of  Tbry^had  levy'd  there. 
Then  with  Direftion  to  repair  to  Ravenffurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  .Boy  ? 

Vercj.  No,  my  good  Lord  ^  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember;  to  my  Knowledge^ 
I  never  in  my  Life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now;  this  is  the  Duke. 

Ferc).  My  gracious  Lord,  I  tender  you  my  Servicc9 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young. 
Which  elder  Days  Ihall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  Service  and  Dcfert. 

Bulling.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  ?erq^  and  be  fure 
I  count  my  felf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy. 
As  in  a  Soul  remcmbring  my  good  Friends: 
And  as  my  Fortune  ripens  with  thy  Love, 
It  (hall  be  ftill  thy  true  Love's  Recompcnce, 
My  Heart  this  Covenant  makes,  my  Hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Barklejl  and  what  ftir 
Keeps  good  old  2^rj^  there  with  his  Men  of  War? 

Percy.  There  ftands  the  Caftle  by  yond  Tuft  of  Trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  Men,  as  I  have  heard. 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords  of  2ir/^,  Barklejy  and  Scjmoari 
None  elfe  of  Name,  and  noble  Eftimate. 

Enter  Rofs  and  Willoughby. 

North,  Here  comes  the  Lords  of  Rofs  and  Willo»ghbym 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery  red  with  haftj?. 

Bulling.  Welcome,  my  Lords;  I  wot  your  Love  purfues 
A  baniftit  Traitor;  all  my  Treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  Thanks,  which  more  enrich'd. 
Shall  be  your  Love  and  Labours  Recompence. 

Ro/s.  Your  Prefence  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  Lord. 

Willo.  And  far  furmounts  our  Labour  to  attain  it. 

Bulling.  Evermore  Thanks,  th' Exchequer  of  the  poor^ 
Which  'till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  Years, 
Stand  for  my  Bounty.  But  yho  comes  here? 

Enter 
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Enter  Barkley, 

North.  It  i$  my  Lord  of  B^rklejj  as  I  guefs. 

Bdrk^  My  Lord  of  Hereford^  my  Mtffage  is  to  you* 

Bulling.  My  Lord,  my  Anfwer  is  to  Lancafier^ 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  Name  in  England^ 
And  I  muft  find  that  Title  in  your  Town, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  ought  you  fay. 

Bark^  Miftake  me  not,  my  Lord,  'tis  not  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  Title  of  your  Honour  out. 
To  you,  my  Lord,  I  come,  what  Lord  you  will. 
From  the  moft  glorious  of  this  Land, 
The  Duke  of  Tork^  to  know  what  pricks  you  on  • 
To  take  Advantage  of  the  abfent  time. 
And  fright  our  native  Peace,  with  felf-born  Arms. 

Enter  York. 

Bulling.  I  fhall  not  need  tranfport  my  Words  by  you. 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  Perfon.     My  noble  Uncle.  [Kneels^ 

Tar^.  Shew  me  thy  humble  Heart,  and  not  thy  Knee, 
Whofe  Duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe. 

Bulling.  My  gracious  Uncle. 

Torl^  Tttt,  tut,  Grace  me  no  Grace,  nor  Uncle  me, 
I  am  no  Traitor's  Uncle;  and  that  Word  Grace, 
In  an  ungracious  Mouth,  is  but  prophane. 
Why  have  thefe  banifti*d,  and  forbidden  Legs, 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  Duft  of  England's  Ground  ? 
But  more  then,  why,  why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  Miles  upon  her  peaceful  Bofom, 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  Villages  with  War, 
And  Oftentation  of  defpifed  Arms  ? 
Com'fl  thou  becaufe  th'  anointed  King  is  hence? 
Why,  foolilh  Boy,  the  King  is  left  behind. 
And  in  my  loyal  Bofom  lyes  his  Power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  Lord  of  fuch  hot  Youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunty  thy  Father,  and  my  fclf 
Refcued  the  Black^Prsnce^  that  young  Mars  of  Men,' 
From  forth  the  Ranks  of  many  thoufand  French y 
Oh  then,  how  quickly  fliould  this  Arm  of  mine. 
Now  Prifoner  to  the  Palfie,  chaftife  thee. 
And  minifter  Corredion  to  thy  Fault. 

Bulling.  My  gracious  Uncle,  let  me  know  m^  ^^>At'i 
Ofl  whsc  Condition  Hands  it^  and  wherein^ 
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Tork*  Even  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree. 
In  grofs  Rebellion,  and  deteftcd  Treafon: 
Thou  art  a  banifti'd  Man,  and  here  art  come 
Before  th'  Expiration  of  thy  time. 
In  braving  Arms  againft  thy  Soveraign. 

Bulling.  As  I  was  banifh'd,  I  was  baniih'd  Herefordi 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancafier. 
And,  noble  Uncle,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
Look  on  my  Wrongs  with  an  indifferent  Eye: 
You  are  my  Father,  for  methii.ks  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive.     Oh  then,  my  Father, 
Will  you*  permit  that  I  (hall  ftand  condemned 
A  wandring  Vagabond;  my  Rights  and  Royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  Arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upftart  Unthrifts?  Wherefore  was  I  born  } 
If  that  my  Coufin  King,  be  King  of  Enfflandy 
ft  Biuft  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancafier. 
You  have  a  Son,  uiumerUt  my  noble  Kinfman, 
Had  you  firft  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  ihould  have  found  his  Uncle  Gaunt  a  Father, 
To  rowze  his  Wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  Bay. 
I  am  deny*d  to  fuc  my  Livery  here. 
And  yet  my  Letters  Patents  give  rae  leave: 
My  Father's  Goods  are  all  diftrain'd  and  fold. 
And  thefe  and  all,  are  all  amifs  imploy'd. 
Whit  would  you  have  me  do?  I  am  a  Subjcft, 
And  challenge  Law:  Attorneys  aredeny'd  me, 
And  therefore  pcrfonally  I  lay  my  Claim 
To  mine  Inheritance  of  free  Defcent. 

North.  Tlic  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus*d» 

Refs.  It  (lands  your  Grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 

Willo.  Bafe  Men  by  his  Endowments  are  made  great. 

Tork:  My  Lords  of  England,  kt  me  tell  you  this, 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  Coufin's  Wrongs, 
And  labour'd  all  I  could  to  do  him  right: 
Bjt  in  this  ki/id,  to  come  in  braving  Arms, 
Be  his  own  Carver,  and  cut  out  his  Way, 
To  find  ort  Right  with  Wronps,   it  may  not  be; 
And  vou  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Chen{b  ^ebtllion,  and  are  Rebels  all. 
yVbnA.  TAc  iJobie  Duke  hath  fwotuVvis  coming U 
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But  for  his  own;  and  for  the  nght  of  that, 
Wc  all    avc  ftrongly  fworn  to  give  him  Aid, 
And  Itr  h:m  neVr  fee  Joy  that  breaks  that  Oath. 

Torkz  Well,  wcl^,  Hee  the  ifluc  of  rhcfe  Arms; 
I  ca  not  racnd  it,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 
Btcaufe  my  PoN^er  is  we^k,  and  all  ill  left: 
But  if  I  Ci  I'ld,  by  him  ihat  gave  me  Life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoop 
Unto  the  Soveraign  Mercy  of  ti  c  King. 
But  fince  I  cannot,  be  ir  k'ow  i  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  Neuter.     So  fare  you  well, 
Unlefs  you  p  eafe  to'tntcr  ir  the  Caflle, 
And  there  repofe  y^ui  tor  this  NigLt. 

BulliHg*  An  Offer,  Uncle,  that  we  will  accept: 
But  we  muft  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 
To  BrsJlowCaftle,  which  they  fay  is  held 
By  Bujby,  Bagoty  and  their  Complice?, 
The  Cat(rpillajs  of  the  Common- wealth. 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

Xork*  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you,  but  yet  Pll  paufe. 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  Country's  Laws: 
Nor  Fr»end<,  nor  Foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are. 
Things  paft  redrefs,  are  now  with  me  paft  Care.    [Exemt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enur  Salisbury,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  Lord  of  Salisbury^  we  have  ftaid  ten  Days, 
And  hardly  kept  your  Countiymen  together. 
And  ytt  we  hear  no  Tidings  trom  the  King; 
Therefore  wc  all  difperfe  our  felves :  Farewel. 

SaUs.  Stay  yet  another  Day,  thou  trufty  Welchman^ 
The  King  repofeth  all  his  Confidence  in  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead,  wc  will  not  (lay. 
The  Bay-Trees  in  our  Country  arc  ail  withered. 
And  Meteors  fright  the  fixed  Stars  of  Heav'n? 
The  palcifac'd  M^on  looks  bloody  on  the  Earth, 
And  lcan-look*d  Prophc  s  whifper  fearful  Change; 
Rich  Men  look  fad,  and  Ruffians  dance  and  leii^v- 
The  on^in  Fear  to  lofe  wiat  they  enjoy. 
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The  other  to  enjoy  by  Rage  and  War : 

Thefe  Signs  forerun  the  Death  of  Kings. 

Farewel;  our  Countrymen  are  gone  and  fled. 

As  well  affur'd,  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  [Exitl 

Sails.  Ah  Richard^  with  Eyes  of  heavy  Mind, 
I  fee  thy  Glory  like  a  (hooting  Star, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  Earth  from  the  Firmament: 
Thy  Sun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  Weft, 
Witnefling  Storms  to  come.  Wo,  and  Unreft: 
Thy  Friends  ai  e  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  Foes, 
And  crofly  to  thy  good,  all  Fortune  goes.  [Exitl 
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ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Bullingbrokc,  York,   Northumberland,  Ro(s,  Percy, 
Willoughby,  with  Bufliy  ^»^  Green  Prifincrs.^ 

5;i///»^.T> Ring  forth  thefe  Men: 

X/  Biijhj  and  Green ^  I  will  not  vex  your  Souls, 
Since  prefently  your  Souls  muft  part  your  Bodies, 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  Lives, 
For  'twere  no  Charity ;  yet  to  walh  your  Blood 
From  off  my  Hands,  here  in  the  View  of  Men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  Caufes  cf  your  Deaths* 
You  have  mifs-led  a  Prince,  a  royal  King,  ^. 

A  happy  Gentleman  in  Blood  and  Lineamcntf, 
By  you  unhappy'd,  and  disfigur'd  clean : 
You  have  in  manner  with  your  finful  Hours 
Made  a  Divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him. 
Broke  the  Pofleflion  of  a  royal  Bed, 
And  ftain'd  the  Beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  Cheeks 
With  Tears  drawn  fiom  her  Eyes,  with  your  foul  Wrongs* 
My  felf  a  Prince,  by  Fortune  of  my  Birth, 
Near  to  the  King  in  Blood,  and  near  in  Lovc^ 
*Till  you  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me. 
Have  ftoopt  my  Neck  under  your  Injuries, 
And  figh'd  my  EngUJlo  Breath  in  foreign  Clouds, 
Eating  the  bitter  Bread  of  Baniftiment; 
While  you  have  fed  upon  my  Seignories, 
Djf-park'd  my  P^rks,  and  fell'd  my  I^oitft. Woc^iii 
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From  mine  own  Windows  torn' my  Houfhold  Coar, 

Raz*d  out  my  Imprefs,  leaving  me  no  Sign, 

Save  Mens  Opinions,  and  my  living  Blood, 

To  (hew  the  World  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this» 

Condemns  you  to  the  Death :  See  them  delivered  over 

^o  Execution,  and  the  Hand  of  Death. 

Bujbj^  More  welcome  is  the  StroaH  of  Death  to  me,  i 
Than  BHllingbroke  to  England. 

Green.  My  Comfort  is,  that  Heav'n  will  take  our  Souls,^ 
And  plague  Injuflice  with  the  Pains  of  Hell. 

Bulling.  My  Lord  Nerthnmberland,  fee  them  diipatch'd* 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  Houfe ; 
For  Heav'ns  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  intrcated ; 
Tell  her  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  Commends; 
Take  fpecial  care  my  Greetings  be  delivered.  ' 

Torl^  A  Gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch*d 
With  Letters  of  your  Love  to  her  at  large* 

Bulling.  Thanks,  gentle  Uncle :  Come  Lords  away^ 
To  fight  with  Glendeurej  and  his  Complices; 
A  while  to  work,  and  after  Holiday  [Exeuntl 

SCENE     II. 

Flour ijh :  Drums^  and  Glours. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  Bijhop  (?/Carlifle,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  BarkUughlj'Caflle  call  you  this  at  hand? 

uium.  Yea,  my  Lord ;   how  brooks  your  Grace  the  Air, 
After  your  late  tolling  on  the  breaking  Seas? 

K.  Rich.  Needs  muft  I  like  it  well;  I  weep  for  Joy 
To  ftand  upon  my  Kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  Earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  Hand, 
Though  Rebels  wound  thee  with  their  Horfcs  Hoofs: 
As  a  long  parted  Mother  with  her  Child, 
Play$  fondly  with.her  Tears,  and;  fmiles  in  meeting; 
So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  my  Earth,  A 

And  do  thee  Favour  with  my  Royal  Hands, 
Feed  not  thy  Sovcraign's  Foe,  my  gentle  Earthy 

Nor  with  tbv  Sji^r^fi  coinfott  his  ravenous  S^ufc  \ 

■  —  ~  ^—     /--  ._,._     «..--■-•  •■^  ^ 
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But  let  thy  Spiders  that  fuck  up  thy  Venom, 

And  heavy-gated  Toads  lyj  in  thtir  way, 

Doinp  Annoyance  to  the  trea^h.rous  Feet,  I' 

Which  with  ufurpiugSreps  do  trample  thee. 

Yield  dinging  Nettles  to  mine  Enemies; 

And  when  they  from  thy  Bofom  pluck  a  Flower, 

Guard' it  I  prirhtc  with  a  luik.Tg  AJdcr, 

Whofc  double  Tongue  m.:y  witu  a  moiral  touch 

Throw  Death  upon  thy  Soveraigns  Enemies, 

Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  Conjuration,   Lords; 

This  £a»th  ihall  have  a  feeling,  and  theft  Scones 

Prove  armed  Solditr*?,  e'er  h^r  native  King 

Shall  falter  under  foul  rci^ellious  A'ms. 

Bipop.  Firar  not,  my  Lord,  d  a*"  Power  that  made  you  King 
Hath  Poiver  to  keep  you  King,  in  Ipight  of  all* 

^Hm.  He  means  my  Lord,  that  v  e  arc  too  remi(s 
Whilft  BHllinghroke^  through  their  Security, 
Grows  ilrong  and  grea^  in  Subftanceand  m  Friends, 

K.Rich.  DifcomforrableCoufin,  know'ft  thou  not. 
That  when  the  fearchin^  Eye  of  Heav'n  is  hid. 
Behind  the  Globe,  that  liphts  the  lo\A'Cr  World, 
Then  Thieves  and  R©  )bers  range  ab  oad  unfeen, 
In  Murders,  and  in  Out-rage  bloody  here. 
But  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  Ball 
He  fires  the  proud  Tops  of  the  Eaftern  Pines, 
And  darts  his  Lightning  through  evVy  guilty  Hole; 
Then  Murders,  Treafons,  and  deteftcd  Sins, 
The  Cloak  ofSjight  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  Backs^  *     | 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelvts. 
So  when  this  Thief,  this  Traitor  BHllinghrokj^y 
Who  all  this  while  hath  reveird  in  the  Night, 
Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  Throne,  the  Eafi, 
His  Treafons  will  fet  blufliing  in  his  Face, 
Not  able  to  endure  the  Si^ht  of  Day ;  | 

But  felf-affriehted,  tremble  at  his  Sin. 
Not  all  the  Wa^er  in  the  rough  rude  Sea 
Can  wafli  the  Balm  from  an  anointed  King; 
The  Breath  of  worldly  Men  cannot  depofc 
The  Deputy  elefted  by  the  Lord : 
For  every  Man  that  BulUngkroke  hath  prcfl:,' 
To  life  /brewd  Seed  againft  our  Golden  Cwwq> 
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Hcav'n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'nly  Pay 

A  glorious  Angel;  then  if  Angels  fight, 

Weak  Men  muft  fall,  for  Hcav'n  ftill  guards  the  Right. 

Enter  Salisbury. 
Welcome,  my  Lord,  how  far  oiF  lyes  your  Power  ? 

Sails.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  Lord,  # 

Than  this  weak  Arm ;  Difcomfort  guides  my  Tongue, 
And  bids  me  fpcak  of  nothing  but  Dcfpair : 
One  Day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  Lord, 
Hath  clouded  all  my  happy  Days  on  Earth. 
Oh  call  back  Yeftcrday,  bid  Time  return. 
And  thou  ihalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  Men: 
To  Day,  to  Day,  unhappy  Day  too  late 
O'erthrowi  thy  Joys,  Friends,  Fortune,  and  thy  State. 
For  air  the  Weljhnfen  hearing  thou  wert  dead. 
Are  gone  to  BHlUnghroke^  difperft  and  fled. 

Anm.  Comfort,  my  Liege;  why  looks  your  Grace  fo  pale? 

K.  Rich.  But  now  the  Blood  of  twenty  thoufand  Men 
Did  triumph  in  my  Face,  and  they  are  fled; 
And  'till  fo  much  Blood  thither  come  again, 
Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pale,  and  dead  \ 
All  Souls  that  will  be  faf^  fly  from  my  Side, 
For  Time  hath  fet  a  Blot  upon  my  Pride. 

jinm.  Comfort,  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  arc. 

K.  Rich.  \  had  forgot  my  felf :  Am  I  not  King  ? 
Awake  thou  fluggard  Majefty,  thou  fleepeft : 
Is  not  the  King's  Name,  forty  thoufand  Names? 
Arm,  arm  my  Name;  a  puny  Subjedl:  flrikes 
At  thy  great  Glory.     Look  not  to  the  Ground, 
Yc  Favourites  of  a  King;  arc  we  not  high? 
High  be  our  Thoughts:  I  know  my  Uncle  Torl^ 
Hath  Power  enough  to  fcrve  our  Turn. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  Health  and  Happinefs  betide  my  Liege* 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  Tongue  deliver  him. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  Ear  is  opeA,  and  my  Heart  prepared: 
The  worft  is  wortdly  Lofs,  thou  canft  unfold: 
Say,  is  my  Kingdom  loft?  Why  'twas  my  Care: 
And  what  Lofs  is  it  to  be  rid  of  Care  ? 
Strives  BHlUngbroh  to  be  as  great  as  we^ 
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Greater  he  fhall  not  be;  if  he  ferye  God, 
We'll  (erve  him  too,  and  be  his  Fellow  fo. 
Revolt  our  Subjeds?  That  we  cannot  mend ; 
They  break  their  Faith  to  God  as  well  as  us : 
Cry  Wo,  Deftruftion,  Ruin,  Lofs,  Decay; 
The  worfl:  is  Death,  and  Death  will  have  his  Day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I>  that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  Tidings  of  Calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  Day, 
Which  makes  the  (ilver  Rivers  drown  their  Shores, 
As  if  the  World  were  all  diflblv'd  to  Tears  : 
So  high  above  his  Limits,  fwells  the  Rage 
Of  Bullwgbroke,  covering  your  fearful  Land 
With  hard  bright  Sreef,  and  Hearts  harder  than  StccI. 
White  Beans  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  Scalps 
.'Againft  thy  Majefty,  and  Boys  with  Womens  Voices, 
Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  clap  their  female  Joints 
In  ftiff  unwieldy  Arms,  againft  thy  Crown; 
The  very  Beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  Bows 
Of  double  fatal  Ewe,  againft  thy  State ; 
,Yea  diftaff- Women  manage  rufty  Bills; 
Againft  thy  Seat  both  young  and  old  rebel. 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  Power  to  telL 

K.  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well  thou  tell'ft  a  Tale  fo  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wilt/hire^.  Where  is  Bi^ot^ 
What  is  become  of  Bn/by?  Where  is  Green? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  Enemy 
Meafure  our  Confines  with  fuch  peaceful  Steps? 
If  we  prevail,  their  Hands  fhall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they  have  made  Peace  with  Bullingbrol^. 

Scroop.  Peace  they  have  made  with  him,  indeed, my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  Villains^  Vipers,  damn'd  without  Redemption, 
Dog^,  eafily  won  to  fav/n  on  any  Man, 
Snakes  in  my  Heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fting  my  Heart, 
Three  Jfidajfesj  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  JndaSy  , 
Would  they  make  Peace?  Terrible  Htll  make  War 
Upon  their  fpotted  Souls  for  this  Offence. 

Scroop,  Sweet  Love,  I  fee,  changing  his  Property, 
Turns  to  the  fowreft,  and  moft  deadly  Hate: 
Au^in  uncarfe  ti^^rir  Souls;  their  Peace  is  made 
Wicb Heads,  and  not  with  Hands:  Thofe  whom  you  curfe 
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Have  felt  the  worft  of  Death's  deftroying  Hand, 

And  lye  full  low,  grav*d  in  the  hollow  Ground. 
jitfm.  Is  Bajbj^  Graff ^  and  the  Earl  of  Wiltpire  dead  ? 
Scrcpf.  Yea^  all  of  them  at  Briftoip  loft  their  Heads. 
uimm,  Whcfe  is  the  Duke,  my  Father,  with  his  Power? 
K.  Rich.  NoS  matter  where,  of  Comfort  no  Man  fpeak: 

Let's  talk  of  Graves*  of  Worms,  and  Epitaphs, 

Make  Duft  our  Papers  and  with  rainy  Eyes 

Write  Sorrow  in  the  Bofom  of  the  Earth. 

Let's  chufe  Executors,  and  talk  of  Wills; 

And  yet  not  fo,  for  what  can  we  bequeath. 

Save  our  depofed  Bodies  to  the  Ground  \ 

Our  Lands,  our  Lives*  and  all  are  Bullingbrok/Sj 

And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own  ;  but  Death, 

And  that  fmall  Model  of  the  barren  Earth* 

Which  ferves  as  Pafte,  and  cover  to  our  Bones : 

For  Heav'ns  fake  let  us  fit  upon  the  Ground, 

And  tell  fad  Stories  of  the  Death  of  Kings : 

Howfbme  have  been  deposed,  fome  (lain  in  War; 

Some  haunted  by  the  Ghofts  they  have  dept>s'd* 

Some  poifon*d  by  their  Wives,  fome  fleeping  kilfd. 

All  murther*d.    For  within  the  hollow  Crown 

That  rounds  the  mortal  Temples  of  a  King, 

Keeps  Death  his  Court,  and  there  the  Antique  fits 

Scoffing  his  State,  and  grinning  at  his  Pomp, 
k   Allowing  him  a  Breath>  a  little  Scene, 
■l  To  Monarchize,  be  fear'd*  and  kill  with  Looks, 
Hlofufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  Conceit* 
■fAsif  this  Fleih,  which  walls  about  our  Life* 
■  WereBrafs  impregnable:  And  humour'd  thus, 
,1    Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  Pin 

Boaix  through  his  Caftle  Walls,  andfarcwel  King. 
Cover  your  Heads*  and  mock  not  Flcfli  and  Blood 

With  folemn  Reverence :  Throw  away  Refped^ 

Tradition*  Form,  and  ceremonious  Duty, 

^or  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while: 

I  live  with  Bread  like  you,  feel  Want, 

Tafte  Grief*  need  Friends;  fubjefted  thus* 

How  can  you  fay  to  me,  I  am  a  King? 
(UrL  My  Lord*  wife  Men  ne'er  wail  their  prcfent  Wot\^ 
\  Bttt  prefently  prevent  the  Ways  to  wail ; 
J      Vol.  JUL  I  7^^ 
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To  fear  the  Fof,  fince  Fear  oppreffeth  Strength, 
Gives  in  your  Weaknefs,  Strength  unto  your  Foe; 
Fear,  and  be  flain,  no  worfe  can  come  to  fight. 
And  fight  and  die,  is  Death  dcftroying  Death. 
Where  fearing,  dying,  pays  Death  fervile  Breath. 
My  Father  hath  a  Power,  enquire  of  him. 
And  learn  to  make  a  Body  of  a  Limb. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  chid'ft  me  well:  VrondBiilUngbroke^  I  come 
To  chinge  Blows  with  thee,  for  our  Day  of  Doom; 
This  Ague-fit  of  Fear  is  over-blown, 
A 1  eafie  Task  it  is  to  win  our  own. 
Say,  Scroops  where  lyes  our  Uncle  with  his  Power? 
Speak  fwectly  Man,  although  thy  Looks  be  fower. 

Scroop,  Men  judge  by  the  Complexion  of  the  Sky 
The  State  and  Inclination  of  the  Day; 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  Eye  J 
My  Tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  Tale  to  fay: 
I  play  the  Torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft,  that  muft  be  fpokcn*    * 
Your  Uncle  Tork  is  joined  to  BHUtngbrokl^ 
And  all  your  northern  Caftles  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  fouthern  Gentlemen  in  Arms 
Upon  his  F..ftion. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 
Beflirew  thee,  Coufin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 
Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  into  Defpair. 
What  fay  you  now?  what  Comfort  have  wc  now? 
By  Heav'n  Til  hate  him  everlaftingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  Flint'CaftU,  there  PlI  pine  away^ 
A  Kinp,  Wo's  Slave,  fli all  kingly  Wo  obey: 
That  Power  I  have,  difcharge,  and  let  *em  go 
To  ear  the  Land,  that  hath  forae  Hope  to  grow. 
For  I  have  none.     Let  no  Man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  Counfel  is  but  in  vain. 

jium.  My  Lie^e,  one  Word. 

K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  Wrong, 
That  wounds  me  with  the  Flatteries  of  his  Tongue. 
Difcharge  my  Fo'Iowers:  let  rhcm  hence  away. 
From  Richard'^  Night,  to  BnlUngbrokf^  fair  Day. 

[Exemit* 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  with  Drnm  and  Cotoursy   Bullingbroke,    York,   Nori 

thumberland,  and  Attendants. 

Balling.  So  that  by  this  Intelligence  we  learn 
The  Welchmen  arc  difpers'd,  and  Salisburj 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  King»  who  lately  landed 
With  foihc  fevir  private  Friends  upon  this  Coafl-. 

North.  The  News  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  Lord* 
JUchard  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  Head. 

Tork,.  It  would  befeem  the  Lord  Northumberland^ 
To  fay  King  Richard.  Alack  the  heavy  Day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  Ihould  hide  his  Head. 

North.  Your  Grace  millakes  rhe ;  only  to  be  brief. 
Left  I  his  Title  out. 

Tor](.  The  time  hath  been. 
Would  you  haVe  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  Ihorten  you. 
For  taking  fo  the  Head,  your  whole  Head's  length. 

BHllimg.  Miftake  not,  Uncle,  farther  than  you  fliould* 

Torks  Take  not,  good  Coulin,  farther  than  you  fliould* 
Left  you  miftake;  the  Heav'ns  are  o'er  yoUr  Head. 

Bulling.  I  know  it.  Uncle,  and  oppofe  not  my  felf 
Againft  their  Will.     But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Vercy. 

L   Welcome -Hirrji  what,  will  not  this  Caftle  yield  ? 
^'       Percy.  The  Caflle  royally  is  ttianfi'd,  my  Lord^ 
Againft  thy  Entrance. 

Bmlling.  Royally?  Why,  it  cotitains  no  King? 

Pcrcj^  Yes,  my  good  Lord, 
It  doth  contain  a  King :  King  Richard  lyes 
Within  the  Limits  of  yond  Lime  and  Stone, 
And  with  him  the  Lord  jinmerUy  Lord  SalisbHrji 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  befides  a  Clergy-man 
Of  holy  Reverence ;  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Ohj  belike  it  is  the  Bifliop  of  Carlijle. 

Bulling.  Noble  Lord,  [To  Nerth* 

Cp  to  the  rudfc  Ribs  of  that  ancient  Caftle, 
Through  brazen  Trumpet  fend  the  breaxVv  ot^wV^ 
Into  his  ruin'd  £,ars,  and  thus  deliver: 
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Henry  BiilUngbrok^  upon  his  Knees  doth  kifs 

King  Richard's  Hand,  and  fends  Allegiance 

And  true  Faith  of  Heart  to  his  Royal  Perfon;   hither  come 

Even  at  his  Peer,  to  lay  my  Arms  and  Power, 

Provided,  that  my  Baniftiment  repeal'd. 

And  Lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted; 

If  not,  ril  ufe  the  Advantage  of  my  Power^ 

And  lay  the  Summer's  Duft  with  Showers  of  Blood, 

Rain'd  from  the  Wounds  of  flaughter'd  Englijbmeni 

The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  Mind  oi  Bt$lUngbrokf 

It  is,  fuch  Crimfon  Ttmpeft  (houlcj  bcdrench 

The  frefli  green  Lap  of  fair  King  Richard*^  Land, 

My  (looping  Duty  tenderly  (hall  (hew.^ 

Go  (ignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 

Upon  the  graflie  Carpet  of  this  Plain  ; 

Let's  march  without  the  Noife  of  threatning  Drum^ 

That  from  this  Caftle's  tatter'd  Battlements 

Our  fair  Appointments  may  be  well  perus'd* 

Methinks  King  Richard  and  my  felf  fhould  meet 

With  no  lefs  Terror  than  the  Elements 

Of  Fire  and  Water,  when  their  thundring  Smoak 

At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  Cheeks  of  Heav*n: 

Be  he  the  Fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  Water  r 

The  Rage  be  hif,  while  on  the  Earth  I  rain 

My  Waters  on  the  Earth,  and  not  on  him. 

March  on  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 

Parle  without,  and  Anfiver  within  i  then  a  Floarijh.  Enter  m 

the  Walls  J   King  Richard,    the  Bijhof  </Carlifle,Aumer^ 

le,  Scroop  and  Salisbury. 
See,  f^e,  King  Richard  doth  himfclf  appear 
As  doth  the  blulhing  difcontented  Sun, 
From  out  the  fiery  Portal  of  the  Eaft, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  Clouds  arc  bent 
To  dim  his  Glory,  and  to  fJain  the  Traft 
Of  his  bright  PafTage  to  the  Occident, 

Tork*  Yet  looks  he  like  a  King;  behold  his  Eye 
As  bright  as  is  the  Eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  Majefty;  alack,  alack,  for  Wo^ 
Th't  any  H^rm  (hould  ftain  fo  fair  a  Show. 

K.  Rich.  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we  flood 
To  watch  the  fczrful  bending  of  thy  Knee,         [7#N(Mth. 
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Becaufe  we  thought  our  felf  thy  lawful  King ; 

And  if  wc  be,  how  dare  thy  Joints  forget 

To  pay  the  awful  Duty  to  our  Prefencc? 

If  we  be  not,  (hew  us  the  Hand  of  God, 

That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  Stewardfhip; 

For  well  we  know*  no  Hand  of  Blood  and  Bone 

Can  gripe  the  facred  Handle  of  our  Scepter* 

Unlefs  he  do  prophane,  fteal  or  ufurp. 

And  though  you  think*  that  all,  as  you  have  done. 

Have  torn  their  Souls*  by  turning  them  from  us* 

And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  Friends : 

Yet  know,  my  Maftcr,  God  Omnipotent, 

Is  muflering  in  his  Clouds  on  our  behalf. 

Armies  of  Peftilence,  and  they  ihallftrike. 

Your  Children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot> 

That  lift  your  ValTal  Hands  againft  my  Head, 

And  threat  the  Glory  of  my  precious  Crown* 

Tell  BHlUnghok^^  for  yond  methinks,  he  is. 

That  every  Stride  he  makes  upon  the  Land* 

Is  dangerous  Treafon,  he  is  come  to  ope 

The  purple  Teftament  of  a  bleeding  War; 

But  e*er  the  Crown  he  looks  for,  live  in  Peace, 

Ten  thoufand  bloody  Crowns  of  Mothers  Sons 

Shall  ill  become  the  Flower  of  EngUn£%  Face, 

Change  the  Complexion  of  her  Maid-pale  Peace 

To  Scarlet  Indignation,  and  bedew 

Her  Pallors  Grafs  with  faithful  Englifh  Blood. 

N$rth.  The  King  of  Heav'n  forbid  our  Lord  the  King 

Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  Arms 

Be  rufti'd  upon:  Thy  thrice-noble  Coufin, 

Harrj  EiilUnghroksy  doth  humbly  kifs  thy  Hand* 

And  by  the  honourable  Tomb  he  fwears 

That  ftands  upon  your  Royal  Grandfirc's  Bones, 

And  by  the  Royalties  of  both  your  Bloods, 

Currents  that  fpring  from  one  moft  gracious  Head  * 

And  by  the  bury'd  Hand  of  warlike  Gaunt, 

And  by  the  Worth  and  Honour  of  himfelf, 

Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworn,  or  faid> 

His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  Scope, 

Than  for  his  lineal  Royalties,  and  to  beg 

IsSnnchifcmcnt  immcdUte  on  his  Knees  *. 

I  J  NNVvA 
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Which  on  thy  Royal  party  granted  once. 
His  glittering  Arms  he  will  commend  to  Ruft; 
His  barbed  Sreeds  to  Stables,  and  his  Heart 
To  faithful  Service  of  your  Majefty: 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  juft, 
And  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K.  Rich.  NorthHmberUnd,   fay  thus :   The  King  returnj, 
His  noble  Coufin  is  right  welcome  hither. 
And  all  the  Number  of  his  fair  Demands 
Shall  be  acconiplifli'd  without  Contradidioo  ; 
Wiih  all  the  gracious  Utterance  thou  haft. 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  con)mends. 
We  do  dcbafe  our  felf,  Coufin,  do  we  not,         [To  Kxml 
To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fptak  fo  fair/ 
Shall  wc  call  back  Northnrnkerland^  and  fend 
.  Defiance  to  the  Taitor,  and  fo  die? 

Aum.  No,  good  my  Lord,  let's  fight  withgepfleWordf, 
'Till  time  lend  Friends,  and  Friends  their  hoppful  Syords. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  God,  oh  God  that  e'er  this  Tongue  of  mine. 
That  laid  the  Sentence  of  dread  Baniftiment    • 
On  yond  proud  Man,  ftiould  take  it  off  again 
With  Words  of  footh;  oh  that  I  were  as  grpit 
As  is  my  Grief,  or  leflfer  than  ipy  Name; 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been. 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now. 
Sweirft  thou,  proud  Heart?  Fll  give  thee  Scope  tO  beat, 
Si.ice  Foes  have  Scope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me, 

Anm.  Northnmherland  comes  back  from  Bf^Uift^trakf, 

K,  Rich.  What  muft  the  King  do  now?  Muft  hefubmitl 
The  King  (hall  do  it:  Muft  he  be  deposed? 
The  King  fliall  be  contented:  Muft  he  lofc 
The  Name  of  King?  o'God's  Name  let  it  go. 
I'll  give  my  Jewels  for  a  Set  of  Beads; 
My  gorgeous  Pallace,  for  a  Hermitage; 
My  gay  Apparel,  for  an  Alms-man's  Gown; 
My  figured  Goblets,  foe  a  Difh  of  Wood; 
My  Scepter,  for  a  Palmer's  walking  Staff, 
My  Subjeds,  for  a  Pair  of  carved  Saints, 
And  ray  large  Kingdom,  for  a  little  Graved 
A  little  little  Grave,  an  obfcure  Grave. 
Or  ril  be  bury'd  in  the  King's  HvfeVvw^j  ; 
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Someway  of  common  Trade,  where  Subjefts  Feet 

May  houily  trample  on  their  SoveraignS  Head; 

For  on  my  Heart  they  tread  now,  VfhiJft  I  live; 

And  bury  d  once,  why  not  upon  my  Head? 

u^umerUy  thou  weep*ft,  my  tender  hearted  Coufir, 

Wc*ll  majce  foul  Weather  with  defpifed  Tears. 

Our  Sighs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  Summer  Corn, 

And  make  a  Dearth  in  this  revolting  Land. 

O"  fliall  we  play  the  Wantons  with  our  Woes, 

And  make  fome  pretty  Match  with  Ihedding  Tears? 

As  thus,  to  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  PJace, 

'Tiil  they  have  fretted  us  a  Pair  of  Graves, 

Within  the  Earth;  and  therein  laid,  there  lyes 

Two  Kmfmen  digg'd  their  Graves  with  weeping  Eyes  i* 
'  Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ?  Wei),  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idely,  and  you  mock  at  me. 

Moft  mighty  Prince,  my  Lord  NtrthHmherland^ 

What  fays  King  BulHngln'oke ^  VVill  his  Majefty 

Give  Richard  leave  to  jive,  'till  Richard  die? 

You  make  a  Lep,  and  "BHllingbroke  fays  I. 

North.  My  Lordi  in  the  bafe  Court  he  doth  attend 
Tofpeafc  with  you,  may  it  pleafe  you  to  come-down, 

K»  Rich.  iJpwn,  down  I  come,  like  glifl'ring  Phaeton^ 
Wanting  the  Manage  of  unruly  Jades. 
In  the  bafe  Court  J  bafe  Court  where  Kings  grow  bafe. 
To  come  at  Traitors  Calls,  and  do  them  Grace. 
In  the  bife  Court  come  down;  down  Court,  down  King, 
For  Nighc-Owls  Ihriek,  where  mounting  Larks  fhouldfing. 
Bulling.  What  fays  his  Majcfty? 
North.  Sorrow,  and  Grief  of  Heart 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly  like  a  frantick  Man ; 
Yet  he  is  corns.. 

Bulling.  Stand  all  apart. 
And  (liew  fair  Duty  to  his  Majcfty. 
My  gracious  Lord.  [Kne.U 

K.  Rich.  Fair  Coufin, 
You  debafe  your  Princely  Knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  Earth  proud  with  killing  it. 
Me  rather  had,  my  H'^art  might  feel  your  Love, 
Than  my  un-pleas'd  Eye  fee  your  Courtefic, 
Up  Coufin,  up,  your  Hezrt  is  up,  I  know^ 

I  4  '^Vv 
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Thus  high  at  leaft«  although  your  Knee  be  low* 

B filling.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K.  Rich.  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all. 

Buliing.  So  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redoubted  Lord^ 
As  my  true  Service  (hall  dcferve  your  Love, 

K.  Rich.  Well  you  defcrv'd : 
They  well  dcferve  to  have. 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  ^tt. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  Hand ;  nay,  dry  your  Eye$i 
Tears  (hew  their  Love,  but  want  their  Remedies* 
Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  Father, 
Though. you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  Heir, 
What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  willing  toQ» 
For  do  we  muft,  what  Force  will  have  us  do. 
S:t  on  towards  London: 
Coufin,  is  it  fo? 

Bnlling.  Yea,  my  gopd  Lord. 

K*  Rich.  Then  I  muft  not  fay  no,  [Flourijb.  Exomnt. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Queen^  4nd  two  Ladies. 

Queen.  What  Sport  fhall  we  devife  here  in  this  Garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  Care? 

Ladj.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  Bowls, 

Queen.  'Twill  make  me  think  the  World  is  full  of  Rubs, 
And  that  my  Fortune  runs  againft  the  Bias, 

Ladj.  Madam,  well  dance** 

Queen.  My  Legs  can  keep  no  Meafure  in  Delight, 
When  my  poor  Heart  no  Meafure  keeps  in  Grief, 
Therefore  no  dancing.  Girl  \  fome  other  Sport, 

Ladj.  Madam,  we'll  tell  Tales. 

Queen,  Of  Sorrow,  or  of  Grief/ 

Ladj.  Of  cither,  Madam. 

Queen.  Of  neither.  Girl. 
For  if  of  Joy,  being  altogether  wanting. 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  Sorrow : 
Or  if  of  Grief,  being  altogether  had. 
It  adds  more  Sorrow  to  my  want  of  Joy ; 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat: 
And  whit  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain^ 
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Lddy.  Madim,  I'll  iing. 

Queen.  'Tis  well  that  thou  haft  Caufe : 
But  thou  (hould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep. 

Ladj.  I  could  weep,  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good  ? 

Queen.  Aod  I  could  fing,  would  weeping  do  me  good. 
And  never  borrow  any  Tear  of  thee. 

Enter  a  Gardinery  and  two  Servants^ 
But  flay,  here  comes  the  Gardiners ; 
Lcfs  ftep  into  the  Shadow  of  thefe  Trees. 
My  Wretchednefs,  unto  a  row  of  Pines, 
They'll  talk  of  State;  for  every  one  doth  fo, 
Agaioft  a  Change ;  wo  is  fore-run  with  wo. 

Gard.  Go  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  Apricocks, 
Which  like  unrply  Children,  make  their  Syre 
Sto^p  with  oppreuion  of  their  prodigal  weight : 
Give  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  Twigs. 
Go  tli^u,  and  like  an  Executioner 
Cut  oflF  the  Heads  of  too  fad  growing  fprays. 
That  look  too  lofty  ;n  our  Commonwealth ; 
AH  muft  be  even  in  our  Government. 
You  thus  imploy'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifbm  Weeds  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  Soil's  fertility  from  wholforo  Flowers. 

Serv.  Why  (hould  we  in  the  compafs  of  a  Pale, 
Keep  Law  and  Form,  and  due  Proportion, 
Shewing,  as  in  a  Model,  our  firm  State  2 
When  our  Sea- walled  Garden,  the  whole  Land, 
Is  full  of  Weed5>  her  faireft  Flowers  choakt  up. 
Her  Fruit-trees  all  uprun'd,  her  Hedges  ruin'd. 
Her  Knots  diforder*d,  and  her  wholfom  Herbs 
Swarming  with  Cater pillers. 

Gard.  Hold  thy  Peace, 
He  that  hath  fuffer'd  this  diforder'd  Spring, 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  Leaf» 
The  Weeds  that  his  broad-fpreading  Leaves  did  fhelter. 
That  feem'd  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up. 
Are  puird  up.  Root  and  all,  by  BulUngbrokf ; 
I  flbean  the  Earl  of  WibflHrey  Bupj,  Green. 

Serv.  What,  are  they  dead? 

Card.  They  are, 
Afid  BmlUffitr^kf  ^^^^  fciz'd  the  wafteful  K\ng« 
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What  pity  is  it,  that  he  had  not  tiimm'd 

And  drcft  his  Land,  as  we  this  Garden  at  time  of  Year; 

And  wound  the  Bark,  the  Skin  of  our  Fruit-trees, 

Left  being  over  proud  with  Sap  and  Blood, 

With  too  much  Riches  it  confound  it  felf  ? 

Had  he  done  (o,  to  great  and  growing  Men, 

They  might  have  Iiv*d  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafte 

Their  Fruits  of  Duty.     All  fuperfluo'is  Branches 

We  lop  away,  that  bearing  Boughs  may  live: 

Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  bom  the  Crown, 

Wh«ch  wafte  and  idle  Hours  hath  quite  thrown  down; 

Serv»  What  think  you  the  King  Ihall  be  depos'd  ? 

Card.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depos'd 
'Tis  doubted  he  will  be.    Letters  came  laft  Night 
To  a  dear  Friend  of  the  Duke  of  Tir;^, 
Thar  fell  black  Tidings. 

Queen.  Oh  I  am  prcft  to  Death  through  want  of  {peaking; 
Thou  old  Adanis  likcnefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  Ga^'den, 
How  darc>  thy  H.rih  Tongue  found  this  unpleafing  News? 
What  Evef  Whit  Serpent  hath  fuggefted  thee, 
To  make  \  ferond  fall  of  curfed  Man? 
Why  doft  thou  fay,  King  Richard  is  deposM? 
Dar'ft  rho  I,  thou  little  better  thingthan  Earth, 
Divine  bis  downfa!  ?  Say,  where,  when,  and  how 
Cam'ft  thou  by  this  ill  Tydings?  Speak,  thorf  Wretch. 

Gard,  Pardon  me.  Madam.    Little  joy  have  I 
To  brea  h  rhefe  News;  yet  what  I  fay  is  true; 
Kinj?  Richard^  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Btillingbrokey  their  Fortunes  both  are  weigh'd: 
In  y^ur  Lord's  Scale,  is  nothing  but  himfelf, 
And  fome  few  Vanities  that  make  him  light: 
jjut  in  the  Ballance  of  great  Bullinghrokey 
Befide«  himfelf,  are  all  the  Englifh  Peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  down, 
Poft  you  to  London^  and  you'll  find  it  fo ; 
I  fpcak  no  more,  than  every  one  doth  know. 

Queen.  Nimble  Mifchmce,  that  art  (b  light  of  Poor, 
Doth  not  thy  Embaflage  belong  to  me? 
And  am  I  laft  that  knows  it?  Oh  thou  think'ft 
To  krvQ  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
Thy  Sorrow  in  my  Breaft',    Gome  LiditSy  %o. 
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To  meet  at  London^  London  s  King  in  wo. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this/  That  ray  fad  Look, 
Should  grace  the  Triumph  of  great  Bullingbroke ! 
Gard'ner,  for  telHng  me  thefe  News  of  wo. 
I  would  the  Plants  thou  graft'ft  may  never  grow.       \_Exit. 
Card.  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  State  might  be  no  worfe, 
I  would  my  Skill  were  fqbjed:  to  thy  Curfe. 
Here  did  (he  drop  a  Tear,  here  in  this  place 
FU  fct  a  Bank  of  Rew,  fowr  Herb  of  Grace  : 
Rew  cv'n  for  Ruth,  here  fliortly  Ihall  be  fcen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen.  \JBxit. 


■!«*■ 


A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  as  to  the  Parliament^  Bullingbroke,  Aumerle,  Nor- 
thumberland, Percy,  Fitzwarcr,  Surrey,  Bijhop  of  C^xMXc^ 
jibbot  of  Weftminfter,  Herald^  Officers y  and  Bagot. 

BMing.£^^ ALL  forth  Bagot. 

\w/  Now  Bagoty  freely  fpeak  thy  Mind, 
What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Glo'fiers  Death » 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  perform*d 
The  bloody  Office  of  his  timelefs  End. 

Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  F^ce  the  Lord  jinmerle. 

Bnlling.  CouHn,  (land  forth,  and  look  upon  char  Man. 

iagot.  My  Lord  AnmerUy  I  know  your  daring  Tongue 
Scorns  to  unfay,  what  it  hath  once  delivered. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Glo'fiers  Death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay.  Is  not  my  Arm  of  length. 
That  reacheth  from  the  reftful  Englijb  Court 
As  far  as  Calais  to  my  Uncle's  Head? 
Amongft  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
1  heard  you  fay  that  you  had  rather  refufe 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 
'^^txi  Bullingbroke  return  to  England;  adding  withal. 
How  blcft  this  Land  would  be  in  this  your  Coulin*s  Dca(h« 

-^um.  Princes,  and  noble  Lords, 
What  anfwer  fhall  I  make  to  this  bafe  Man? 
Shall  I  fo  much  dilhoDour  tny  fair  Stats, 
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On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement?  '< 

Either  I  muft,  or  have  mine  Honour  fpoil'd 
With  the  Attainder  of  his  {land'rous  Lips. 
There  is  my  Gage,  the  manual  Seal  of  Deaths 
That  marks  thee  out  for  Hell.    Thou  lieft. 
And  I'll  maintain  what  thou  haft  faid,  is  falfo. 
Id  thy  Heart  Blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe, 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  Knighty  Sword. 

BHlling,  Bdgot  forbear,  thou  ihalt  not  take  it  up. 

^»m.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  Prelence  that  hath  moved  me  fo. 

Fitz.w.  If  that  thy  Valour  ftand  on  Sympathies : 
There  is  my  Gage,  jiHmerle^  in  Gage  to  thine: 
By  that  fair  Sun,  that  fliews  me  where  thou  ftand'fts 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpaVft  it. 
That  thou  wert  cau/e  of  noble  Glo'ficrs  Death. 
If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft. 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfhood  to  thy  Heart, 
Where  it  was  forged*  with  my  Rapier's  point. 

^Mm.  Thou  dar*ft  not.  Coward,  live  to  fee  the  Day. 

Fitznv.  Now,  by  my  Soul,  I  would  it  were  this  Houi 

jium.  Fitz^'water^  thou  art  damn*d  to  Hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumtrle^  thou  lieft ;  his  Honour  is  as  true 
In  this  Appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft : 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  Gage 
To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'extreameft  point 
Of  mortal  Breathing.    Seize  it,  ifthoudar'ft. 

Aum,  And  if  I  do  not  may  my  Hands  rot  off. 
And  never  brandilh  more  revengeful  Steel, 
Over  the  glittering  Helmet  of  my  Foe. 

SHrrej.  My  Lord  Fitz*water 
I  do  remember  well  the  very  time 
Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitsjiv.  My  Lord, 
*Tis  very  true:  You  were  in  Prefence  then; 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey .  As  falfe,  by  Heav'n, 
As  Heav'n  it  felf  is  true. 

Fitz»w.  Surrey^  thou  lieft. 

Surrey.  Diftionourable  *Boy, 
That  Lie,  (hall  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  S^ord, 
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That  it  (hall  render  Vengeance  and  Revenge, 
'Till  thou  the  Lie-giver,  and  that  Lie,  do  iye 
In  Earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  Father's  Scull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  Honour's  Pawn, 
Engage  it  to  the  Trial,  if  thou  dar*f>. 

Fit:cwm  How  fondly  do'ft  thou  fpur  a  forward  Horfe? 
If  I  dare  eat«  or  drink,  or  breath,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  SHrrej  in  a  Wildernefs, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay  he  lies. 
And  lies,  and  lies ;  there  is  my  Bond  of  Faith, 
To  tie  thee  to  my  flrong  Corredion, 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  World, 
jtumcrle  is  guilty  of  my  true  Appeal. 
Befides,  I  heara  the  bani(ht  JVorfolk^  fav, 
That  thou  uinmerle  didft  fend  two  of  thy  Men, 
To  execute  the  noble  Duke  at  Cal^s^ 
,  jium.  Some  honeft  Chriflian  trufl  me  with  a  Gage, 
That  iVbrftf/i^Iies;  here  do  I  throw  down  thif. 
If  he  may  be  repcai'd,  to  try  his  Honour^ 

Bulling.  Thefe  Differences  /hall  all  reft  under  Gage, 
Till  JSTorfrlk  bo  repeaPd  :  Repealed  he  fliall  be; 
And  though  mine  Enemy,  reftor*d  again 
To  all  his  Lands  and  Seigniories;  when  he*s  returned, 

Againft  jiumerU  we  will  enforce  his  Trial. 
CarL  That  honourable  Day  ihall  ne'er  be  feen» 

Many  a  time  hath  bani(ht  Norfolk^  fought 

For  Jefus  Chrift*  in  glorious  Chriftian  Fiekl 

Streaming  the  EnGgn  of  the  Chriftian  Crofs 

Againft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens  t 

And  toiI*d  with  works  of  War,  retired  himfelf 

To  Italjfy  and  there  at  FcMce  gave 

His  Body  to  that  pleafant  Countries  Earth, 

And  his  pure  Soul  unto  his  Captain  Chrift> 

Under  whofe  Colours  he  bad  fought  fo  long» 
Bultmg.  Why,  Biftiop,  is  A^arji/i^dead.^ 
CarL  As  fure  as  I  live,  my  Lord* 
BuUiffg,  Sweet  peace  condud  his  fweet  Soull 

To  the  Bofbm  of  good  old  Abraham. 

Wds  Appealants,  your  DiflPerences  ftiall  all  reft  under  gage 

Till  we  affign  you  to  your  Days  of  Trial. 


Ewtet 


1 1  o  z  The  Life  and  Death 

Enter  York. 

Tork*  Great  Duke  of  Lancafier,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluckt  Richard,  who  with  willing  Soul 
Adopts  thee  Heir,  and  his  high  Scepter  yields 
To  the  Pofleflion  of  thy  Royal  Hand. 
Afcend  his  Throne,  dcfcending  now  from  him. 
And  long  live  Henry ^  of  that  Name  the  Fourth. 

Bulling,  In  God's  Name,  TIL  afcend  the  Regal  Thronei 

CarL  Marry,  Heav'n. forbid. 
Word  in  this  Royal  Prefence  may  I  fpeak. 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  Prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  Judge 
Of  noble  Richardy  then  true  Noblenefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  Wrong. 
What  Subjeft  can  give  Sentence  on  his  King? 
And  who  fits  here  that  is  not  Richard*s  Subjcdf 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear. 
Although  apparent  Guilt  be  feen  in  them : 
And  (hall  th-j  Figure  of  God's  Majefty, 
His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  ele(S, 
Anointed,  crown 'd  and  planted  many  Years, 
Be  jiidg'd  by  Subjeft  and  inferior  Breath, 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefent?  Ob,  forbid  it,  Godi 
That  in  a  Chriftian  Climate,  Souls  rcfin'd 
Should  fhew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfcene  a  deed. 
I  fpeak  to  Subjefts,  and  a  Sub j eft  fpeaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  Heav'n,  thus  boldly  for  his  Kinf^. 
My  Lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 
Is  a  foul  Traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  King. 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefie. 
The  Blood  oiEngliJIj  (hall  manure  the  Ground, 
And  future  Ages  groan  for  his  foul  Aft. 
Peace  (hall  gofleep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 
And  in  this  Seat  of  Peace,  tumultuous  Wars 
Shall  Kin  with  Kin,   and  kind  with  kind  confound* 
Difordcr,  Hoi'ror,  Fear  and  Mutiny 
Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  Land  be  call'd 
The  Field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  Men's  Sculls. 
Oh,  if  you  rear  this  Houfe,  againft  this  Hou(e# 
It  will  the  wofulleft  Divifion  prove, 
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That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  Earth.  ? 

Prevent  it,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  fo. 

Left  Child,  Childs  Children  cry  againft  you,  wo. 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  Sir;  and  for  your  pains, 
Of  Capital  Treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 
My  Lord  of  Wefiminjiery  be  it  your  Charge, 
To  keep  him  fafely,  'cill  his  Day  of  Trial. 
May  it  pleafe  you.  Lords,  to  grant  the  Connmons  Suit? 

BuUiitg.  Fetch  hither  Richardy  that  in  common  View 
He  may  furrcnder:  So  we  (hall  proceed 
Without  Sufpicion. 

Torki  I  will  he  his  Conduft.  [Exiu 

Bulling.  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  Arreft, 
Procure  your  Sureties  for  your  Days  of  Anfwer: 
Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  Love, 
And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  Hands. 

Enter  King  Richard  and  York. 

K.  Rich,  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  ftiook  off  the  regal  Thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign*d  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learnM 
To  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  Knee. 
Give  Sorrow  leave  a  while,  to  return  me 
To  this  Submiffion.     Yet  I  will  remember 
The  favours  of  thcfc  Men:  Were  they  not  mine? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry.  All  hail  to  me? 
So  Judii^s  did  to  Chrift :  But  he  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one;  T,  in  twelve  thoufand,  noneJ 
God  fave  the  King:  Will  no  Man  fay,  j^men. 
Am  I  both  Prieft  and  Clark?  Well  then,  Amen. 
God  fave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he : 
And  yet  Amen^  if  Heav'n  do  think  h  m  me. 
To  do  what  Service,  am  I  fent  for  hither  f 

Tork*  To  do  that  Office  of  thine  own  good  Will, 
Which  tired  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer : 
The  Refignation  of  thy  State  and  Crown 
To  Henry  Bullingtroke. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  Crown.  Here  Coufin,fcize  theCrown  ; 
Here  Coufin,  on  this  fide  my  Hand,  on  that  fide  thine. 
Now  is  this  Golden  Crown  like  a  deep  Well, 
That  owes  two  B tickets,  filling  one  another, 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  Air, 
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The  other  Sown,  unfeen,  and  full  of  Water:  ^ 

That  Bucket  down,  and  full  of  Tears  am  I, 
Drinking  my  Griefs,  whilft  you  mount  up  on  hi'gh^ 

BnUtng.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  reugn. 

K.  Rich.  My  Crown  I  am,  but  dill  my  Griefs  are  mine : 
You  may  my  Glories,  and  my  State  depole. 
But  not  my  Griefs;  ftill  am  I  King  of  thofe. 

Bulling.  Part  of  your  Cares  you  give  me  with  your  Crown. 

K.Rich.  Your  Cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  Cares  down. 
My  Care,  is  lofs  of  Care,  by  old  Care  done. 
Your  Care,  is  gain  of  Care,  by  new  Care  won. 
The  Cares  1  give,  I  have,  though  given  away. 
They  tend  the  Crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  ftay. 

BMing.  Are  you  contented  to  rcfign  the  Crown? 

K.  Rich.  I  no ;  no  I,  for  I  muft  nothing  be : 
Therefore  no,  no,  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
Now,  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  my  felf ; 
I  give  this  heavy  Weight  from  off  my  Head, 
And  this  unwieldy  Scepter  from  my  Hand, 
The  pride  of  Kingly  fway  from  out  my  Heart, 
With  mine  own  Tears  I  wa(h  away  my  blame. 
With  mine  own  Hands  I  give  away  my  Crown, 
With  mine  own  Tongue  deny  my  facred  State, 
With  mine  own  Breath  releafe  all  dutious  Oaths : 
All  Pomp  and  Majefty  I  do  forfwear:  , 
My  Manors,  Rents,  Revenues,  I  forgo; 
My  Adf,  Decrees,  and  Statutes  I  deny : 
God  pardon  all  Oaths  that  are  broke  to  me, 
God  keep  all  Vows  uibroke  are  made  to  thee* 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'dy 
And  thou  with  all  p!eas*d,  that  haft  all  atchiev'd ; 
Long  may  ft  thou  long  live  in  Rich4rd\  Scat  to  fit. 
And  foon  lye  Richard  in  an  Earthy  Pit. 
God  fave  King  Henrj^  un-king'd  Richard  fays. 
And  fend  him  many  Years  of  Sun-ftiine  Days. 
What  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more ;  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  Accufations,  and  thcfe  grievous  Crimes 
Committed  by  your  Perfon,  and  your  Followers,' 
Againft  ihe  State  and  Profit  of  this  Land: 

Thit 
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That  by  confefling  them,  the  Souls  of  Men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

K.  Rich.  Muft  I  do  fo?  And  muft  I  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  Follies?  Gentle  NorthHmherUndj 
If  thy  QflFences  were  upon  Record, 
Would  it  not  ftiame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  Troop, 
To  read  a  Lcdure  of  them?  If  thou  would'ft. 
There  fhould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  Article, 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  ftrong  Warrant  of  an  Oath, 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  Book  of  Heav'n* 
Nay^  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  my  fdf. 
Though  fomc  of  you,  with  PiUte^zih  your  Hands, 
Shewing  an  outward  Pity :  Yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  delivered  me  to  my  (ower  Crofsj 
And  Water  cannot  wafh  away  your  Sin* 

North.  My  Lord,  difpatch,  read  o'er  thefe  Aiticles* 
K.  Rich.  Mine  Eyes  are  full  of  Tears,  I  cannot  fee : 
And  yet  Salt-water  blinds  thern  not  fo  rauchj 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  Traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  Eyes  upon  my  fclf, 
I  find  my  felf  a  Traitor  with  the  reft : 

For  I  have  Riven  here  my  Svoul's  confcntj 

Tundeck  the  pompous  Body  of  a  King; 

Made  Glory  bafc;  a  Sovera'gn,  a  Slave; 

Proud.  Majcfty,  aSubjeft;  State,  a  Peafant- 
North.  My  Lord* 
K.  Rich.  No  Lord  of  xhinc,  thou  haugh  t-infulting  Man^ 

No,  nor  no  Man's  Lord:  I  have  no  Name,  no  Title 5 

No,  not  that  Name  was  given  me  at  the  Font,    • 

But  'tis  ufurpr*    Alack  the  heavy  Day, 

T'hat  I  have  worn  fo  many  Winters  out, 

And  know  not  now,  what  Name  to  call  ray  felf* 

Oh,  that  I  were  a  Mockery,  King  of  Snow, 

Standing  before  the  Sun  of  BtilUngbrokei 

To  melt  my  felf  away  in  Water-drops. 

Good  King, great  King,  and  yet  not  greatly  goodj[Ti^  Bulling^ 

And  if  my  word  be  Sterling  yet  in  England 

Let  it  command  a  Mirror  hither  ftreight, 

That  it  may  (hew  me  whit  a  Face  I  hive^ 
Vol.  UL  iC  ^vc^^'^ 
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Since  it  is  Bankrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

BnlLing.  Go  feme  of  you,  and  fetch  a  Looking-Glafs. 
North.  Read  o*er  this  Paper,  while  the  Glafs  doth  conn 
K.Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torment'ft  me,  e'er  I  come  to  HelL 
BHlling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumberland^ 
North.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 
K.Rich.  They  Ihall  be  fatisfy'd:  TJl  read  enough* 
When  I  do  fee  the  very  Book  indeed, 
Where  all  my  Sins  \vc  writ,  and  that's  my  felf. 

Enter  one  with  a  Glafs. 
Give  me  that  Glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet?  Hith  Sorrow  ftruck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  Face  of  mine. 
And  made  no  deeper  W(  urd^?  Oh  flatt'ring  Glafs, 
Like  to  my  Followers  in  Profperity, 
Thou  doft  beguile  me.     Was  this  Face,  the  F^cc 
That  every  Day  under  his  Houlhold-roof 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  Men  ?  Was  this  the  Face, 
That  like  the  Sun  did  make  Beholders  wirk? 
Is  this  the  Fac(^  which  fac'd  fo  many  Follies, 
That  was  at  laft  out-fac'd  by  BHllingbroke^ 
\  brittle  Glory  Ihineth  in  this  Face, 
A^  brittle  as  theGloiy,  is  the  Face, 
For  there  it  is,  crackt  in  an  hundred  Shivers, 
Mark,  fi!ent  King,  the  Moral  of  this  fporr, 
How  foon  my  Sorrow  hath  deftroy'd  my  Face. 

Bulling.  The  Shadow  of  your  Sorrow  hath  deftroy'd 
The  Shadow  of  your  Face. 

K.RSch.  Say  that  acain. 
The  Shadow  of  my  Sorrow!  ha,  let's  fe^, 
*Tis  very  true,  my  Grief  lyes  all  within, 
And  thefe  external  Manrers  of  Laments 
Are  meerly  Shadows  to  the  unfeen  Grief, 
That  fwells  with  filcnce  in  the  tortur'd  Soul. 
There  lyes  the  Subftance:  And  I  thank  thee,  King, 
"For  thy  great  Bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft 
Me  Calif c  to  wail,  but  teachtft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  Caufr.     1 11  beg  one  boon. 
And  ih:n  be  gone,  and  .trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 
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BmUing.  Name  it,  fair  Coufin. 
K.  Rich.  Fair  Coufin  I  I  am  greater  than  a  King : 
For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  Flatterers 
Were  then  but  Subjefts;  being  now  a  Subjed» 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  Flatterer: 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg« 
Bulling.  Yet  ask.  • 

K.Ri€b.  And  Ihalllhavc? 
BiMng.  You  OialJ. 
K.  Rick.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 
BaUing.  Whither? 

K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fighf* 
Bulling.  Go  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 
K.  Rich.  Oh  good ;  convey  :  Conveyers  are  you  all, 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  King's  fall. 

Bulling.  On  Tf^ednefday  next  we  folemnly  fet  down 
Our  Coronation:  Lords,  prepare  your  felvcs. 

\Ex.  dll  tut  jibkoh  Bijhcp  <>/ Carlifle  and  Aumtrle. 
Abbot.  A  woful  Pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 
Bijbop.  The  wo's  to  come,  the  Children  yet  unborn. 
Shall  feel  this  Day  as  (harp  to  them  as  Thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  Clergy-men,  is  there  no  Plot 
To  rid  the  Realm  of  this  pernicious  Blot? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  Mind  herein. 
You  (hall  not  only  take  the  Sacrament, 
To  bury  mine  Intents,  but  alfo  to  cffeft 
Whatever  I  (hall  happen  to  devife* 
I  fee  your  Brows  are  full  of  Difcontent, 
Your  Hearts  of  Sorrow,  and  your  Eyes  of  Tears* 
Come  home  with  me  to  Supper,  FU  lay  a  Plot 
Shall  (hew  us  all  a  merry  Day.  [Exeunt. 
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ACTV.     SCENE   L 

Enter  Quten  Mid  LatUes. 

^flfciTpHIS  Way  the  King  will  come  i  This  is  the  way 

1    To  j^*/»w  Ceyir's  ill-ercacd  To>NW» 
To  whofe  Biot  Bofom,  my  condemned  Lord 
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Is  doom'd  a  Prifoner,  by  proud  Bullmghrokc^ 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  Rebellious  Earth 
Have  any  rcftinp  for  her  true  King's  Queen. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  Guards. 
But  foft,  but  fee,  or  lather  do  not  fee, 
My  fair  Rofe  wither;  yet  look  up;  behold^ 
That  you  in  pity  may  diffolve  to  Dew, 
And  wafli  him  frefti  again  with  true-love  Tears, 
Ah  thou,  the  Model,  where  old  Troj  did  ftand,[7i  JCRich. 
Thou  Map  of  Honour,  thou  King  Richard'sT  omh^ 
And  not  King  Richard;  thou  molr  beauteous  Inn, 
Why  fhould  hard-farour'd  Grief  be  lodg'd  in  t'hce, 
V/hen  Triumph  is  become  an  Ale-houfc  Gueft? 

K.  Rich.  Join  not  with  Grief,  fair  Woman,  do  not  fo^ 
To  make  my  Endtoofudden:  Learn,  good  Soul, 
To  think  our  former  State  a  happy  Dream, 
From  which  awaVd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this.    I  am  f^orn  Brother,  Sweet, 
To  grimNeceffity;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  League  'till  death.     High  thee  to  Frsmct, 
Aud  Cloifter  thee  in  fome  Religious  Houfe ; 
Our  holy  Lives  muft  win  a  new  World's  Crown, 
Which  our  prophane  Hours  here  have  ftrickcn  dowo. 

Queen.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  Shape  and  Mind 
Transformed  and  weakened?  Hath  Bullingbroks 
Depos'd  thine  Intelled  ?  Hath  he  been  in  thy  Heart? 
The  Lion  dying  thrufteth  forth  his  Paw, 
And  wounds  the  Earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage' 
To  be  o*er-power*d :  And  witt  thou.  Pupil-like, 
Take  thy  Corredion  mildly,  kifs  the  Rod, 
And  fawn  on  Rage  with  bafe  Humility, 
Which  art  a  Lion  and  a  King  of  Beafts  ? 

K.  Rich.  A  King  of  Beafts  indeed;  if  ought  but  Beafts^ 
I  had  been  ft  ill  a  happy  King  of  Men. 
Good,  fjmetime>  Q^een  prepare  thee  hence  ioxVtanc9\ 
Think  I  am  dead,  arid  that  even  here  thou  tak*ft. 
As  from  my  Death-bed,  my  laft-living  leave. 
In  Winters  tedious  Nights  fit  by  the  Fire 
With  good  old  Folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  Talcs 
Of  v/oful  Ages,  long  ago  betide: 
And  e'er  thou  hid  gcod»night,  to  quit  their  Grief, 

Tell 
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Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me, 

And  fend  the  Hearers  weeping  to  their  BeJs: 

For  why?  The  fenfelefs  Brands  will  fympathize 

The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  Tongue,' 

And  in  compaflion  weep  the  Fire  out: 

And  foftje  will  mourn  in  Aflies,  fome  coal-black. 

For  the  depofing  of  a  rightful  King. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  My  Lord,  the  mind  of  Bullingbroke  is  chang'd.' 
You  muft  to  Tomfret^  not  unto  the  Tower. 
And,  Madam,  there  h  order  ta'en  for  you: 
With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  muft  away  to  France. 

K.Rich.  Northumberland^  thou  Ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  BHllinghroke  afcends  my,  Throne,  . 
The  time  (hall  not  be  many  Hours  of  Age, 
More  than  it  is,  e'er  foul  Sin,  gathering  head. 
Shall  break  into  Corruption;  thou  ihalt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  Realm,  and  give  the  half. 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him^  to  alj : 
And  he  (hall  think,  that  thou  which  know'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again. 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way. 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  th'ufurped  Throne. 
The  Love  of  wicked  Friends  converts  to  Fear ; 
That  Fear  to  Hate;  and  Hate  turns  one,  or  both, 
To  worthy  Danger,  and  deferved  Death.  ' 

North.  My  Guilt  be  on  my  Head,  and  there's  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  parr,  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorc'd?  Bad  Men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  Marriage?  'twixt  my  Crown  aod  mc: 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  Wife. 
Let  me  ijpkifs  the  Oath,  *twixt  thee  and  me:  [TotheOueen. 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made. 
Part  us,  Northumberland:  f,  towards  the  North, 
Where  (hiverinq  Cold  and  Sicknefs  pines  the  tlime: 
My  Queen  to  France;  from  whence,  fee  forth  ia  Pompi 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  Afajfj 
Sent  back  like  Hollowmasy  or  (horteft  Day.  ' 

Queen.  And  muft  we  be  divided?  Muft  wc  part  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  Hand  from  Hand,  my  Love,  iT\d  Vlt^n  ^tcswv 

SjScen.  BaniHi  14s  both,  and  fend  the  K.ing>N\t\\m^«  \yVt.^xx» 
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North.  That  were  fome  Love,  but  little  Policy. 

Queen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  t]iither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two  together  weeping,  make  one  wo. 
Weep  thou  for  mc  in  Frdncei  I  for  thee  here: 
Belter  far  ofF  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  Sighs,  I  mine  with  Groans. 

Queen.  So  longeft  way,  (hall  have  the  longeft  Moans. 

K.  Rich.  Twice  for  one  ftcp  Til  groan,  the  way  being  fliort, 
And  piece,  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  Heart, 
Come,  come  in  wooing  Sorrow  let's  be  brief. 
Since  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  Grief: 
One  Kifs  ftiall  ftop  our  Mouths  and  dumbly  part; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  Heart.      [Th^J  klfi^ 

Queen.  Give  me  mine  own  again;  'twere  no  good  Part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  Htart. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  ag^in,  be  gone,  ^Kifs  again. 

That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  Groan, 

X.Rich.  We  make  Wo  wanton  with  this  fond  delay: 
Once  more  adieu;  the  reft  kx  Sonow  hy\  .    [^Exeunt* 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  York  and  his  Dutchefi. 

Dutch.  My  Lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft. 
When  weeping  made  you  break  tLc  Story  off, 
Of  our  two  Coufins  coming  into  London. 

Torki  Where  did  I  leive? 

Dutch.  At  that  fad  ftop,  my  Lord, 
Wheie  rude  mifs-govern'd  Hands,  from  Windows  tops. 
Threw  Duft  and  Rubbifti  on  King  Richard's  Head. 

Torkx  Then,  a*?  I  faid,  thi  Duk.,  great  Bullingbroke^ 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  Stecd,*^ 
Which  his  afpiring  Raider  feem'd  to  know. 
With  flow,  but  (lately  Pace,  kept  on  his  Courfe : 
While  all  Tongues  cry'd,  God  fave  ther,  Bullingbrokg. 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  Windows  fpakf , 
S )  many  greedy  Looks  of  young  and  old. 
Through  Cafements  darted  their  defiring  Eyc$ 
Upon  hi5  Vifage  j  and  that  all  the  Waljs 

With 
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With  painted  Imagery  had  faid  at  once, 
Jefu  prefcrvc  thee,  welcome  BuUinghroke. 
Wiiilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning. 
Bare-headed  lower  than  his  proud  Steed's  Neck, 
Befpoke  them  thus;  I  thank  you,  Country-men; 
And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  pail  along. 

Dutch.  Alas!  Poor  Richard^  where  rides  he  the  whilft? 
Tork*  As  in  a  Theater,  the  Eyes  of  Men, 
After  a  wcll-grac*d  Aftor  leaves  the  Stage, 
Are  idlely  bent  on  him  that  enters  next. 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt.  Mens  Eye?, 
Did  fcowle  on  Richard;  no  Man  cry*d,  God  favc  him: 
No  joyful  Tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home, 
B':t  Daft  was  thrown  upon  his  Sacred  Head, 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  Sorrow  he  fliook  off. 
His  Face  ftill  combating  with  Tears  and  Smiks, 
The  Badges  of  his  Giicf  and  Parience, 
That  hid  not  God,  for  fome  ftrong,  purpofe,  fteei'd 
The  Hearts  of  Men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted. 
And  Baibarifm  itfelf  have  pittied  him. 
But  Heav'n  bath  a  Hand  in  thefe  Events, 
To  whofe  high  Will  we  bound  our  calm  Contents. 
To  Bullinbrokei  ^re  we  fworn  Subjcds  now, 
Whofe  State,  ar^d  Honour,  I  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  Aumerle. 
Dutch.  Here  comes  my  Son  Aumerle. 
Tork^  Aumerle  that  was. 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  Friend. 
A'd,  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  no^i 
I  am  in  Parliament  pledge  for  his  Truth, 
And  lafting  Fealty  in  the  new-made  King. 

Dutch.  Welcome  my  Son ;  who  are  the  Violets  now. 
That  ftrcw  the  green  Lap  of  the  nev^-come  Spring? 
Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care, 
God  knows  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

Tork^  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new-fpring  of  time, 
Leaft  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
_  What  News  from  Oxfordi  Hold  thofc  Jufts  and  Triumphs? 
•     Aum.  For  ought  I  know,  my  Lord,  they  do. 
Ttrks  You  will  be  there  I  know. 

i^  4.        f  Awfifi- 
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ulum.  If  God  prevent  me  nor,  I  purpofe  fo. 
Tork^  What  Seal  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  Bofcto  I 
Yea,  Jook*ft  thou  pale?  Let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
^um.  My  Lord,  'tis  nothing, 
Tork^  No  matter  then  who  fees  it, 
I  will  be  fatisficd,  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 

Aum.  t  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me« 
Jt  is  a  matter  of  fmall  Confequpnce, 
Which  for  fome  Reafons  I  would  not  have  fecn. 

Torks  Which  for  fome  Reafons,  Sir,  I  mean  to  fee : 
I  fear,  I  fear. 

Dutch.  What  ihould  you  fear  ? 
*Tis  nofhirg  but  fome  Bond,  that  he  is  cnter'd  into 
For  gay  Apparel,  againft  the  Triumph. 

Tork^.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  What  doth  he  with  a  Bood 
That  he  is  bound  to?  Wife,  thou  art  a  Foot 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
^:lHm.  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I  may  not  flrew  it. 
X^rk^  I  will  be  fatijfied,  let  mc  fee  it,  Ifay. 

[Snatches  ity  tfni  reads^ 
Trr afon !  foul  Treafon !  Villain,  Traitor,  Slave. 
Dutch.  What's  the  matter,  my  Lord  f 
Torl^  Hoa,  who's  within  there?  Saddle  my  Horfc. 
Heav'n  for  bis  Mercy;  what  Treachery  is  here  ? 
Dutch.  Why,  what  is'r,  my  Lord? 
Tork^  Give  me  my  Boots  I  fay;  faddle  my  Horfc,  "^ 
Now  by  my  Honour,  my  Life,  my  Troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  Villain. 
Dutch.  What  is  the  matter? 
Tork.  Peace,  fooliih  Woman. 
Dutch.  I  will  not  peace;  What  is  the  matter.  Son? 
^um.  Good  Mother  be  content,  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  Life  muft  anfwer. 

Dutch.  Thy  Life  anfwer!  ,    * 

Enter  Servant  with  Boots. 
Tork.  Bring  my  Boots,  I  will  unto  the  King. 
Dutch.  Strike  him,  tumeric.  Poor  Boy,  thou  art  amaz'd. 
Hence  Villain,  never  more  come  in  my  Sight. 
Tork.  Give  me  my  Boots,  I  fay. 
Dutch.  Why,  Tork^  what  wilt  thou  do? 
Wile  rhou  not  bide  the  Trefpafs  of  iVv\t\e  own  ? 
-^^ve  wc  more  Sorsi  Or  ar?  we  Vikc  to  \\iNt\  \^ 
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Is  not  my  teeming  dace  drunk  up  with  Time? 
And  wiit  thou  pluck  my  fair  Son  from  mine  Age* 
And  rob  mc  of  a  happy  Mother's  Name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee?  Is  he  not  thine  own? 

Tork*  Thou  fond  mad  Woman, 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  Confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ra'en  the  Sacrament, 
And  interchangeably  have  fet  their  Hands 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford. 

Dutch.  He  (hall  be  none : 
Well  keep  him  here  j  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

Tork*  Aw2y  fond  Woman ;  were  he  twenty  times  rtiy 
Son,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch.  Hadft  thou  groan'd  for  hirti  as  I  have  dome. 
Thou  wouldft  be  more  pitiful : 
But  now  I  know  thy  Mind ;  thou  doft  fufpeft 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  Bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  Baftard,  not  thy  Soft : 
Sweet  Torkj,  fwcet  Husband,  be  not  of  that  mind : 
He  is  as  like  thee,  as  a  Man  may  be. 
Not  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  Kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him, 

Tarl^  Make  way,  unruly  Woman.  L^xit. 

Dutch.  After,  jiumerle.    Mount  thee  upon  his  Hbr(fe, 
Spur  poft,  and  get  before  him  to  the  Kin^, 
And  beg  thy  Pardon,  c*er  he  do  accufe  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind;  though  1  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  faft  as  Torkj 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  Ground, 
'Till  5»///»j^r«;^  have  pardon*d  thee.   Away,  bcgonr,  [Exe. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Bullingbroke,  Percy,  and  other  Lords. 

Bulling.  Can  no  Man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  Son? 
*Tis  full  three  Months  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft. 
If  any  Plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he: 
I  would  to'Heav*n,  my  Lords  he  might  be  found. 
Enquire  at  Loudon,  'mongft  the  Taverns  thtrti 
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For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent. 
With  unreftrained  loofe  Companions 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  ftand  in  narrow  Lane% 
And  rob  our  Watch,  and  beat  our  Paffengers, 
Which  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  Boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of.  Honour,  to  fuppoit 
So  diflblute  a  Crew, 

Percy.  My  Lord,  fome  two  Days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince> 
And  told  him  of  thefe  Triumphs  i.dd  at  Oxford. 

Bulling.  And  what  faid  the  Gallant? 

Fercy.  His  anfwer  wa*; ;  he.  would  unto  the  Stews, 
And  from  the  common'ft  Creature  pluck  a  Glove 
And  wear  it  as  a  Favour,  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfc  the  luftitft  Challenger. 

Bulling.  As  diflblute  as  defpVate,  yet  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparks  of  better  hope;  which  elder  Days 
May  happily  bring  forth.     But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Aj merle. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  King  ? 

Bulling.  What  means  our  Coufir,  that  he  flares 
And  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

j^m*  God  fave  your  Grace.  I  do  befeech  yourMajefty 
To  have  fome  conference  with  your  Grace  alone. 

Bulling.  Withdraw  your  felves,  and  leave  us  here  alone : 
What  is  the  matter  with  oqr  Coufin  now? 

jium.  For  ever  may  my  Knees  grow  to  the  Earth,[l(rwtf/x. 
My  Tongue  cleave  to  my  Roof  within  my  Mouth, 
Unlcfs  a  Pardon,  e'er  I  rife  or  fpeak. 

Bulling.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  Fault? 
If  on  the  firft,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be. 
To  win  thy  after-love  I  pardon  thee, 

jium.  Th«n  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  Key, 
That  no  Man  enter  'till  the  Tale  be  done. 

Bullirig.  Have  thy  defire.  [Vork  within. 

Tork.  My  Liege  beware,  look  to  thy  felf, 
Thou  haft  a  Traitor  in  thy  Prefence  there. 

Bulling.  Villain,  1*11  make  thee  fafe. 

Awn.  Stay  thy  revengeful  Hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear. 

Tork,.  Open  the  Door,  fecure  fool-hardy  King: 
3hall  1  for  love  fpeak  Treafon  to  thy  Face  ? 
(Open  the  Door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

Enttr 
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Bulling.  What  is  the  matter.  Uncle,  fpeak,  recover  breath. 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger. 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

Tork*  Perufe  this  Writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know 
The  rcafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  fliow. 

jlum.  Remember  as  thou  read' ft,  thy  Promife  paft : 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  Name  tlierc. 
My  Heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  Hand. 

Torks  It  was.  Villain,  e'er  thy  Hand  did  fet  it  down. 
I  tore  it  from  the  Traitor's  Bofom,  King. 
Fear,  and  not  Love,  begets  his  Penitence; 
forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  Pity  prove 
A  Serpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  Heart. 

Bulling^  Oh  heinous,  ftrong,  arid  bold  Confpiracy! 

0  loyal  Father  of  a  treacherous  Son : 

Thou  ihecr,  immaculate,  and  Silver  Fountain, 
From  whence  this  Stream,  through  muddy  PafTages. 
Hath  had  his  Current,  and  defil'd  himfelf. 
Thy  oveiflo.w  of  good,  converts  to  bad. 
And  thine  abundant  gocd^cfs  fliall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot,  in  thy  digrelling  Son. 

Tork^  So  lliall  my  Virtue  be  his  Vice's  Bawd, 
And  he  ftiall  fpend  mine  Honour  with  his  Shame; 
As  thriftlefs  Sons  their  fcrapini?  Father's  Gold. 
Mine  H'Jinour  lives  when  h's  Diftionour  dhs^ 
Or  my  (ham'd  Life  in  his  Diftionour  \yt% : 
Thou  kiirft  me  in  his  Life,  giving  him  breath. 
The  Traitor  lives,  the  true  Man's  put  to  Death. 

[Dntchefs  within. 

Dutch.  What  ho,  my  Liege  I  for  Heav'ns  fake  let  me  in. 

Bulling.  What  ftirill-voic'd  Suppliant  makes  this  eaget  cry? 

Dutch.  A  Woman,  and  thine  Aunt,  gi  eat  King,  'cis  L 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  Door, 
A  Beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 

Bulling.  Our  Scene  is  alter'd  from  a  ferious  thing. 
And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar,  and  the  King: 
My  dangerous  Coufin,  let  your  Mother  in, 

1  know  Ale's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  Sin. 

Tark.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray. 
More  Sins  for  this  for^ivencfs^  profper  may ^ 
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This  fcfter'd  Joint  cut  oflF  the  reft  refls  found. 
This  Idt  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound. 

Enter  Dutchefs. 

Dutch.  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  Man," 
Love,  loving  not  it  felf,  none  other  can. 

Tori^  Thou  frantick  Woman,  what  doft  thou  do  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  Dugs  once  more  a  Traitor  rear? 

Dutch.  S  vcet  2tf  r^be  patient ;  hear  me  gentle  Liege.  [Kneels^ 

Bulling.  Rife  up,  good-  Aunt. 

Dutch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech; 
For  ever  will  I  fcneel  upon  my  Knees, 
And  never  fee  Day  that  the  happy  kts^ 
•Till  thou  give  Joy,  until  thou  bid  me  Joy, 
By  pardoning  Rutland^  my  tranfgrcfting  Boy. 

^um.  Unto  my  Mother's  Prayers,  I  bend  my  KnccSKueels. 

Tork:  Againft  thc;m  both,  my  true  Joints  bended  bc.[Knecls. 

Dutch.  Pleads  he  in  earneft?  Look  upon  his  Face; 
His  Eyes  do  drop  no  Tears,  his  Prayers  are  in  jeft; 
His  Words  come  from  his  Mouth,  ours  from  our  Brea(£s : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd;  • 
We  pray  with  Heart  and  Soul,  3ind  all  befide. 
His  weary  Joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know  ; 
Our  Knees  fliall  kneel,  'till  to  the  Ground  they  grow. 
His  Prayers  are  full  of  falfe  Hypocrifie, 
Ours  of  true  Zeal,  and  deep  Integrity: 
Our  Prayers  do  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  have 
That  Mercy,  which  true  Prayers  ought  to  have. 

Bulling.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  Nay,  do  not  fay  ftand  up. 
But  pardon  firft,  and  afterv/ards  ftand  up. 
And  if  I  were  thy  Nurfe,  thy  Tongue  to  teach. 
Pardon  ftiould  be  the  firft  Word  of  thy  Speech. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  Word  'till  now : 
Say  pardch.  King,  let  pity  teach  thee  how. 
The  Word  is  fliorr,  but  not  fo  ftiort  as  fweer, 
J^o  Word  like  Pardon,  for  Kings  Mouths  fo  mett. 

Torkj  Speak  it  in  French^  King,  fay  Pardon  ne  fnoj\ 

Dutch.  Doft  thou  teach  Pardon,  Pardon  to  deftroy  ? 
Ah  my  fowre  H'lsband,  my  hard-hearted  Lord, 
That  fefft  the  Word  it  fclf,  againft  the  Word. 
Speak  Pardon  as  'tis  currant  in  out  Lind^ 
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The  chopping  French  we  do  not  under ftand. 
Thine  Eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  Tongue  there; 
Or  in  thy  piteous  Heart,  plant  thou  thine  Ear, 
That  hearing  how  our  Plaints  and  Prayers  do  pierce. 
Pity  may  move  thce>  Pardon  to  rchearfe. 

Bnlling.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 
Pardon  is  all  the  Suit  I  have  in  hand* 

Bnlling.  I  pardon  him,  as  Heav*n  ftiall  pardon  me* 

Dntch.  O  happy  Vantage  of  a  kneeling  Knee ; 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  Fear;  fpeak  it  again, 
Twice  faying  Pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  Pardon  ftrong* 

Bulling.  I  pardon  him  with  all  my  Heart.. 

Dutch.  A  God  on  Earth  thou  art. 

BulUng.  But  for  our  trufty  Brother-in*Iaw»  the  Abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  Crew, 
Deftrudion  ftreight  fhall  dog  them  at  the  Heels« 
Good  Uncle  help  to  order  federal  Powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where-e'tr  thefe  Traitors  arc: 
They  ihall  not  live  within  this  World,  I  fwear. 
But  I  will  have  them  once  know  where. 
Uncle  farewel,  and  Coufin  adieu ; 
Your  Mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 

Dutch.  Come  my  old  Son,  I  pray  Heav'o  make  thee  new4 

[ExcuuiA 
Enter  Exton  and  a  Servant. 

Exton.  Didft  thou  not  mark  the  King  what  Wordshe  fpake? 
Have  I  no  Friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  Fean 
Was  it  not  fo? 

Serv.  Thofe  were  his  very  Words. 

Exton.  Have  I  no  Friend?  qucth  he;  he  fpake  it  twicer 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together;  did  he  not? 

Serv.  He  did, 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  lopk'd  on  me» 
As  who  ihall  fay,  I  would  thou  wert  the  Man 
That  would  divorce  this  Terror  from  my  Heart; 
Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfrtt.  Come,  let's  go, 
I  am  the  King's  Friend,  aad  will  rid  his  Foe. 

'  \Exemnt^ 
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SCENE    IV.     APrifon., 

Enter  King  Richard* 

K.  Rick  I  have  been  ftudying,  how  to  compare 
This  Prifon  where  I  live,  unto  the  World; 
And  for  becaufc  the  World  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  Creature  but  my  fdf, 
I  cannot  do  it;  yet  I'll  hammer't  out. 
My  Brain,  I'll  prove  the  Female  to  my  Soul, 
My  Soul,  the  Father;  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  Generation  of  ftill  breeding  Thoughts ; 
And  thcfe  fame  Thoughts  people  this  little  World 
In  Humours,  like  the  People  of  this  World, 
For  no  Thought  is  contented.     The  better  Sort, 
As  Thoughts  of  Things  divine,  are  intermixt 
With  Scruples,  and  do  fet  the  Faith  it  felf 
Againftthe  Faith;  as  thus;  come  littleones;  and  then  again. 
It  is  as  hird  to  come,  as  for  a  Camel 
To  thread  the  Poftern  of  a  Needle's  Eye, 
Thoughts  tending  to  Ambition  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  Wonders;  how  thcfe  vain  weak  Nails 
May  tear  a  PaflTagc  through  the  flinty  Ribs 
Of  this  hard  World,  my  ragged  Prilbn  Walls: 
And  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  Pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  Content,  flatter  themfelves. 
That  they  arc  not  the  firft  of  Fortune's  Slaves, 
Nor  fhall  not  be  the  laft. .  Like  filly  Beggars, 
Who  fitting  in  the  Stocks,  refuge  their  Shame 
That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there;    . 
And  in  this  Thought,  they  find  a  kind  of  Eafe, 
Bearing  their  own  Misfortune  on  the  Back 
Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 
Thus  play  I  in  one-Prifon,  many  People* 
And  none  contented.    Sometimes  am  I  King, 
Then  Treafon  makes  me  wifli  my  felf  a  Beggar, 
And  fo  I  am.     Th«n  cruftiing  Penury 
Perfuade^me,  I  was  better  when  a  King; 
Then  am  I  king'd  again ;  and  by  and  by. 
Think  chit  I  am  unking'd  by  B»Ui»^fcr«^, 
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And  ftreight  am  nothing.     But  what-e*er  I  am,     [^Mujicl^j 
Nor  I,  nor  any  Man,  that  but  Man  is, 
With  nothing  ihall  be  pleas'd,  'till  he  be  eas'd 
With  being  nothing,     Mufick  do  I  hear? 
Ha,  ha;  keep  time:  How  fower  fwcet  Mufick  i$^ 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  Proportion  kept  ? 
So  is  it  in  the  Mufick  of  Mens  Lives; 
And  here  have  I  the  Daintinefs  of  Ear, 
To.  hear  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  String ; 
But  for  the  Concord  of  my  State  and  Time, 
Had  not  an  Ear  t(5  hear  my  true  Time  broke.. 
I  wafted  Time,  amd  now  doth  Time  wafte  me.  . 
For  now  hath  Time  made  me  his  numbring  Clock: 
My  Thoughts  are  Minutes;  and  with  Sighs  they  jari 
Their  Watches  to  mine  Eyes,  the  outward  Watch, 
Whereto  my  Finger,  like  a  Dial's  Point, 
Is  pointing  Itill^  in  clcanfing  them  from  Tears. 
Now,  Sir,  the  Sound  that  tells  what  Hour  it  is. 
Arc  clamorous  Groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  Heart,       » 
Which  is  the  Bell;  fo  Sighs,  and  Tears,  and  Groans, 
Shew  Minutes,  Hours,  and  Times:  O  but  my  Time 
Rurs  porting  on,  in  BHllingbroke's  proud  Joy, 
While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'th' Clock. 
This  Mufick  roads  me,  let  it  found  no  more; 
For  though  it  have  holp  mad  Men  to  their  WitJ, 
In  me  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  Men  mad. 
Yet  bleffing  on  his  Heart;  that  gives  it  me. 
For  'tis  a  Sign  of  Love;  and  Love  to  Richard, 
Is  a  ftrange  Brooch,  in  this  all-hating  World. 

Enter  (jroom. 

Grcpm.  Hail,  royal  Prince. 

K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  Peer. 
The  cheapeft  of  us,  is  ten  Groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou  f  and  how  com'ft  thou  hither. 
Where  no  Man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  Dog. 
That  brings  me  Food,  to  make  Misfortune  live? 
.     Gra^m.  I  was  a  prmr  Groom  of  thy  Stable,  King, 
When  thou  wert  King,    who  travelling  towards  T0rk^ 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  Leave, 
To  look  upon  ray,  foraetimes  Royal,  Matter's  Face* 
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O  how  it  yearn'd  iriy  Heirtj  wh'en  I  beheld 
In  London  Streets,  that  Coronation  Day, 
When  BulUngbrnks  rpde  on  roan  Barbary ; 
That  Horfe,  that  thpu  fo  often  haft  beftridej 
That  Horfi^,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs*d« 

K.  Rich.  Rx?de  he  on  Barbary  ?  Tell  me,  gentle  Frieod^ 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly,  as  if  he  had  ditfdain'd  the  Ground. 

JC  Rich.  So  proud,  that  Bt^lUngbroke  w^s  pn  his  Back; 
That  Jade  hath  cat  Bread  from  my  royal  Hand, 
This  Hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  ftuiqble  ?  Would  he  not  fall  down. 
Since  Pricie  muft  have  a  fall,  and  break  the  Neck 
Of  that  proud  Man,  that  did  ufurp  his  Back/ 
Forgivenefs,  Horfe;  why  do  I  rail  on  thee. 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  Man, 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  Horfe, 
And  yet  I  bear  a  Burthen  like  an  Afs, 
Spur»gaird,  and  tyr'd  by  jauncing  BulUngbroke. 

Enter  Keeper  with  a  Dijb. 

Keep.  F^Iow,  give  Piace,  here  is  no  longer  ftay^ 

[To.  the  Groom 4 

K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 

Groom.  What  my  Tongue  dares  not,  that  my  Heart  (hall  fay* 

\JExit. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  will't  pleafe  you  to  fall  to? 

K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  I  dare  not;  Sir  Pierce  o£  Extony 
Who  lately  came  from  th'King,  comroads  the  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  The  Devil  take  Henry  of  Lancajiery  and  thee; 
Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  veary  of  it.        [Beats  the  Kcefer, 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help. 

Enter  Lxton  and  Servants. 

K.  Rich.  How  now  ?  What  means  Death  in  thisrude  AiTault  ? 
Villain,  thine  own  Hand  yields  thy  Deaths  Inftrument; 
Go  thou  and  fill  another  Room  in  Hell. 

[Exton  /hikes  him  eUwfu 
That  Hand  fhall  burn  in  never-quenching  Fire, 
That  ftap^ers  thus  my  Pcrfon.     Exton^  thy  fierce  HaQd» 
Hath  with  the  King's  Blood  ftain'd  the  Kind's  own  Land« 
Mount,  mount  my  Soul,  thy  Seat  is  up  on  high, 
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Whilft  my  grofs  Fleih  finks  downward  here  to  die.     [X)/V;. 

Exton,  As  full  of  Valour  as  of  Royal  Blood, 
Both  have  I  fpik:  Oh  would  the  Deed  were  good; 
For  now  the  Devil  that  told  me  I  did  well, 
Says,  that  this  Deed  is  chronicled  in  Hell. 
This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  V\\  bear. 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  burial  here.      [Excu^jt. 

* 

SCENE    V. 

Flourijh :     Enter  Bullingbroke,  York,  with  other  Lords  and 

Attendants* 

Exiling.  Uncle  7J?r4j  the  hteft  News  we  hear, 
Is  that  the  Rebels  have  comfuni'd  with  Fire 
Our  Town  of  Cicefier  in  GloncefierJIjire ; 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  flain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Welcome  my  Lord:  What  is  the  News? 

JVorth.  Firft  to  thy  facred  State  wifli  I  all  Happinefs; 
The  next  News  is,   I  have  to  London  fcnt 
The  Heads  of  Sdisbarjy  Spencer ^  Blunt  and  Kentj 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  Paper  here.     [Prefentinga  Pdfer^ 

Bfdling.  Wc  thank  thee,  gentle  Percj^  tor  thy  Pams, 
And  to  thy  Worth  will  add  right  worthy  Gains. 

Enter  Fitz-water. 
Fitz..  My  Lord,  I  have  T' cm  Oxford  fent  to  L^on 
The  Heads  of  Broccas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seel] ; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  Traitors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  Overthrow^ 

Bulling.  Thy  Pains,  Fitsj-water^  fliall  not  be  forgot. 
Right  noble  is  thy  Merit,  well  1  wot. 

Enter  Percy  and  the  Bijkop  (?/Carlifle. 
Percy.  The  grand  Confpirator  Abbot  of  Wefiminfieri 
With  clog  of  Confcience,  and  four  Me!a;nch3lly, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  Body  to  the  Grave ; 
But  here  is  Carliflcy  living  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  Doom,  and  Sentence  of  his  Pride. 

BnlUng.  Carlijley  this  is  your  Doom : 
Chofe  out  feme  fecret  PJace,  fome  rcv^srend  Koom 
YoL.  Ill,  L  U^^^ 
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More  tliin  thou  haft,  and  wittj  it  joy  thy  felf: 
So  as  thou  liv'ft  in  Peace,  die  frte  ffom  Strife. 
For  though  mine  Eremy  thou  haft  ever  been. 
High  Sparks  of  Honour  in  thee  I  have  fcen. 
Enter  Exton  with  a  Coffiit. 

MxfK.  Great  King,  within  this  Coffin  I  prefcnt 
Thy  buFy'd  Fear.     Herein  all  brcathlefs  lyes 
The  mightieft  of  ihy  greateft  Enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeaux  by  me  hither  brought. 

Builing-  Extoa  I  thank  thee  n»t,   for  thou  haft  wrouglit 
A  Dtcd  of  Slaughter  with  thy  faul  Hand, 
Upon  my  Head,  and  all  this  famous  Land. 

Extoa.  From  yourown  Mouth, my  Lord, did  IthisDced. 

'Bulling.  They  love  not  Poifon,  that  do  Poifon  necd^ 
Nor  do  i  thee,   though  I  did  wifti  him  dtad; 
I  hjtc  the  Muiiherer,  love  him  murthertd. 
The  Cuilt  of  Confcienpc  take  thou  for  thy  Laboiir, 
But  neither  my  p;i;od  Word,  nor  princely  Favour. 
With  Cain  go  wander, through  the  Shades  of  Night, 
And  never  (hew  ihy  Head  by  Day,  nor  Light, 
Lords,  I  proteft  my  Soul  is  full  of  Wo, 
That  Blood  ihould  fprinkle  me,  and  make  me  grow. 
Come  mourn  with  me,  for  that  I  do  lament* 
And  pot  on  fulicn  Black  incontinent: 
I'll  make  a  Voyage  to  the  Holy-Land, 
To  waih  this  Blood  off  from  my  guilty  Hand. 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  MourBiog  here. 
In  weeping  after  this  untimely  Bier.  [Exemtt  tmntf. 
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BE  N  'RT  W. 

With  the  Life  and  Death  of 

Henry  Sirnamed  rioT-SpuR, 


A  C  T  I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  King  Henryj  Z.cr</John  fl/Lancaftcrj  Earl 
of  Weftmorland,  and  others. 

King  HENRY. 

O  ftiaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  Care, 
Find  we  a  tiipe  for  frighted  Pcice  to  panr. 
And  breathe  ihort  winded  accents  of  new 

Brcils 
To  be  commenc'd  in  Stronds  afar  remote: 
No  more  the  tliirfty  lir-trails  of  this  Soli 
Shall  damb  her  Lips  with  her  own  Childtens  B'ood : 
No  more  fha!l  trenching  War  channtl  her  PitJds, 
Nor  bruife  her  FIo#rets  with  the  avmed  Hoofs 
Of  Hoflile  Paces.     Thofe  oppofcd  Eyes, 
Which  like  the  Meteors  of  a  troubled  Heav'r, 
All  of  one  Nature,  of  one  Subflance  bred, 
.  Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  Ihock, 
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And  furious  clofe  of  civil  Butchery, 
Shall  now  in  mutual  wdl-befeemipg  Ranks 
March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  Acquaintance,  Kindred>  and  Allies; 
The  edge  of  War,  like  an  ill-fheathcd  Knife, 
No  more  fhallcut  his  Mafter.  Therefore,  Friendsi 
As  far  as  to  the  Sepulchre  of  Chrift, 
Whofe  Soldier  now,  under  whofe  bleffed  Crofs 
We  are  imprcflcd,  and  engag'd  to  fight, 
Forthwith  a  Power  of  Englijh  fliall  we  }evy, 
Whofe  Arms  were  moulded  m  their  Mother's  Womb 
To  chafe  thefe  Pagans  in  thofe  holy  Fields, 
Over  whofe  Acres  walk'd  thofe  bleffed  Feet 
Which  fourteen  hundred  Years  ago  were  nail*d 
For  our  Advantage  on  tlie  bitter  Crofs. 
But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  Twelvemonth  old. 
And  bootlcfs  *ris  to  tell  you  we  will  go: 
Therefore  w«  meet  not  now.     Then  let  me  hear 
Of  you  my  gentle  Coufin  Wefimorlandi 
What  yefternight  our  Council  did  decree. 
In  forwarding  this  dear  Expedience. 

Weji.  My  l/iegp,   this  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion, 
A:'d  mflny  limits  of  the  Charge  fet  down 
liut  yefternight:  When  all  athwart  there  came 
A  Poft  from  WaUs^  loaden  with  heavy  News; 
Whofe  worft  wa%  That  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  Men  of  Hereford/hire  to  fight 
Againft  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower^ 
Was  by  the  rude  Hands  cf  that  Welfloman  takert. 
And  a  thoufand  of  his  People  butchered : 
Upon  whofe  dead  Corps  there  was  fuch  mifufci 
Such  beaftly,  fhamclefs  Transformation, 
By  thofe  Weljljv^omen  done,  as  may  not  be. 
Without  much  Ihame,  re-told  or  fpoken  of. 

K.  Henry.  It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  Broil 
Brake  off  our  Bufinefs  for  the  Holy  Land, 

Weji.  This,  matcht  with  other  like;  my  gracious  Lord* 
Far  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  News 
C^me  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  report: 
pn  Holy-rood  Efay,  the  gallant  Hotffur  there, 

Young 


of  King  Henry  IV*  ^  i  ^7 

Young  Hdrry  Percy ^  and  brave  Archibald^ 

That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot^ 

At  tiolmedon  met>  where  they  did  fpend 

A  fad  abd  bloody  Hour : 

As  by  difcharge  of  their  Artillery 

And  fliape  of  likelihood  the  News  was  told: 

For  he  tnat  brought  them,  in  the  very  Heat 

And  pride  of  their  Contention,  did  take  Horfe, 

Uncertain  of  the  Iffue  any  way. 

K.Hen^y.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  Friend, 

Sir  Wdtcr  Blnnt^  new  lighted  from  his  Horfc, 

Scain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  Soil, 

Betwixt  the  Holmedon^  and  this  Seat  of  ours : 

And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  News. 

The  Earl  of  Dowglas  is  difcorafited, 

Ten  thoufand  bold  ScotSy  two  and  twenty  Knights 

Baik'd  in  their  own  Blood  did  Sir  ft^alteV  fee 

On  Holmedons  Plains.     Of  Prifoners,  Hot-fpur  took 
Ai$rdake  Earl  of  Fife^  and  eldeft  Son 

To  beaten  Dowglasj  and  the  Earl  of  Athol^ 

Of  Aitirry^  Angm^  and  Menteith. 
And"  is  not  this  an  Honourable  Spoil  ? 
A  gallant  Prite?  Ha,  Coufin,  is  it  not?  In  faith  it  is. 
Wefi.  A  Conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of. 
K.  Hittrj.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,  and  mak'ft  me  fin, 
In  envy,  that  my  Lord  Northnmhirland 
Should  be  the  Father  of  fj  bleft  a  Son  ,• 
A  Son,  who  is  the  Theam  of  Honbur's  Tongue : 
Amongft  a  Grove,  the  very  flreighteft  Plant, 
Who  is  fwect  Fortune's  Minion,  and  her  Pride : 
Whilft  I  by  looking  on  the  Praife  of  hina. 
Sec  Riot  and  Diftionour  ftain  the  Brow 
Of  ray  young  Ilurrj.     O  that  ic  could  be  prov'J,     . 
Tnat  lome  Night-tripping  Fairy  had  exchanged. 
In  Cradle  Cloaths,  our  Children  where  tiuy  lay. 
Aid  caird  mine  Percj^  his  PUntagenet; 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harrys  and  he  mine: 
But  Jet  him  from  my  Thoughts.     What  think  you,  Coz, 
Of  this  young  Percfs  Pride?  The  Prifonerf, 
Which  he  in  this  Adventure  hath  furpriz'd^ 

L  4  ^  -"^^ 
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To  his  own  ufc  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  Word 
I  (hall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife. 

Weft,  This  is  his  Uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcejtery 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  AfpecSs; 
Which  niakes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  bridle  up 
The  creft  of  Youth  againft  your  Dignity. 

K.  Henry.  Bjt  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwcr  this; 
And  for  this  Caufe  a  while  we  muft  negleft 
Our  holy  Purpofe  to  JernfAlem. 
Coufin,  on  iVednefdaj  next,  our  Council  we  will  hold 
At  WindfoYy  fo  inform  the  Lord?, 
But  come  your  felf  with  Speed  to  us  again; 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  Anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weft.  I  will,  my  Liege.  \ExeHnt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Henry  Prince  of  Wales,    And  Sir  John  FalftafF, 

FaL  Now  Haly  what  time  of  Day  is  it,  Lad? 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  of  old 
Sick  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  Supper,  and  fleeping  up- 
on Benches  m  the  Afternoon,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to 
demand  that  truly,  which  thou  wouldft  truly  know.  What 
a  Devil  haft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  Day?  unlefs 
Hours  were  Cups  of  Sack,  and  Minutes  Capons,  and 
Clocks  the  Tongues  of  Bawds,  and  Dials  the  Signs  of 
Lcapin£;-Houres,  and  the  blefled  Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot 
Wench  in  FLme-colour'd  TafFata,  I  fee  noReafon  why  thou 
fhouldft  be  fo  fuperfluous,  to  demand  the  time  of  the  Day. 

FaL  Indeed  you  come  near  me  now,  Hal.  For  we  that 
take  Purfes,  go  by  the  Moon  and  fevcn  Stars,  and  not 
by  Phoebus^  he,  that  wandring  Knight  fo  fair.  And  I 
pray  thee,  fweet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King,  as  God  lave 
thy  Grace,  Majefty  I  Ihould  fay,  for  Grace  thou  wilt 
have  none. 

P.  Henry.  What!  none? 

FaU  No,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to  be  Prologue  to  at? 
Egg  and  Butter. 
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p.  Henry.  Well,  how  then?  Come  roundly,  roundly. 

FaU  Marry  then,  (wcet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King,  let 
not  us  that  are  Squires  of  the  Night's  Body,  be  call'd 
Thieves  of  the  Day's  Beauty.  Let  us  be  Dianas  Foreftcrs, 
Gentlemen  of  the  Shade,  Minions  of  the  Moon;  and 
let  Men  fay,  we  be  Men  of  good  Government,  being  go- 
verned as  the  Sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft  Miftrefs  the 
Moon,  under  whofe  Countenance  we  ftea\ 

P.  Hcnrj.  Thou  fay'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too;  forthc 
Fortune  of  us  that  arc  the  Moon's  Men,  doth  ebb  and  flow 
like  the  Sea,  being  govern'd  as  the  Sea  is,  by  the  Moon. 
As  for  Proof, now:  APurfe  of  Goldmoftrefolutelyfnatch'd 
on  Monday  Night,  and  moft  diflblutely  fper.t  on  Tuefdsj 
Morning;  got  with  fwearing.  Laid  by;  and  fpent  with  cry- 
ing, Bring  in:  Now  in  as  low  an  Ebb,  as  the  Foot  of  the  Lad- 
der ;  and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ride  of  the  Gallowf, 

FaL  Thou  fay 'ft  tiuc,  Lad:  And  is  not  my  Hoftefsof 
the  Tavern  a  moft  fweet  Wench? 

P.  Henrj.  As  is  the  Honey,  my  old  Lad  of  the  CafHe; 
and  is  not  a  Buff- Jerkin  a  moft  fweet  Robe  of  durance? 

FaU  How,  how?  How  no^jvs  ir.ad  Wag?  What  in  thy 
Quips  and  thy  Quiddities?  What  a  plague  ha\e  I  to  do 
with  a  Buff- Jerkin? 

V.  Henrj.  Why,  what  a  Pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  Ho- 
ftcfs  of  the  Tavern  ? 

FaL  Well,  thou  haft  call'd  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a 
time  and  oft. 

P.  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  Part? 

FaL  No,  I'll  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all  there. 

P.  Henry.  Yea,  and  elfe where,  fo  far  as  my  Coin  would 
ftretcb,  and  where  it  would  nor,  I  have  us'd  my  Credit, 

FaU  Yea,  and  fo  us'd  it,  that  were  it  here  apparent, 
that  thou  art  Heir  apparent-^ — But  I  prithee  fweet  Wag, 
(hall  there  be  Gallows  ftanding  in  England  when  thou  art 
King?  and  Refolution  thns  fobb'd  as  it  i%  with  tl,e  rufty 
curb  of  old  Father  Antick  the  Law  ?  Do  not  thou  when 
thou  art  a  King,  hang  a  Thief. 

P.  Henry.   No,  thou  ftialt. 

/4/.*Sha-l  I?  O  rarei  Til  be  a  brave  Judge. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already  ;  I  mt^tv^vVvow  ^^x. 
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havethe  hanging  of  the  Thieves,  and  fo  beconae  a  rareHangmii 

FdU  Well,  Haly  well;  and  in  fonie  fort  it  jumps  witl 
my  Huniour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Courr,I  can  telJyou 
I    P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  Suits? 

FMm  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  Suits,  whereof  the  Hang 
man  hath  no  lean  Wardrobe.  I^am  as  melanchoUy  as  ; 
<5yb-Cat,  or  a  lugg'd  Bear. 

P.  Henry.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  Lover's  Lute. 

FaU  Yea,  or  the  Drone  of  a  Lincolhjtire  Bagpipe. 

P.  Henrj.  What  fa/ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  Melancho 
ly  of  Moor-Ditch? 

Fal.  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  Similes,  and  art  indcec 
the  moft  comparative  rafcalleft  fwect  young  Prince.  But 
H^ly  I  prithee  trouble  me  no  more  with  Vanity;  IwouU 
thou  and  I  knew,  where  a  Commodity  of  good  Names  wen 
to  be  bought:  An  old  Lord  of  the  Council  rated  me  th( 
other  Day  in  the  Street  about  you,  Sir ;  but  I  roark'd  hin 
not,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely,  but  I  regarded  him  nor 
and  yet  he  talk'd  wifely,  and  in  the  Street  too. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  didft  well;  for  no  Man  regards  it. 

FaL  O,  thou  haft  damnable  Iteration,  and  art  indeed  a- 
ble  to  corrupt  a  Saint.  Thou  haft  done  much  harni  untc 
me,  Halj  God  forgive  thee  for  it.  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal, 
I  knew  nothing;  and  now  I  am,  if  a  Man  (hould  fpeak  truly, 
little  better  than  one  of  the  Wicked.  I  muftgive  over  this 
Life,  and  I  will  give  it  over;  and  I  do  not,  I  am  a  Villain. 
yil  be  damned  for  never  a  King's  Son  in  Chriftendom. 

P.  Henry.  Where  (hall  we  take  a  Purfe  to  Morrow,  3^4ri^? 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt.  Lad,  1*11  mike  one;  and  I  do 
iiot,  call  me  Villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P^  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  Amendment  of  Life  in  thee,  from 
Praying  to  Purfe-taking. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  Vocation,  HaU  'Tis  no  fin  for 
A  Man  to  labour  in  his  Vocation. 

Enter  Poins. 

Poins.  Now  (hall  we  know  if  Gads-hill  have  fct  a  Watch, 

O,  if  Men  were  to  be  faved  by  Merit;  what  Hole  in  Hell 

were  hot  enough  for  him?   This  is  the  moft  omnipotent 

Villain,  that  ever  cry'd,  Stand,  to  a  true  Mar. 

Z'.  Henry.  G^od  morrow,  Ned. 

P<^J»s.   Good  mirro'Vy  fwcei  HaI.  ^n^x^^^^^M.ocv(ieur 


of  King  Henry  IV.  1 1  j  i 

Remorfi!?  Wkat  fays  Sir  y0hn  Sack  and  Sugar?  JackJ 
How  agrees  the  Devil  and  thee  about  thy  Sou),  that  thou 
foldeft  him  on  Good-Fridsj  laft,  for  a  Cup  pf  Madera^ 
and  a  cold  Capon's  Leg  \ 

P-.  Hinrj.  Sir  Jehn  ftands  to  his  Word,the  Devil  fiiall  have 
bis  Bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  Proverbs ; 
He  will  give  the  Devil  his  due* 

Pains.  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  Word  with 

the  Devil. 

?•  Hear  J.  Elfe  hehadbcendtmn'd  for  cozening  the  Devi  J. 

Pains.  But,  my  Lads,  my  Lads,  to  morrow  Morning,  by 

four  a  Clock  early  at  Gads-Hill,  there  are  Pilgrims  going  to 

Outterbufj  with  rich    Offerings,    and  Traders  riding   to 

London  with  fat  Purfes.     I  have  Vizards  for  you  all;    you 

have-Horfes  for  your  felvcs;  Gads-Hill  lyes  to  Night  in  Ro^ 

chefter^  I  have  bcfpokc  Supper  to  morrow  in  Eafi-cheap ;  we 

may  do  it  as  fecure  as  flcep:  If  you  will  go,  I  will  ftufF 

your  Purfes  full  of  Crowns;  if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home 

and  be  hang*d* 

FaL   Hear  ye  Tedward»   if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go  nor, 
rU  hang  you  for  going. 
Pdns.  You  will,  Chops. 
FaU  Haly  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 
P.  Henry.  Who,  I  rob?  la  Thief?  not  I. 
JW#  There's  neither  Honcrty,  Manhood,  nor  good  Fcllow- 
(hip  in  tbee,  nor  thou  cam*ft  not  of  the  Blood  Roya',    if 
thou  dar'fl:  not  ftand  for  ten  Shillings. 
?.  Henrj.  Well  then,  once  in  my  Days  Til  be  a  mad-cap, 
Fd.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  come  what  will,  Fll  tarry  at  home. 
FaL  Y\\  be  a  Traitor  then,  when  thou  art  King.     . 
^^      P.  Henry.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  yohfty  I  prithee  leave  the  Prince  snd  me  alon*^ 
fel  I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  Reafons  for  this  Adventure,  that 
he  Ihall  ^o. 

Fah  Well,  may'ft  thouhave  the  Spirit  of  Perfuafion,  and 
nc  the  Ears  of  profiting;  that  what  thou  fptak'ft  may 
niove,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believed;  that  the  true 
Prince  may,  for  Recreation  fake,  prove  a  falfe  Tnief ;  for 
the  poot  Abufcs  of  the  time*  want  Countenwc^.  Y-^t^^  A^ 
you  (hall  find  m^  in  Eaft-cheap. 

{si 
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p.  Hewrj.  Farcwel  the  latter  Spring*  Farcwcl  allhollown 
Summer.  [Exit  Fal. 

Poins.  Now,  my  good  fwect  hony  Lord,  ride  with  us  to 
morrow.  I  have  a  Jeft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  manage  a- 
lonc,  Falftafy  Harvey,  Roffily  and  Gads-Hill,  /hall  rob 
thofe  Men  that  we  have  already  way-laid;  your  fclf  and  I 
will  not  be  there;  and  when  they  have  the  Booty,  if 
you  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  Head  from  my  Shoulders, 

P.  Henry.  But  how  (hall  we  part  with  them  in  letting  forth? 

Pains.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 
appoint  them  a  Place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  plea- 
furc  to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  venture  upon  the  Exploit 
themfelves,  which  they  have  no  fooner  atchiev'd,  but  we'D 
fet  upon  them. 

P.  Henrj.  Ay  but 'tis  Hke  that  they  will  know  US  by  our  Hor- 
fes,  by  oar  Habits,  and  by  every  other  Appointment  to  be  our 
felve^.  ' 

Poins.  Tut,  our  Horfes  they  (hall  not  fee,  V\\  tye  them 
in  the  Wood ;  our  Vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leave 
them;  and  Sirrah,  I  have  Chafes  of  Buckram  for  the  nonce 
to  immask  our  noted  outward  Garments. 

P.  Henry.  But  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as  true 
bred  Cowards  as  ever  tum'd  back;  and  for  the  third,  if 
he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  Reafon,  I'll  forfwear  Arms. 
The  virtue  of  this  Jcft  will  be,  the  incomprehenfible  Lies 
that  this  fat  Rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at  Supper; 
how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought  with,  what  Words,  what 
Blows,  what  Extremities  he  endured;  and  in  the  Reproof 
of  this,  lyes  the  Jeft. 

P.  Henrj.  Well,  Til  go  with  thee,  provide  us  all  thirgs 
receflary,  and  mecc  me  to  morrow  Night  in  Eajt'cheap^thire 
Vll  fup.  Farewel. 

Poi^s,  Farewel,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyoak'd  Humour  of  your  Idlencfs; 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  Sun, 
Who  doth  perinit  the  bafe  contagious  Clouds 
To  fmother  up  his  Beauty  from  the  World ; 
That  when  he  pleefe  again  to  be  himfelf, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  m^re  wov\drcd  at, 
Bjr  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ug^y  "NVv^^  Ot 
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of  Vapours,  that  did  fecm  to  ftranglc  him. 
If  all  the  Year  were  playing  Holidays, 
To  (port  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wiftit-for  come* 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  Accidents. 
So  whert  this  loofe  Behaviour  I  throw  off. 
And  pay  the  Debt  I  never  promifed; 
By  how  much  better  than  my  Wotd  I  am. 
By  fo  much  (hall  I  fal(i(ie  Mens  Hopes; 
'And  like  bright  Metal  on  a  fallen  Ground 
My  Reformation  glittering  o  er  my  Fault 
Shall  (hew  more  goodly,  and  attrad  more  Eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  Soil  to  fet  it  off. 
ril  fc  offend,  to  make  Offence  a  Skill, 
Redeeming  time,  when  Men  think  leaft  I  will.  lExin 

SCENE    III. 

Enur  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worceftcr,  Hot-fpur, 

Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  My  Blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  teraperatCj 
Unapt  to  uir  at  the(e  Indignities, 
And  you  have  found  me;  for  accordingly. 
You  tread  upon  my  Patience:  But  be  fure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felf. 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fcar'd,  then  my  Condition, 
Which  hath  been  fmooth  as  Oil,  loft  as  young  Down^ 
And  therefore  loft  the  Title  of  Refpeft, 
Which  the  proud  never  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor.  Our  Houfe,  my  Soveraign  Liege,  littk  defcrves 
The  Scourge  of  Greatnefs  to  be  ufcd  on  ir. 
And  that  fame  Greatnefs  too,  which  our  own  Hands 
Have  holp  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  Lord. . 

-ST.  Henry.  Worcejler  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  Difobedience  in  thine  Eye.  , 

O  Sio  your  Prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory. 
And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  Frontier  of  a  Servant  DroN^^ 

\ 


You  have  good  Leave  to  leave  us.    When  we  leed 

Your  Ufe  and  Counfehwc  Ih all  fend  for  you.  [Exit  Worceftcr. 

You  were  about  to  fpeak.  [To  Northumberlaod. 

North.  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 

Thofe  Prifoners  in  your  Highncfs  Name  demanded* 

Which  Harrj  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took. 

Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  Strength  deny'd 

As  was  delivered  to  your  Majefty ; 

Who  either  through  Envy,  or  Mifprifion, 

Was  guilty  of  this  Fault,  and  not  my  Son. 
Hot.  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  Prifoners. 

But,  I  remember  when  the  Fight  was  done. 

When  I  was  dry  with  Rage,  and  extrcam  Toil, 

Breathlefs,  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  Sword, 

Game  there  a  certain  Lord,  neat  artd  trimly  drefs*d  j 

Frefh  as  a  Bridegroom,  and  his  Chin  new  reaped, 
^Shew'd  like  a  Stubble  Land  at  Harveft  home. 

He  was  perfumed  like  a  Milliner, 

And  'twixt  his  Finger  and  his  Thumb,  he  held  '      ^ 

A  Pouncet  Box,  which  ever  and  anon  ^ 

He  gave  his  No(e,  and  took't  away  again ; 

Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there. 

Took  it  in  SnufF.     And  ftrll  he  fmtfd  find  talk'd  j 

And  as  the  Soldiers  bare  dead  Bodies  by. 

He  caU'dthem  untaught  Knaves,  unmannerly. 

To  bring  a  flovenly,  unhandfome  Coarfe 

Betwixt  the  Wind,  and  his  Nobility. 
"With  many  Holiday  and  Lady  Terms 

He  qiieftion'd  me :  Among  the  reft,  demanded 

My  Prifoners,  in  your  Majefty's  behalf.  . 

I  then,  all-fmarting  with  my  Wounds,  being  cold. 

To  be  fo  peftered"  with  a  Popingay, 

Out  of  my  Grief,  and  v^xy  Impatience, 

Anfwer'd,  negleftingly,  I  know  not  what. 

He  fhould  or  iliould  not;  for  ho  made  me  mad. 

To  fee  him  (hine  fo  brisk,  and  fmell  fo  fwcet. 

And  talk  folike  a  waiting-Gentlewoman, 
-  Of  Guns,  and  Drums,  and  Wounds;   God  fave  the  Mifk} 

And  telling  me,  the  Soveraign'ft  thing  on  Earth 

Was  Parmacity,  for  an  inward  Bruife ; 
And  thic  it  was  great  Pity ,  fo  it  w^s^ 
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That  villainous  Salt-peter  (hould  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  Bowels  of  the  harmlefs  Earth, 
Which  many  a  good  tall  Fellow  had  dcftroy*d 
So  cowardly.     And  but  for  thefe  vile  Guns, 
He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  Soldier. 
This  bald)  unjointcd  (^hat  of  his,  my  Lord, 
Made  mc  to  anfwer  indircftly,  as  I  faid. 
And  I  befcech  you,  let  not  this  Report 
Come  currant  for  an  Accuiation, 
Betwixt  my  Love  and  your  high  Ma]efly» 

Blunt.  The  Circumfunce  conjGder*d,  good  my  Lord, 
What  ever  Harrj  Percy  then  had  laid. 
To  fuch  a  Perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  Place, 
At  fuch  a  Time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 
May  reafbnftbJy  die,  and  never  rife 
To  do  him 'wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

K.  Henrj.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  Prifoners, 
But  with  Provifo  and  Exception, 
That  we  at  our  own  Charge,  ihallranfom  ftrei^hc 
His  Brother-io-Law,  the  foolifli  Mortimer^ 
Who,  in  my  Soul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  Lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fighc^ 
Againft  the  great  Magician,  damn'd  GUndower, 
Whofe  Daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  marry'd.     SJwIl  our  Coffers  then 
Be  empty 'd,  to  redeem  a  Traitor  home? 
ShaB  w*e  buy  Treafon  ?  and  indent  with  Fears, 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 
No;  on  the  barren  Mountains  let  him  ftarve  ; 
For  I  fhall  never  hold  that  Man  my  Friend, 
Whofe  Tongue  ftiall  ask  me  for  one  Penny  Coft 
To  ranfbm  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  -Revolted  Mortimer  I 
He  never  did  fall  oflF,  my  Soveraign  Liege, 
But  by  the  Chance  of  War;  to  prove  that  true^ 
Needs  no  more  but  one  Tongue,  for  all  thofe  Wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  Wounds,  which  valiantly  he  tooir, 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn  %  Sedgie  Bank, 
In  (ingle  OppoHtion  Hand  to  Hand 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  Hour 
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In  changing  Hard imcnt  with  great  Glendoweri 

Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  dri 

Upon  agreement  of  fwift  Severn  s  Flood ; 

Who  then  affrighted  with. their  bloody  Looks^ 

Ran  feaifuliy  among  the  trembling  Reeds, 

And  hid  his  crifped  Head  in  a  hollow  Bank, 

Blood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  Combatants. 

Never  did  bafe,  and  rotten  Policy 

Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  Wounds  i 

Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Aiortimer 

Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly; 

Then  let  him  not  be  flander'd  with  Revolt. 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doft  belie  him,  Percj^  thoudoft  belie  hi 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower ; 
I  tell  thee,  he  durft  as  well  have  met  the  Devil  alone. 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  Enemy. 
Arc  thou  not  a(ham*d  ?  But,  Sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  mc  your  Pnfoners  with  the  fpeedieft  Means, 
Or  you  fhall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  difpleafe  ye.     My  Lord  Northumberland 
We  licenfe  your  Departure  with  your  Son. 
Send  us  your  Prifonexs,or  you'JI  hear  of  it.  [ExhK.Hcn 

Hot.  And  if  the  DN^vil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them. 4  I  will  after  ftreight 
And  tell  him  fo;  for  ff will  eafe  my  Heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hakard  of  my  Head. 

North.  What,  drunk  withChoIer?  Itay  and  paufe  a  wh 
Here  comes  your  U.ncle.  [^Enter  Worcefl 

f^Hot*   Spezk  of  Mortimer  ^, 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him,  ond  let  my  S.oul 
Want  Mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with.  him. 
In  his  behalf.  Til  empty  all  thofe  Veins, 
And  ifhed  my  dear  blood  Drop  by  Drop  i'th'  Duft, 
But  I  will  lift  the  dowrfall'n  Mortimer 
As  high  i'th'  Air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  BiilUngbroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  yourNephewms 

[To  Worcell 

JVor.  Who  ftrook  th's  Heat  up  after  I  was  gone? 
-^A  H^  w'lUy  forfooth,  have  all  my  Prifoners: 
And  when  I  urg^d  the  rianJom  once  ^^i\v^  i 
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Of  my  Wife's  Brother,  then  his  Cheek  look*d  pale* 
And  on  my  Face  Jie  turn*d  an  Eye  of  Death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  Name  of  Alortimer.     , 

TVor.  I  cannot  blame  him;  was  he  not  proclaim'd 
By  Richard  that  dead  i^  the  next  of  Blood  ? 

North.  He  was:  I  heard  the  Proclamation; 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(Whofe  Wrongs  in  us,  God  pardon)  did  fet  forth) 
Upon  his  Irlflj  Expedition ; 
From  whence,  he  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  ftiortly  murthcrcd. 

Wor.  And  for  whofe  Death,  we  in  the  World's  wide  MoutI? 
Live  fo  fcandahz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of. 

Hot*  But  fofr,  I  pray  you;  did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  Brother  Al  or  timer 
Heir  to  the  Crown  ? 

North.  He  did;  my  felf  did  hear  it.   - 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  Coufin  Kincy, 
That  wifti'd  him  on  the  barren  Mountains  ftarv*d. 
But  fliall  it  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  Crown- 
Upon  the  Head  of  this  forgetful  Man, 
And  for  his  fake  wore  the  detefted  Blot  . .  •  . 

Of murtherous  Subornations?  Shall  it  be,  , 

That  you  a  World  of  Curfes  undergo,' 
Being  the  Agents,  or  bafe  fccond  Mean?, 
The  Cords,  the  Ladder,  or  the  Hangman  rather? . 
O  pardon,  if  that  I  defcend  fo  low, 
To  (hew  the  Line,  and  the  Predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fub:lc  King. 
Shall  it  for  Shame,  be  fpoken  in  thefc  Days, 
Or  fill  up  Chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  Men  of  your  Nobility  and  Power, 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjiift  behalf. 
As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it,  have  done,  ,< 

To  put  down  Richardj  that  fweet  lovely  Rofc, 
And  plant  tliis  Thorn,  this  Cmker  BulUngbrokel 
And  iliall  it  in  more  Shame  be  further  fpoken. 
That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded  and  fhook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  Shamts  ye  underwent? 
No;  yet  Time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redcew\ 
Your  banifli'd  Honouj^s,  and  rcftore  your  k\vt^ 

Vol.  III.  M  T^>?^* 
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Into  the  good  Thoughts  of  the  World  again. 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  Contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  Day  and  Night 
To  anfwer  all  the  Debt  he  owes  unto  you. 
Even  with  the  bloody  Payments  of  your  Deaths: 
Therefore  I  fay 

Wor.  Peace,  Coufin,  fay  no  more. 
And  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  Book, 
And  to  your  quick  conveying  Difcontents, 
ril  read  you  Matter^  deep  and  dangerous. 
As  full  of  Peril  and  adventurous  Spirits 
As  to  o'er-walk  a  Current,  roaring  loud. 
On  the  unftedfaft  footing  of  a  Spear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  Night,  or  Hnk  or  fwiffl : 
Send  Danger  from  the  Eaft  unto  the  Weft, 
So  Honour  crofs  in  from  the  North  to  South, 
And  let  them  grapple:  The  Blood  more  ftirs 
To  rowze  a  Lion,  than  to  ftart  a  Hare. 

IVortL  Imagination  of  fome  great  Exploit, 
Drives  him  beyend  the  Bounds  of  Patience. 

Hof.  By  Heav'n,  methinks  it  were  an  cafic  Leap, 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale*fac'd  Moon* 
Or  dive  into  the  Bottom  of  the  Deep, 
Where  Fadom-line  could  never  touch  the  Ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour  by  the  Locks : 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  Co-rival,  all  her  Dignities; 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  Fellowftiip. 

War.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  Figures  here. 
But  not  the  Form  of  what  he  (hould  attend. 
Good  Coufin  give  me  Audience  for  a  while. 
And  lift  to  me. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  Mercy. 

fFor.  Thofe  fame  noble  Sc$ts 
That  are  your  Prifoners 

Hot.  ril  keep  them  all. 
By  Heav'n,  he  fiiall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them: 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  Soul,  he  ftiall  not. 
ril  keep  them,  by  this  Hand. 

ffir.  You  ftart  away. 
And  lend  no  Eir  unto  my  Puipofcs, 
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Thofe  Prifoncrs  you  ftiall  keep. 

Hct.  Nay,  I  will  >  that's  flat : 
He  faid  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer : 
Forbad  my  Tongue  to  fpeak  o(  Mortimer. 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lyes  afleep. 
And  in  his  Ear  I'll  holla,  Mortimer. 
Nay,  I'll  have  a  Starling  (hall  be  taught  to  fpeak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer^  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  Anger  ftill  in  Motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you,  Coufin :  A  Word. 

Hot.  All  Studies  here  I  folcmnly  defie. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  BHlUnghrokex 
And  that  fame  Sword  and  Buckler,  Prince  of  ff^dlcs^ 
But  that  I  think  his  Father  loves  him  nor. 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  Mifchance, 
I  would  have  poifon'd  him  with  a  Pot  of  Ale. 

ffir.  FareweJ,  Kinfman ;  I'll  talk  to  you 
When  you  jre  better  tempered  to  attend. 

North.  Why  what  a  wafp-tongu'd  and  impatient  Fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  Woman's  Mood, 
Tying  thine  Ear  to  no  Tongue  but  thine  own? 

Hot.  Why  look  you,  I  arawhiptand  fcourg'd  with  Rods, 
Nettled,  and  fiung  with  Pifmires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  Politician  BHllingbroke. 

In  Richard'stimt what  d'ye  call  the  Place?--— 

A  Plague  upon't— it  is  in  Glocefierjhire'^^^ 
Twas  where  the  Madcap  Duke  his  Uncle  kept*— - 

His  Uncle  Tork^ where  I  firft  bowM  my  Knee 

Unto  this  King  of  Smiles,  this  BHllingbroke; 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  RavenfpHrg. 

North.  At  Barklej  Czttk. 

Hot.  You  fay  true : 
W'hy  what  a  gaudy  deal  of  Courtefie 
This  fawning  Greyhound  then  did  proffer  me ! 
Look  when  his  infant  Fortune  came  to  Age, 

And  gentle  Harry  Percy -and  kind  Coufin 

0,  the  the  Devil  take  fuch  Cozeners— —God  forgive  ffie  — 
Good  Uncle  tell  your  Tale,  for  if  have  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again, 
We'll  ftay  your  Leifurc. 

£&A  Ihavcdono,  inCooth: 
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Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scouijb  Prifoners* 
DeHvcr  them  up  without  their  Ranfom  ftreight. 
And  make  the  DowgUfs  Son  your  only  Mean 
For  Powers  in  Scotland \  which  for  divers  Reafons 
Which  I  fhall/crid  you  Written,  be  affur'd 
Will  cafily  be  granted  you,  my  Lord. 
Your  Son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employed. 
Shall  fecrctly  into  the  Bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov'd. 
The  Arch-Bifliop. 

Hot.  Of  Tor k,  is't  not? 

TFor.  True,  who  bears  hard 
His  Brother's  Death  ^t  Briftow^  the  Lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  Eftimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fct  down. 
And  only  ftays  but  to  behold  the  Face 
Of  that  Occafion  that  (hall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  fmell  it. 
Upon  my  Life,  it  will  do  wondrous  well. 

North.  Before  the  Game's  a  Foot,  thou  fiill  Iett*ft  flip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  Plot, 
And  then  the  Power  of  Scotland^  and  of  Tork^ 
To  join  with  Afortimer;  ha  I 

Wor.  Arid  fo  they  ftiall. 

Hot*  In  faith  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim*d. 

JVor.  And  'tis  no  little  Rcafon  bids  us  fpced, 
To  favc  our  Heads,  by  raifing  of  a  Head: 
For,  bear  our  felves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  Debt, 
And  think  we  think  our  felves  unfatisfy'd, 
'Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home* 
And  fee  ah«#ady,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  Strangers  to  his  Looks  of  Love.' 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Wor.  Ciufin,  farewel.     No  further  go  in  this. 
Than  I  by  Letters  fhall  direft  your  Courfe; 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddenly, 
I'll  fteal  to  Glendowery  and  Lord  Mortimer^ 
Where  you,  and  DowgUfsy  and  our  Powers  at  once. 
As  /  willhQxion  ir,  ftiall  happily  meet. 

To 
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To  hear  our  Fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  Arms, 
Which  now  wc  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farcwel,  good  Brother,  we  Ihall  thrive,  I  truft. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu  :  O  let  the  Hours  be  fliorr, 
Till  Fields,  and  Blows,  and  Groans  applaud  our  Sport. 

[Exeufft. 


A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  4  Carrier  with  a  Lanthern  in  his  Hand. 

I  dr.TTEigh  ho,    an't   be  not  four   by  the  Day  III 
XX  be    hang'd.      Charles   wain   is  over   the  new 
Chimney,  and  yef  our  Horfe  not  packt.     What,  Oftler  ? 
Ofi.  Aoon,  anon. 

t  Car.  I  prithee  Tom^  beat  Cnts  Saddle,  put  a  few 
Flocks  in  the  Point:  The  poor  Jade  is  wrung  in  the  Wi- 
thers, out  of  all  cef5. 

Enter  another  Carrier, 
z.  Car.  Peafc  and  Beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  Dog,  and 
this  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  Jades  the  Bots:  Ths 
Houfe  is  turn'd  upfide  down,  fince  Rolfin  the  Oftler  dy'd. 

1  Car.  Poor  Fellow  never  joy'd  fince  the  Price  of  Oars 
rofe,  it  was  the  Death  of  him, 

2  Car.  I  think  this  is  the  moft  villainous  Houfe  in  all 
London  Road  for  Fleas :  I  am  ftung  like  a  Tench. 

iCar.  Like  a  Tench?  There's  ne'er  a  King  in  Chriften- 
dom,  could  be  better  bit,  than  I  have  been  fince  the  firft 
Cock. 

1  Car.  Why,  you  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  Jourden,  and 
then  we  leak  in  your  Chimney :  And  your  Cbaaiberlye 
breeds  Fleas  like  a  Loach. 

1  Car.  What  Oftler,  come  away,  and  be  hang'd,  come 
away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  Gammon  of  Bacon,  and  tv/o  Razes  of 
Ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing-Crofs. 

I  Car.  The  Turkies  in  my  Panniers  are  quire  ftarv'd. 
What  Oftler?  A  Plague  on  thee,  haft  thou  never  ;jlCvE.^'^ 
in  thy  Head?  Canft  not  hear?    And't^evttvofc  ^^  ^ocki  ^ 
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Deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  Pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  Vil- 
lain.    Come  and  be  hang'd,  haft  no  Faith  in  thee? 

Enter  Gads-Hill. 

Gads.  Good  Morrow,  Carriers.     What's  a  Clock? 

Cir»  I  think  it  be  two  a  Clock. 

Gads.  I  prithee  lend  me  thy  Lanthorn,  to  fee  my  Geld- 
ing iA  the  Stable. 

I  Car,  Nay,  foft  I  pray  yc,  I  know  a  Trick  worth  two 
of  that. 

Gads.  I  prithee  lend  me  thine. 

z  Car.  Ay,  when,  canft  tell  ?  Lend  me  thy  Lanthorn, 
quoth  a !  marry  Til  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  Carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come 
to  London^ 

1  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  Bed  with  a  Candle,  !l 
warrant  thee.  Come  Neighbour  Mugges^  we'll  call  up  the 
Gentlemen,  they  will  along  with  Company,  for  they  have 
great  Charge.  [Ex. Carriers. 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Gads.  What  ho.  Chamberlain? 

Chamh.  At  hand,  quoth  Pick-Purfe. 

Gads.  That's  even  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  quoth  the  Cham- 
berlain ;  for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of  Purfes, 
than  giving  Diredion  doth  from  labouring.  Thou  lay'ft 
the  Plot,  how. 

Chamb.  Good  morrow  Mafler  Gads-hiU,  it  holds  cur- 
rant that  I  told  you  yefternight.  There's  a  Franklin  in  the 
wild  of  Kenty  nath  brought  three  hundred  Marks  with 
him  in  Gold;  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  Company 
laft  Night  at  Supper;  a  kind  of  Auditor,  one  that  hath 
abundance  of  Charge  too,  God  knows  what;  they  are  up 
already,  and  call  for  Eggs  and  Butter.  They  will  away 
prefently. 

Gads.  Sirrab,  if  they  meet  not  with  S.  Nicholas  Clarks, 
I'll  £»ivc  thee  this  Neck. 

Chamb.  No,  Til  none  of  it :  I  prithee  keep  that  for  the 
Hangman,  for  I  know  thou  worfliipp*ft  S.  Nicholas  as 
truly  as  a  Man  of  Fallhood  may. 

Gads.  What  talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  the  Hangman?   If  I 

hang    ril    make  a  fat  Pair  of  Gallows.      For  if  J   hang, 

old  Sir  ypbn  \xix\2^^  with   me,    and  thou  know'il  he's  no 
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Srarveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou 
dream'ft  not  of,  the  which,  for  Sport  fake,  are  content  to 
do  the  Profefiion  fome  Grace;  that  would,  if  Matters 
ihould  be  look'd  into,  for  their  own  Credit  fake,  make 
all  whole,  I  am  join'd  with  no  Foot-Land-Rakcrs,  no 
Long-Staff  fix  Penny  Strikers,  none  of  thofe  mad  Mufta- 
chio-purpIe-hu'd-Malt-worms  but  with  Nobility  and  Tran- 
'  quility ;  Burgomafters,  and  great  Oneyers,  fuch  as  can  hold 
in,  fuch  as  will  ftrike  fooner  than  fpeak ;  and  fpeak  fooner 
than  drink,  and  drink  fooner  than  pray ;  and  yet  I  lye,  for 
they  pray  continually  unto  their  Saint  the  Common-wealth ; 
or  rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her;  for  they 
ride  up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their  Boots. 

Chamh  What,  the  Common-wealth  their  Boots  ?  Will 
ihc  hold  out  Water  in  foul  Way  ? 

GaJs.  She  will,  (he  will;  Juftice  hath  liquor'd  her. 
Wc  ileal,  as  in  a  Caftle,  Cock-fure;  we  have  the  Receipt  of 
Fern-feed,  wc  walk  invifible. 

Chdmi.  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholding 
to  the  N^ghr,  than  the  Fern-feed,  for  your  walking  invifible. 

GdJsm  Give  me  thy  Hand. 
Thou  (halt  have  a  Share  in  our  Purpofe, 
Arl  am  a  true  Man. 

Chamb.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,as  you  area  falfe  Thief. 

Gads.  Go  to.  Homo  is  a  common  Name  to  all  Men. 
Bid  the  Oftler  bring  the  Gelding  out  of  the  Stable. 
Farewel,  ye  muddy  Knave.  {^Exenm. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins  and  Peto. 

Toins.  Come  Shelter,  Shelter,  I  have  removed  Falftafs 
Horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gumm'd  Velvet. 

P.  Hcnrj^  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  PoinSy  Poins,  and  be  hang*d  Poins. 

PMenry.  Peace  ye  fat-kidney 'd  Rafcal,  what  a  bawling  doft 
thou  keep  ? 

FaL  What  Poins,  Han 
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Prince.    He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  Top  of  the  Hill,  Til  go 
feck  him. 

FaL  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  ThiePs  Company :  That 
Rafcal  hath  removM  my  Horfe,  and  ty'd  him  I  know  not 
whire.  If  I  travel  but  four  Foot  by  the  Square  further 
afoor,  I  fliall  break  my  Wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  Death  for  all  this,  if  I  Tcape  hanging  for  killing 
that  Rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his  Company  hourly  any 
time  this  two  and  twenty  Year,  and  yet  I  ambewircht  with 
.  the  Rogue's  Company.  If  the  Rafcal  have  not  given  me 
Medicines  to  mrikc  me  love  him,  I'll  be  hang'd,  it  could 
not  be  e!ft;  I  have  drunk  Medicines.  Poins^  Hal,  a 
P1.4g5e  upon  you  both.  Bardolph,  Peto;  I'll  ftarve  e'er  I 
rob  a  Foot  further.  And  'twere  not  as  good  a  Deed  as  to 
drink,  to  turn  True-man,  and  to  leave  thefe  Rogues,  I  am 
the  verieft  Varlct  that  ever  chew'd  with  a  Tooth.  Eight 
Yards  of  uneven  Ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten  Miles  afoot 
wiih  mc;  and  the  ftony  hearted  Villains  know  it  well 
enough.  A  plague  upon'r,  when  Thieves  cannot  be  true 
one  to  another.  P^^  whifilc. 

Whew,   a  Plague  light  upon  you  all.     Give  mc  my  Horfc; 
you  Rogues,  give  me  my  Horfe,  and  be  hang*d.  ^ 

P.Hany.  Peace  ye  fat  Guts,  lye  down,  lay  thine  Ear  dole  to 
the  Ground,and  lift  if  thou  cm  hear  theTread  of  Travellers. 
FaL  Have  you  any  Leavers  to  lift  me  up  again  being 
down?  ril  not  bear  mine  own  Flerti  fo  far  afoot  again, 
for  all  the  Coin  in  thy  Father's  Exchequer.  What  a  Plague 
mean  ye  to  coir  me  thrs? 

P.Henrj.  Tiiou  lieft,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art  uncolted. 
iv;/.  I  prithee,  good  Prince  Hd^  help  me  to  my  Harfe, 
good  King's  Son. 

P.  Henry,  Oar  you  Rogue,  fhall  I  be  your  Oilier? 
FdL  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  Hcir-apparent-Garters  ; 
if  I  be  ta'cn,  11!  pcnch  for  this;  and  I- have  not  Ballads 
made  on  you  al!,  and  fun^  ro  iilthy  Tunes,  let  a  Cup  of  Sack 
be  my  Poifon;  when  a  J^ft  is  fo  forward,  and  afoot  too, 
I  bate  ir.  -  - 

Enter  Gads-hill  and  Bardolph. 
Gads.  Stand. 
FaU  So  I  do  againft  my  Will. 
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Poins.  O  'lis  our  Setter,  I.knoV  his  Voice: 
Bartlolph,  what  News? 

Bardn  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye ;  on  with  your  Viivds,  tlicrc's 
Mony  of  the  King's  coming  down  tlie  Hill,  'tis  going  to 
the  King's  Exchequer. 

Fal.  You  lie,  you  Rogue,  'tis  goinq  to  the  King's  Tavern. 
Gad.  There's  enojgh  to  make  us  all. 
PaL  To  be  hang'd. 

P:Henry.  Yoii  four  (hall  front  them  in  the  narrow  Lane : 
J^d  and  I  will  walk  lower;    if  they  fcape  from  your  en- 
counter, then  they  light  on  us. 
Pcfo.  But  how  many  be  of  them? 
Gdd.  Some  eight  or  ten. 
FaL  Will  they  not  rob  usf 
P.Henry.  What,  a  Coward,  Sir  John  Paunch f 
FaL  Indeed  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt^  your  Grandfather ; 
but  yet  no  Coward,  HaL 

P.  Henry.  We'll  leave  that  to  the  Proof. 
Poins.  Sirrah,  Jack^  thy  Horfe  ftands  behind  the  Hedge, 
when  thou  need'ft  him,  there  llialt  thou  find  him;  farewcl, 
and  ftand  faft. 

*    FaL  Now  cannot  I  ftrike  him  if  I  ftiould  be  hang'd. 
P.Henry.  Ned^  where  arc  our  DTguifes? 
Poins.  Here  hard  by:  Stand  clofe. 
FaL  Now  my  Mafters,  happy  Man  be  his  dole  (^y  I ; 
every  Man  to  his  Bufinefs. 

i  Enter  Travellers. 

Trav.  Come,  Neighbour;    the  Boy  (hall  lead  our  Horr(;s 
down  the  Hill:  We'll  afoot  awhile,  and  ealc our  Legs. 
TToieves.  Stay. 
Trav.  Jefu  blefs  us. 

FaL  Strike;  down  with  them,  cut  the  Villains  Tn.roa^s; 
ahlwhorfon  Caterpillars;  Bacon- fed  Knaves,  they  hate  i.s 
Youth;  down  with  them,  fleece  them. 

Trav,  O,  wc-are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 
FaL  Hang  ye  gorbellied  Knaves,   are  you  undone?    No 
ye  Fat  Chuffs,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.     On  Bic-^ns 
OP,  what  ye  Knaves  f  Young  Men  muft  live,  you  arc  Grand 
Jurors?  We'll  j^ire  ye  i'faith. 

[^Ilere  they  rah  tfccm  <ini  bin^t\itm. 
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Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.Henrj.  The  Thieves  have  bound  the  True-men:  Now 
could  thou  and  I  rob  the  Thieves  and  go  merrily  to  London^ 
it  would  be  Argument  for  a  Week,  Laughter  for  a  Month, 
and  a  good  Jeft  for  ever. 

Poins.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Thieves  again. 

FaL  Come  my  Matters,  let  us  (hare,  and  then  to  Horfe 
before  Day;  and  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not  two  arrant 
Cowaids,  there^s  no  equity  ftirring.  There*s  no  more  Va- 
lour in  that  Poins^  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 

P.Henrj.  Your  Mony. 

Poins.  Villains. 

[^As  they  are  Jharin^y  the  Prince  and  Poins  fet  upon  them. 
They  all  run  awaj^  leaving  the  Booty  behind  them. 

P.Henry.  Got  with  nmch  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  Horfe: 
The  Thieves  are  fcattered,  andpoffeft  with  fear  fo  flrongly, 
that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  ;  each  takes  his  Fellow 
for  an  Officer.  Away  good  Ned^  Falfiaff*  (wcdits  to  Death, 
and  Lards  the  lc:in  Earth  as  he  walks  along ;  wer't  not  for 
laughing,  I  ihoald  pity  him. 

PojKs.  How  the  Rogue  roar'd.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Hot-fpur  foltiSj  reading  a  Letter. 

T^Ht  for  mine  own  Party  my  Lordy  I  could  be  well  conten^^ 
led  to  he  there y  in  reffeEl  of  the  love  I  bear  your  HouJiJ  He 
could  be  contented  :  Why  is  he  not  then  ?  In  refpett  of  the 

love  he  bears  our  Houfe He  (hews  in  this,  he  loves  his 

own  Barn  better  than  he  loves  our  Houfe.     Let  me  feefome 

more.  The  purpo/e  you  undertake  is  dangerous.     Why  that's 

certain:  'Tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  flee p,  to  drink; 

but  I  tell  you,  my  Lord  Fool,  out  of  this  Nettle,  Danger ; 

we  .pluck  this  Flower,  Safety.     Tloe  purpo/e  you  underiakf  is 

danger ouSy  the  Friends  you  have  named  uncertainy  the  time  it 

felf  unfortedy  and  your  whole  Plot  too  lighty  for  the  counttr- 

foiz^e  of  fo  great  an  Oppojition.     Say  you  fo,   fay  you  fo?    I 

fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  fliallow  cowardly  Hind,   and 

y^ou  lie.     Whsit  a  lack-brain  is  this  ?   I  protefl.   our.  Plot  is 
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as  good  a  Plot  as  ever  was  laid;  our  Friends  true  and  con- 
ftant:  A  good  Plot,  good  Friends,  and  full  of  Expeftation; 
An  excellent  Plot,  very  good  Friend $•  What  a  Frofty.fpi- 
yitcd  Rogue  is  this  i*  Why,  my  Lord  o(  Torl^  commends 
tjie  Plot,  and  the  general  Courfe  of  the  Aftion.  By  this 
Hand,  if  I  were  now  by  this  Rafcal,  I  could  brain  him 
with  with  his  Lady's  Fan.  Is  there  not  my  Father,  my 
Uncle,  and  my  felf,  Lord  Edmond  Mortimer^  my  Lord  of 
Tork^  and  Owtn  Glendawer?  Is  there  not  befides,  th^Dowg- 
la/ii  Have  I  not  all  their  Letters,  to  meet  me  in  Arms  by 
the  ninth  of  the  next  Month  ?  And  are  there  not  fome  of 
them  fet  forward  already?  What  a  Pagan  Rafcal  is  this? 
An  Infidel.  Ha !  you  (hall  fee  now  in  very  fincerity  of  Fear 
and  cold  Heart,  will  he  to  the  King,  and  lay  open  all  our 
Proceedings.  Q,  I  could  divide  my  felf,  and  go  to  buffets, 
for  moving  fuch  a  Dilh  of  Skim'd-Milk  with  fo  honourable 
an  Aftion.     Hang  him,  let  him  tell  the  King  we  are  prepa-- 

red.     I  will  fet  forwards  to  Night. 

Eftter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate  I  I  muft  leave  you  within  thefe  two  Hours* 
Lady,  O  my  good  Lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone? 

For  what  OflFence  have  I  this  Fortnight  been 

A  banifli'd  Woman  from  my  Harrfs  Bed? 

Tell  me,  fweet  Lord,  what  is't  that  talces  from  thee 

Thy  Stomach,  Pleafure,  and  thy  golden  Sleep? 

Why  doft  thou  bend  thy  Eyes  upon  the  Earth? 

And  ftart  fo  often  when  thou  fitt'ft  alone? 

Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frefti  Blood  in  thy  Cheeks  ? 

And  given  ray  Treafures  and  my  Rights  of  thee. 

To  thick-ey'd  MuHng,  and  curft  Melancholly? 

In  thy  faint  Slumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watchr. 

And  heard  thee  murmur  Tales  of  Iron  Wars : 

Soeak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  Steed, 

Cry  Courage  to  the  Field.     And  thou  haft  talked 

Of  Sallies,  and  Retires;  Trenches,  Tents, 

Of  Palifadoes,  Frontiers,  Parapets; 

Of  Bafilisks,  of  Cannon,  Culvcrin, 

Of  Prifoners  Ranfom,  and  of  Soldiers  flain. 

And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fighr. 

Thy  Spirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  War, 

Ana  thus  hath  fo  bcflirr'd  thee  in  thv  Skep, 
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That  Beds  of  Sweat  have  flood  upon  thy  Brow»     ** 
Like  Bubbles  in  a  late  diflurbed  Stream; 
And  in  thy  Face  firan^e  motions  have  appeared. 
Such  as  we  fee  when  Men  reftrain  their  Breath, 
On  fome  great  fudden  hafte.     O  what  Portents  are  thefe? 
Some  hjeavy  Bufinefs  hath  my  Lord  in  Hand, 
And  I  muft  know  it;  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 
.    Hof,  What  ho;  is  Gilliams  with  the  Packet  gone?  j 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  Hour  agone, 
»    Hot.  Hath  Bmler  brought  thofe  Horfes  from  the  Sheriff? 

Serv.  One  Horfc,  my  Lord,  he  brought  even  now. 

Hot.  What  Horfe  ?  A  Roan,  a  Crop-ear,  is  it  not? 

Serv.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
^    Hot.  That  Roan  fliall  be  my  Throne.     Well,  I  will  back 
him  ftreighr.     Efperance,  bid  Bmler  lead  him  forth  into  the 
Park. 

Ladj.  But  hear  you,  my  Lord. 

Hot.  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lady  ? 

Lady.  What  is  it  that  carries  you  away? 

Hot.  Why,  my  Horfe,  my  Love,  my  Horfe. 

Lady.  Out  you  mad-headed  Ape,  a  Weazel  hath  not  fuch 
a  deal  of  Spleen,  as  you  are  tofl  with.  In  footh  1*11  know 
your  Bufinefs,  Harry ^  that  I  will.  I  fear  my  Brother  ^(^r- 
timer  doth  flir  about  his  Title,  and  hath  fcnt  for  you  tp 
line  his  Enterprife.     But  if  you  go 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  ihall  be  weary,  Love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me  dircftly 
unto  this  Queftion,  that  I  Ihall  ask.  Indeed  Til  break  thy 
Jittle  Finger ;  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  Trifl'er  :  Love !  I  love  thee  nor, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate;  this  is  no  World 
To  play  with  Mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  Lips. 
Wc  muft  have  bloody  Nofcs,  and  crack'd  Crowns, 

And  pafs  them  currant  too Gods  me,  my  Horfe. 

Wh.it  fay'ft  thou,  Kater  What  would'ft  thou  have  with  mc? 

Lady.  Do  ye  not  love  me?  Do  you  not  ir.decd? 
Well,  do  not  then.     For  lince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  'my  felf.     Do  you  not  love  me? 
Nav,  tc!l  me  if  thou  fpealvcft  in  J  eft  or  no. 


of  King  Hcmy   IV.  ii45 

Hof.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  a  Horfe-back,  I  will  fwcar 
I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Kate^ 
I  muft  not4iavc  you  henceforth  queftion  me. 
Whither  I  go;  nor  rfcafon  where  about. 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft;  and  to  conclude. 
This  Evening  muft  I  have  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Then  Hdrrj  Ptrcfs  Wife.    Conttant  you  are. 
But  yet  a  Woman;  and  for  Secrelie, 
No  Lady  clofer.     For  I  v/ill  believe, 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know. 
And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

Lddj.  How  fofar? 

Het^  Not  an  Inch  further.     But  haik  you  Kate, 
Whither  I  go,  thither  (hall  you  go  too : 
To  Day  wilfl  fet  forth,  to  morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you  Kate  ? 

Ladj.  It  muft  of  force.  [Exeunt4 

S  G  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  ^»^  Poins. 

P.Henrj.  Nedj  prethce  come  out  of  that^fat  room,  and 
lend  me  thy  Hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poins.  Where  haft  been,  Hal? 

P.Henrj.  With  three  or  four  Loggerheads,  amongft  three 
or  fourfcore  Hogflieads.  I  have  founded  the  very  bafe 
firing  of  Humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  Brother  to  a  Leafli 
of  Drawers,  and  can  call  them  by  their  Names,  as  Tom^ 
Dickj,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  already  upon  their  Con- 
fidence, that  though  I  be  but  Prince  ofPFaleSj  yet  I  am  the 
King  of  Curtefie ;  telh'ng  me  flatly,  I  am  not  proud  like 
yac\  Falfiafy  but  a  Corinthian,  a  Lad  of  mettle,  a  good 
Boy,  and  when  I  am  King  of  En^landj  I  fhall  command 
all  the  good  Lads  in  Eaficheap.  They  call  drinking  deep, 
dying  Scarlet;  and  when  you  break  in  your  watring,  then 
,  they  cry  Pcm,  and  bid  you  play  it  off.  To  conclude,  I 
am  fo  good  a'Prodcient  in  one  quarter  of  an  Hour,  that  I 
can  drink  with  any  Tinker  in  his  own  L^n^vi^^^  d^utvtv^TKvj 


1 1 5  o  ^he  Fir  ft  Part 

Life.  I  tell  thee  N'ed^  thou  haft  loft  much  Honour,  that 
thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  Aftion;  but  fweet  Ncdj  to 
fweeten  which  Name  of  JSTcd,  I  give  thee  this  Pennyworth 
of  Sugar,  clapt  even  now  into  my  Hand  by  an  under  Skinker, 
one  that  never  fpake  other  Englijl^  in  his  Lifei  then  Eight 
Shillings  and  Six  Pence ,  and.  Ton  are  welcome  Sir :  With  this 
flirill  Addition,  Anon  Sir,  Anon  Sir,  Score  a,  Pint  of  Ba^ 
ftdrd  in  the  Half  Moon,  or  fo.  But  Nedy  to  drive  away 
time  'till  Falftaff  come,  I  prethee  do  thou  ft  and  in  fome  by 
Room,  while  I  queftion  my  puny  Drawer,  to  what  end  he 
gave  me  the  Sugar,  and  do  never  leave  calling  Francis^ 
that  his  Tale  to  me  may  be  nothing  but^  Anon:  Step  alide* 
and  ril  ftiew  thee  a  Prefident. 

Poins.  Francis, 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  perfefl. 

Poins.  Francis, 

Enter  Francis  the  Drawer. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir ;  look  down  into  the  Pomgranet* 
Ralph. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

Fran.  My  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Forfooth  five  Years,  and  as  much  as  to 

Poins.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

P.Henry.  Five  Years;  Berlady,  along  Leafeforthe  clink- 
ing of  Pewter.  But  Francis^  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as 
to  play  the  Coward  with  thy  Indenture,  and  ftiew  it  a  fair 
pair  of  Heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I'll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  Books  in 
England^  I  could  find  in  my  Heart— 

Poins.  Francis, 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  How  old  art  thoti,  Francis  \ 

Fran.  Let  me  fee,  about  Michaelmas  next  I  ftiall  be- 

Poins.  Francis.  ' 

Fran.  Anon  Sir;  pray  you  ftay  a  little,  my  Lord* 

P.  Honrj.  Nay,  but  hark  you  Francis,  for  the  Sugar  thou 
gaveft  me,  'twas  a  Pennyworth,  was't  not  ? 

/r4Xf.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 
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FMcnrj*  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  Pound :  ask  me 
when  thou  wilr,  and  thou  (halt  have  it« 
P^ins.  Francis. 
FrAn.  Anon,  anon. 

P^  Henry.   AnoUj Francis^.    ^Oy  Francis,   but  to  morrow 
Francis  I   or  Francis,  on  Thurjdajy  or  indeed  Francis,  when 
thou  wilt.     But  Francis* 
Fran.  My  Lord. 

P.Henrj.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern  Jerkin,  Chriftal  But- 
ton, Not-pated,  Aga-tring,  Puke-ftocking,  Caddice-Garter, 
Spanijb  Pouch. 

Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 
P.  Henrj.  Why  then  your  brown  Baftard  is  your  only 
Drink;  for  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  Canvas  Doublet 
will  fully.     In  Barharj,  Sir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Fran.  What,  Sir? 
,    Poins.  Francis. 

P.Henry.  Away  you  Rogue,  doft  thou  hear  them  call? 
[Here  thej  both  cally  the  Drawer  fiands  amaz^ed,   nu 
knowing  which  way  to  go. 
Enter  Vintner. 
Vint.  What  ftand'ft  thou  ftill,  and  hear'ft  fuch  a  calling  ? 
Look   to  the   Gueft  within:    My   Lord,    old  Sir  John 
with  half  a  Dozen  more    are  at  the  Door;    ihall  I  lee 
them  \Ti\ 

P.  Henry.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the  Door« 
Pmns. 

Enter  Poins. 

Pmns.  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

Pi  Henry.  Sirrah,  Falftajf  and  the  reft  of  the  Thives  are 
at  the  Door;  (hall  we  be  merry? 

Poins.  As  merry  as  Crickets  my  Lad.  But  hark  ye, 
what  cunning  Match  have  you  made  with  this  Jeft  of  the 
Drawer?  Come,  what's  the  Iffl.e? 

P. Henry.  I  am  now  of  all  Humour?,  that  have  fliew'd  them- 
felves  Humours,   fince  the  old  Days  of  Goodman  Adam,  to 
the  Pupil  Age  of  this  prefent  twelve  a  Clock  at  Midnight. 
What's  a  Clock,  Francis\. 

Pran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  That  ever  this  Pellow  fliould  h^ve  f^HJ^t  '^  o\\^ 
than  a  Parrot,   znd  vet  the  Son  of  a  Wom^n.    Wvs  \vA\v- 
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ftry  is  up  Staiis  and  down  Stairs;  his  Eloquence  the  par- 
cell  of  t  Reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percj*s  Mind,  the 
Hot-fpur  of  the  North;  he  that  kills  me  fome  fix  or  fe- 
ven  D^zcn  of  Scots  at  a  Breskfaft,  wafhes  his  Hands  and 
fays  to  his  Wife,  Fie  upon  this  quiet  Life,  I  want  Work. 

0  ray  fwcet  Harry ^  fays  (lie,  how  many  haft  thou  kill'd 
tuDay?  Give  my  loan  Horfe  a  Drench,  fays  he,  and  an- 
fwcrs,  fome  fourteen,   an   Hour  after;   a  Trifle,  a  Trifle. 

1  prithee  call  in  Falftaff'^  I'll  play  Percj^  and  that  damned 
Brawn  ftiall  play  Dame  Mortimer  his  Wife.  Rivo^  fays 
the  Drunkard.     Call  in  Ribs,  call  in  Tallow. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Po'iHs.  Welcome  j^^ci^  where  haft  thou  been? 

FaL  A  plague  of  all  Cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  Vengeance 
too,  marry  2indAmeH.  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack,  Boy.  E*cr 
I  lead  this  Life  long,  (1*11  fow  nether  Socks,  and  mend 
them  too.  A  plague  of  all  Cowards.  Give  me  a  Cup  of 
Sack,  Rogue.     Is  there  no  Virtue  extant? 

P.  Henrj.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Tttan  kifs  aDifliof  Butter, 
pitiful  hearted  Titan^  that  melted  at  the  fweet  Tale  of  the 
SLn?   If  thou  didft,    then  behold  that  Compound. 

FaU  You,  Rogue,  here's  Lime  in  this  Sack  too ;  there 
is  nothing  but  Roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  Man;  yet 
a  Coward  is  worfe  than  a  Cup  of  Sack  with  Lime.  <A 
villainous  Coward— go  thy  ways  old  Jack^  die  when  thda 
wilr,  if  Manhood,  good  Manhood  be  not  forgot  upon  the 
Face  of  the  Earth,  then  am  I  a  ihotten  Herring  :  There  lives 
not  three  good  Men  unhang'd  in  EngUndj  and  one  of  them 
is  far,  and  grows  old,  God  help  the  while,  a  bad  World  I 
fay.  I  would  I  were  a  Weaver,  I  could  fing  all  manner  of 
Songs.     A  plague  of  all  Coward?,  I  fay  ftill. 

P.  Henry.  How  now  JVoolfac!^  what  mutter  you? 

Fal.  A  King's  Son  ?  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
Kingdom  with  a  Dajj,crcr  of  Lath,  and  drive  all  thy  Sub- 
jefts  afore  thee  like  a  Flock  of  wild  Geefe,  I'll  never. wear 
Hair  on  ray  Face  more.     Yoa  Prince  o(Tf^dles\ 

P. Henry.  Why  you  h.rfon  round  Man  I  What's  the  Matter? 

FuU  Are  you  not  a  Coward?  Anfwer  me  to  that,  and 
Poinsx\\txt\ 

P.Henry.  Ye  fat  Paunchy  and  ye  call  me  Coward,  I'll 
fiah  tbcc. 
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FaL  I  call  thee  Coward  f  1*11  fee  thee  damn'd  e*er  I  call 
thee  Coward;  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  Pound  I  could 
run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftreight  enough  in  the 
Shoulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  fiack :  Call  you 
that  backing  of  your  Friends?  a  plague  upon  fuch  backing; 
give- me  them  that  will  face  me.  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack, 
I  am  a  Rogue  if  I  drunk  to  Day. 

P.  Henry.  O  Villain*  thy  Lips  are  fcarce  wip'd  fince  thou 
drunVftlaft. 

FdL  Airs  oqe  for  that.  [ffc  drinks. 

A  plague  on  all  Cowards,  ftill,  fay  I. 
P.  Henry.  What's  the  Matter? 

FdL  W  hat's  the  Matter !  here  be  four  of  us,  have  ta'en 
a  thoufapd  Pound  this  Morning. 
P.  Henry.  Where  is  it  Jscl^,  Where  is  it? 
FdL  Where  is  it?  taken  from  us«  it  is;  a  hundred  upon 
poor  four  of  m<. 
P.  Henry  What,  a  hundred,  Man  ? 
Fal.   I  am  a  Rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half  Sword  with 
a  Dozen  of  them  two  Hours  together.     I  have  efcap'd  by 
Miracle.     I   am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  Doublet, 
four  through  the  Hofe>     my   Buckler   cut    through  and 
through,  my  Sword  hack'd  like  a  Hand-faw,  eccejignum. 
I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  Man;  all  would  not  do. 

A  Plague  on  all  Cowards let  them  fpeak ;  if  they  fpeak 

more  or  lefs  than  Truth,  they  are  Villains  and  the  Sons  of 
Darknefs. 

P.  Henry.  Speak  Sirs,  how  was  it  ? 
Gdds.  We  four  fet  upon  {bme  Dozen. 
Fal.  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  Lord. 
Gads.  And  bound  them. 
Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 
Fdl.  You  Rogue  they  were  bound,  every  Man  of  them, 
or  I  am  a  Jen/  elfe,  an  Ebrev>  Jew. 

Gads.  As  we  were  (baring,  fome  fix  or  feven  frefti  Men 
fet  upon  us. 
FaU  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  caipe  in  the  other. 
P.Henry.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all? 
Fat.  All?   I  know  not  whit  ye  call  All;  but  if  I  fought 
not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  Bunch  of  Radifh;  if  there 
Vol.  m.  N  n^^'t^ 
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were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  yacl(i  then 
am  I  no  two-legg'd  Creature. 

Poms.  Pray  Heav'n,  you  have  notmurthcredfome  of  them. 

FaL  Kay,  that's  pall  praying  for.  I  hive  peppered  two 
of  them ;  two  I  am  fure  I  have  pay'd,two  Rogues  in  Buck-- 
ram  Suits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hal^  if  I  tell  rhee  a  Lie> 
fpit  in  my  Face,  call  me  Horfe;  thou  know*(l  my  o!d 
Word;  here  I  lay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  Point;  four  Kogues 
in  Kuckram  let  drive  at  me. 

P.Henrj.  What,  four?  thou  faidft  but  two^  cfcn  now. 

FaL  Four  Hal^  I  told  thee  four. 

Poins.  Ay,  Ay,  he  faid  four. 

Fal.  Thefe  four  came  all  a-fronf,  and  mainly  thruft  at 
me;  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven  Points 
in  my  Target,  thus. 

P.  Henrj.  Seven  ?  why  there  were  but  four,  even  noW, 

FdU  In  Buckram. 

Peins.  Ay,  four,  in  Buckram  Suits. 

Pal.  Seven,  by  thefe  Hilts,  or  I  am  a  Villaili  elfe. 

P.Henry.  Prithee  let  him  alone, we  ihall  have  more  atx)tt. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear  me,  Hal? 

P.  Henrj  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jacl^ 

Fal.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  too:  Thefe  flioe 
in  Buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of-r— 

P.  Hinrj.  So,  two  more  already. 

FaL  Their  Points  being  broken  — 

Poins.  Down  fell  his  Hofe. 

FaU  Began  to  give  me  Ground;  but  I  followed  me dofr, 
came  in  Foot  and  Hand;  atid  with  a  Thought  feven  of  the 
eleven  I  pay'd. 

P.Henrj.  O  monftrous !  Eleven  Buckram  Men  grown  out 
of  two! 

FaL  But  as  the  Devil  would  have  it,  three  tDif^b^o^ 
ten  Knaves,  in  Kendal  Green,  came  at  my  Back,  and  kt 
drive  at  me ;  for  it  was  fo  dark,  HaL  that  thou  couldftnoc 
fee  thy  Hand. 

P.Henrj.  Thefe  Lies  are  lite  the  Father  that  begets  them, 
grofs  as  a  Mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why  thou  Qaj- 
brain'd  Guts,  thou  Knotty-pated  Fool,  thou  Horfbo  obfcene 
^eafie  Tallow  Catch. 
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FdL  What,  art  thou  mad?  Art  thou  mad?  Is  oot  tb« 
Truth,  the  Truth  ? 

A  Ifenrj.  Why,  how  could'ft  thou  know  thcfe  Men  in 
Xeffdsl  Green,  when  it  was  fb  dark>  thou  couki'ft  not  fee 
thy  Hand  ?  Come  teli  us  your  Keafon :  What  fay'ft  thou 
to  this  ? 

Poifts.  Come,  your  Reafon,  Jack,  your  Reafon, 

FaL  What,  upon  compulfion?  No;  were  I  at  the  Strap- 
pado, or  all  the  Racks  in  the  World*  I  would  not  tell  you 
on  Compulfion.  Give  you  a  Reafon  on  compulfion!  If 
Reafons  were  as  plenty  as  Black- Berries,  I  would  give  no 
Man  a  Reafon  upon  Compulfion,  h 

A  Henry.  V\\  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  Sin*  This 
fanguine  Coward>  this  Bed-prefTer,  this  Horfeback-breaker, 
this  huge  Hill  of  Flcfti. 

Fdl.  AwSy  you  Starveling,  you  Elf-skin,  you  dry*d 
Ncats-Tongue,  Bull's-pifTel,  you  Stock-fifti:  O  for  Breath 
to  utter.  What  is  like  thee?  You  Tailor's  Yard,  you  Sheath, 
yoii  Bow-Cafe,  you  vile  ftanding  Tuck. 

A  Hewrj.  Well,  breath  a  while,  and  then  to't  again  \  and 
when  thou  haft  tyr'd  thy  felf  in  bafe  Comparifons,  hear  me 
i^eak  but  thu^. 

toins.  Mark  '^Ack* 

A  Henry.  We  two,  faw  you  four  fct  on  four  and  bound 
tbetliy  and  were  Mafters  of  their  Wealth :  Mailc  now,  how 
a  plain  Tale  (hall  put  you  down.  Then  did  we  two^  fet 
on  you  four,  and  with  a  Word,  outfac'd  you  from  your 
Prite,  and  have  it,  yea,  and  can  (hew  it  you  in  the  Houfe. 
And  Falfi4jj\  you  carry 'd  your  Guts  away  as  nimbly,  with 
as  quick  Dexterity,  and  roar*d  for  Mercy,  and  ftill  ran 
and  roar'd,  as  ever  I  heard  Bull* Calf.  What  a  Slave  art 
thou,  to  hack  thy  Sword  as  thou  haft  done,  and  then 
fiy  it  Was  in  fight.  What  Trick?  What  Device?  What 
ftarting  Hole  canft  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from 
this  open  and  apparent  Shame  ? 

Foins.  Come*  let*s  hear  Jack, :  What  Trick  haft  thou  now  ? 

FdL  I  kne^  ye,   as  well  as  he  that  made  ye.  Why  hear 
ye  my  Matters,  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  Heir  apparent? 
Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  Prince^i  Why»  thou  knoweft 
I  aai  as  valiant  as  Hercules  \  but  beware  Indin^^  x\\^\Iv^^ 
will  not  touch  the  true  Prince :    Inftitv€t  is  %  ^tt^x  "l^^xx^.^^ 

N  X  ^ 
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I  was  a  Coward  on  Inftinft :  I  (hall  think  the  better  of  my 
felf>  and  thee,  during  my  Life;  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion,  and 
thou  for  a  true  Prince.  But  Lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the 
Mony.  Hoftefs,  clap  to  the  Doors ;  watch  to  Nipht,  pray 
to  Morrow.  Gallants,  Lads,  Boys>  Hearts  of  Gold,  all 
the  good  Titles  of  Fellowfhip  come  to  you.  What,  (hall 
wc  be  merry?  Shall  we  have  a  Play  extempore^ 

P.  HenJLj.  Content,  and  the  Argument  (hall  be,  thy 
running  away. 

FaU  Ah  I  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  if  thou  lovcft  me. 

Enter  Hofiefs. 

Hoft.  My  Lord  the  Prince  ! 

P.  Htnrj.  How  now,  my  Lady  the  Hoflcfs,  what  fay'ft 
thou  to  me  ? 

Hofi.  Marry,  my  Lord,  there  is  a  "Nobleman  of  the 
Court  at  Door  would  fpeak  with  you  ;  he  ^s  he  comes 
from  your  Father. 

P.  Henry.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royal  Man, 
and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  Mother. 

FdL  What  manner  of  Man  is  he? 

Heft.  An  old  Man. 

Fal.  What 'doth  Gravity  out  of  his  Bed  at  Midnight? 
Shall  I  give  him  his  Anfwer? 

P.  Henry.  Prithee  do, ,  Jack^ 

Fal.  Faith  and  Til  fend  him  packinq^.  [Exit. 

P.  Henry.  Now  Sirs,  you  fought  fair ;  fo  did  you  Pef^ 
fb  did  you  Bardolph;  you  are  Lions  too,  you  ran  away  up- 
on Inftind ;  you  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince*  no,  fie# 

Bardm  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.  Tell  me  now  in  earneft;  how  came  Falftafs 
Sword  fo  hackt? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  Dagger,  and  faid>  he 
would  fwear  Truth  out  of  all  England;  but  he  would  make 
you  believe  it  was  done  in  Bghx,  and  perfuaded  us  to  do 
the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  tickle  our  Nofes  with  Spear-grafs,  to 

make  rhem  bleed,   and  then  beflubber  our  Garments  with 

it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  Blood  of  true  Men.    I  did  that 

I  did  not  thefe  feven  Years  before,  I  blu(h*d  to  hear  his 

.i?7o;5/lrous  Device?. 

/n  Htnry. 
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?•  Henfj.  O  Villain^  thou  flblleft  a  Cup  of  Sack  eighteen 
Years  ago«  and  wert  t^iken  with  the  Manner^  and  tyti 
fince  thou  haft  bluih'd  exumpore;  thou  hadft  Fire  and 
Sword  on  thy  Side^  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away :  What  In- 
ffinft  hadft  thou  for  it? 

Bard.  My  Lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  Meteors?  Do  you  be- 
hold thefe  Bxhalations? 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend? 

P.  Henrj.  Hoc  Livers,  and  cold  Purfes. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  Lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Henry.  No,  it  rightly  taken.  Halter. 

Enter  Falftaff". 
Here     comes  lean  Jack^   here  comes  Bare-bone.     How 
now  my  fweet  Creature  of  Bombaft,    how  long  is"t  ago, 
Jacl^  fince  thou  faw'ft  thine  own  Knee? 

Fal.  My  own  Knee?  When  I  was  about  thy  Years^. 
Holy  I  was  not  an  Eagle's  Talon  in  the  Wafte,  I  could 
have  crept  into  any  Alderman's  Thumb-King:  A  plague 
of  Sighing  and  Grief,  it  blows  a  Man  up  like  a  Bladder. 
There's  villainous  News  abroad :  Here  was  Sir  John  Braby 
•from  your  Father;  you  muft  go  to  the  Court  in  the 
Morning.  The  fame  mad  Fellow  of  the  North,  Percy ; 
and  he  of  Walesy  that  gave  Amamon  the  Baftinadoy  and 
made  Lucifer  Cuckold,  and  fwore  the  Devil  his  true  Liege- 
Man,  upon  theCrofsof  a^//^-hook:What  a  plague  call  you 
him? 
.  Poins.  O,  Glendower. 

Fal.  Owen^  Owen ;  the  fame,  and  his  Son-in-law  Aforti^^ 
mtTy  and  old  Northumberland,  and  the  fprightly  Scet  of 
Sc0esy  Dowglafsy  that  runs  a  Horfeback  up  a  Hill  perpendi^ 
cular. 

.    P.  Henry.   He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed^  and  with  a  Piftol 
kills  a  Sparrow  flying. 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it. 

/.  Henrj.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 

Fal.  Well,  that  Rafcal  hath  good  Metal  in  him,  he  will 
Dofrun. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  Rafcal  art  thou  then,  to  praife 
fo  for  running? 

N  s  ^^- 
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FmL  a  Horfebackt  ye  Cuckov,  but  afoot  lie  wiH  not 
trndge  afoot. 

P.  Hmrj.  Yes,  Jdek.y  upon  Inftinft. 

F4I.  I  grant  ye,  upon  Inftind;  Well,  he  is  there  too^ 
and  one  Mordakc^  and  a  thoufand  blew-Caps  more*  V\kr^ 
after  is  ftoll'n  away  by  Night:  Thy  Father's  Beard  is 
turn*d  white  with  the  News:  You  may  buy  Land  now  a& 
cheap  as  (linking  Mackerel. 

?.  Henrj.  Then  'tis  hke,  if  there  come  a  hot  San,  and  this 
civil  buffeting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  Maidenheads  as  they  buy 
Hob-nails,  by  the  Hundreds. 

Fd.  By  the  Mafs,  Lad»  thou  fay 'ft  true,  jt  is  like  we 
fliall  have  good  trading  that  Way.  But  tell  me«  //4/,  art 
fioc  thou  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  Heir  apparent,  could 
the  World  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  Enemies  again  as  that 
Fiend  Dtnvglafs^  that  Spirit  Percj^  and  that  Devil  GUndnh' 
it  ?  "  Art  thou  not  horribly  afraid  ?  Doth  not  thy  Blood 
thrill  at  it  ?  * 

P.  Benrj.  Not  a  whit:  I  lack  fbme  of  thy  Inftind. 

FaL  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  tQ  morrow,  when 
thou  com*ft  to  thy  Father :  If  thou  do  love  jne,  pradife 
an  Anfwer. 

P.  Hemrj.  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  Father,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  Particulars  of  my  Life. 

A/,. Shall  I?  content:  This  Chair  (hall  be  my  State, 
this  Dagger  my  Scepter,  and  this  Cufhion  my  Crown. 

P.  Htnrj.  Thy  State  is  taken  for  a  joint-Stool,  thy  gol* 
den  Scepter  for  a  leidfen  Dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich 
Crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  Crowr. 

iW.  Well,  and  the  Fire  of  Grace  be  not  quite  out  of 
thee^  now  (halt  thou  be  moved;  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack 
to  make  mine  Eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought  I 
hare  wept,  for  I  muft  fpeak  in  paOion,  and  I  will  do  it  in 
King  Cambjfes  Vein. 

jP.  Henry.  Well,  here  h  my  Leg. 

FmL  And  here  is  my  Speech ;  ftand  afide  Nobilitj. 

Hefi.  This  is  excellent  Sport,  i'faith. 

FaL  Weep  not,  fweet  Queen,  for  trickling  Tears  ire 
¥iin. 

If^0  O  the  Father,  how  he  holds  his  Countenance  { 
-/3r/  For  God^s  fake.  Lords,  convey  my  ttiftful  Queen« 
i&r  Tars  do  flop  the  Flood-gatas  o£  Viw  Ii.y  t^%  H*5% 
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fofi.  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thcfe  harlotry 
Players,  as  ever  I  fee. 

FaL  Peace,  good  Pint-por,  peace  good  TicUe-brain* 
Hurry,  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 
tinoie;  but  alfo,  how  thou  art  accompany 'd:  For  though 
the  Camomil,  the  more  it  is  trodden,  the  fafter  it  grows ; 
yet  Youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  f<K)ner  it  wearso 
Thou  art  my  Son;  I  have  partly  thy  Mother's  Word, 
partly  my  Opinion;  bi;t  chiefly,  a  villainous  Trick  of 
tfaifie  Eye,  and  a  foolifli  hanging  of  thy  nether  Lip,  that 
doch  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  Son  to  me,  here  lyeth 
the  Point;  why,  being  Son  to  me,  art  thou  fo  pointed 
at?  Shall  the  bluffed  Son  of  Heav'n  prove  a  Micher,  and 
eat  BIack«berries  ?  aQueftion  not  to  be  ask'd.  Shall  the 
Son  ol  EngUnd  prove  a  Thief,  and  take  Purfes?  a  Queftion 
to  be  l$k'd«  There  is  a  thing,  Harrj^  which  thou  haft 
Ckften  heard  of,  and  it  is  knoVn  to  many  in  our  Land, 
by  the  Name  of  Pitch:  This  Pitch,  as  ancient  Writers  do 
report,  doth  defile;  fo  doth  the  Company  thou  keepeft; 
for  Hurrjt  now  I  do  not  fpeak  to  thee  in  Drink,  but  in 
Tears;  not  in  Pleifure,  but  in  Paflion;  not  in  Words  only, 
but  in  Woes  alfo;  and  yet  th.re  is  a  virtuous  Man,  whom 
I  have  often  noted  in  thy  Company,  but  I  know  not  his 
Name. 

f.  Hcnrj*  What  mannerof  Man,and  it  like  your  Majefty? 

Fd.  A  goodly  portly  Man  i'faith,  and  corpulent,  of  a 
chearf ur ^ook,  a  plealing  Eye,  and  a  moft  noble  Carri- 
age,  and  as  I  think,  his.  Age  fome  fiTty,  or,  by'rlady.  in- 
clinineto  threefcore;  and  now  I  remember  me,  his  Name 
i$  Fdfisffx  If  that  IVlan  flionld  be  lewdly  given,  he  de- 
ceives me;  for  Harrjy  I  fee  Virtue  in  his  Looks.  If  then 
the  Tree  miy  be  known  by  the  Fruit,  as  the  Fruit  by 
the  Tree,  then  pcrtmr>torily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  Virtue  in 
that  F4d(laf\  him  keep  with,  the  reft  baniih.  And  tell  me 
oow,  thou  naughty  Va'^Iet,  tell  me,  where  haft  thou  been 
dbis  Month  \ 

P.  Hemrj.  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King? Do  thou  ftand 
foe  me,  and  I'll  play  my  Father. 

PsL  Depofe  me !   if  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely,  (o  ma- 
jefticallVy  both  in  Word  and  Matter,  han^  me  u^  V:>^  xVv^ 
-Neds  for  a  JUbbft'fuckv^  or  a  Poulterer  liiaie. 

N  4  P*  Hmi 
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p.  Henry.  Well,  here  I  am  fct. 

FaL  And  here  I  ftand;  judge,  my  Mafters. 

P.  Henry.  Now  Harry ^  whence  come  you  { 

FaU  My  noble  Lord,  from  Eafi-cheap. 

P.  Henry.  The  Complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous. 

Fal.  ITaith,  my  Lord,  they  arc  falfe.  Nay,  Til  tickle  ye 
for  a  young  Prince. 

P.  Henry.  Swearcfl:  thou,  ungracious  Boy?  Henceforth 
ne'er  look  on  me;  thou  art  violently  carry 'd  away  from 
Grace;  there's  a  Devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  likenefs  of  a 
fat  old  Man;  a  Tun  of  Man  is  thy  Companion:  Why 
doft  thou  converfe  with  that  Trunk  of  Humours,  that 
Boulting-Hutch  of  Beaftlinefs,  that  fwoln  Parcel  of  Drop* 
fies,  that  huge  Bombard  of  Sack,  diat  ftuft  Cloak-bag  of 
Guts,  that  rofled  Manning-Tree  Ox  with  the  Puddings 
in  his  Blelly,  that  reverend  Vice,  that  grey  Iniquity,  that 
Father  Ruffian,  that  Vanity  in  Years;  wherein  is  he  good, 
but  to  tafteSackand  drink  it?'  Wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but 
to  carve  a  Capon  and  cat  ni  Wheiein  cunning,  but  in 
Craft?  Wherein  crafty  but  in  Villany?  wherein  villainouf, 
but  in  all  things/"  wherein  worthyf  but  in  nothing? 

FaL  I  would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you: 
What  means  your  Grace? 

P.  Henrj.  That  villainous  abominable  Mif-lcader  of  Youth, 
Faljtajf,  that  old  white-bearded  Satlian, 

FaL  My  Lord,  the  Man  I  know. 

P.  Henrj.  I  know  thou  duft. 

FaL  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in 
my  felf,  were  to  lay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old 
the  more's  the  pity,  his  white  Hairs  do  witnefs  it;  But  that 
he  iSf  laving  your  Reverence,  a  Whore-mafter,  that  I  ut- 
terly deny.  If  Sack  and  Sugar  be  a  Fault,  Heav'n  help  tho 
Wicked:  If  to  be  old  and  merry,  be  a  Sin,  then  many  a 
Hoft  that  I  know  is  damn'd :  If  to  be  fat,  be  to  be  hated,  then 
Pharoab's  lean  Kine  are  to  be  lov'd.  No,  my  good  Lord, 
baniih  Peto^  banifh  Bardolphj  banilh  Poinsi  but  for  fweet 
Jack^Falftaf,  kind  Jack^  Falfiaf,  itu^  Jacl^F.ilftaf,  vali- 
ant yack^  Falflajf^  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  h^  is 
old  Jack  Falfiaffy  bani(h  not  him  thy  Harrys  Company, 
hiniih  not  him  thy  Harry's  Company;  banifli  plump 
^at'K^  SLnd  bsiniQi  all  the  World* 
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P.Henrj.  I  do,  I  will. 

,  Emfer  Bardolph  rwmng. 

Bard.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Sheriff  with  a  moft 
monfirous  Watcb^  is  at  the  Door. 

Fdl.  Out  you  Rogue,  play  out  the  Play:  I  have  much 
to  fay  io  the  behalf  of  that  Falfiaff. 

Enter  the  Hofiefs. 

Hoft.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

FaL  Heigh,  heigh,  the  Devil  rides  upon  a  Fiddle*ftick: 
What's  the  Matter? 

Hofi.  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  Watch  are  at  the  Doors 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  Houfe,   ihall  I  let  them  in  § 

FaL  Doft  thou  hear>  Hall  never  call  a  true  Piece  of 
Gold  a  Counterfeit:  Thou  art  effentially  mad>  without 
feemin^  fo. 

P.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  Coward,  without  Inftind« 

FaL  I  deny  your  Major  ;  if  you  will  deny  the  Sheriff, 
fb;  if  nor/ let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  Cart  as 
well  as  another  Man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up;  I  hope 
I  (hall  as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  Haher,  as  another. 

P.  Henry.  Go  hide  thee  behind  the  Arras,  the  reft  walk 
above*  Now  my  Mafters,  for  a  true  Face  and  good  Con^ 
fcience. 

FaL  Both  which  I  have  had ;  but  their  Date  is  out,  and 
therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

[Exennt  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  &c. 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 

Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Carrier. 

P.  Henry.  Now  Mafter  Sheriff^what  is  your  Will  withme? 

Sher.  Fiif},  pardon  me,  my  Lord.  A  Hue  and  Cry  hath 
follow'd  certain  Men  unto  this  Houfe. 

P.  Henry.  What  Men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  Lord,  a 
grofs  fat  Man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  Butter. 

P.  Henry.  The  Man,  I  do  affure  you  is  not  here. 
For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  impIoy*d  him ; 
And,  Sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  Word  to  thee. 
That  I  will,  by  to  Morrow  Dinner  time. 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  Man, 
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For  any  thing  he  (ball  be  charg'd  withal; 
And  fo  let  me  intrrat  you  l^ave  the  Houfe. 

Sher.  I  wiiij  my  Lord;  there  are  two  Gentlemen 
Have  in  this  Robbery  loft,  three  hundred  Marks. 

P.  H$nrf.  It  may  be  fo;  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  Meo^ 
Heihall  be  anfwerabie;  and  (b  farewel* 

Shtr.  Good  Night,  my  noble  Lord. 

T.Henrj.  I  thi'  k  it  is  good  Morrow,  is  it  not? 

$1^,  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  think  it  be  two  a  Clo€k.[£jrj/. 

F,  Henry.  Yhis  oily  Rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  PauU ;  go 
CiU  bim  forth. 

PitP^r  Fulfiafff  Faft  afleep  behind  the  Arras,  and  fnortiog 
a  Horfe. 

P^  Uenrj.  Hark,  bow  hard  he  fetches  his  Breath ;  fearch  his 
Pocktts.  [Hefearcheth  his  Pockfts^  dndfindeth  certain  Psftrs. 

P.  Henry.  What  haft  thou  found? 

Pitp.  Nothing  but  Papers,  my  Lord. 

P. Henry.  Let's  fee,  what  be  they?  read  them. 

P^$.  Item^  a  Capon,  ^s.  id. 
Item,  S^wce,  4^. 
/ferns  Sick*  two  Gallons,  5  ^  4  </• 
/rent,  Aiichoves  and  Sack  after  Supper,  is.  6d. 
Itemj  Bread,  ob. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrous,  but  one  half  Penny- worth  of 
Bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  Sack  ?  What  there  is  elfe, 
keepclofe*  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage;  there  let  him 
fleep'cillDay.  I'il  to  the  Court  in  the  Morning:  Wemuft 
all  to  the  War;,  and  thy  Place  fliall  be  honourable.  I'll 
|>rocure  this  fat  Rogue  a  Charge  of  Foot,  and  I  know  his 
peath  will  be  a  March  of  Twel\  efcore.  The  Mony  Aiall 
be  paid  back  again  with  Advantage.  Be  with  me  betimes 
in  the  Morning ;  and  fo  good  morrow,  Pet: 

P4t9^  Good  morrow^  good  my  Lord.  SExietn^. 
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Emer  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter>  Lord  Mortmier,  and  Owen 

Glendower. 

Af^rt.^nr^Hek  Promifes  are  fair,  the  Parties  Aire, 

X    And  our  InduAion  full  of  profperous  hope. 

JHiBn  Lord  M^timiTy  and  Coufin  Gleudowir» 
Will  you  fit  down  ? 

And  Uncle  fForcefier^—^A  plague  upon  it, 
I  have  forgot  the  Map, 

Clemd.  tlOf  here  it  is ; 
Sit  Coufin  Percj/y  fit  good  Coufin  Hot/pur : 
For  by  that  Naoie,  as  oft  as  Luncdfier  doth  (peak  of  3roUy 
His  Cheeks  look  pale,  and  with  a  rifing  (igb, 
He  wiOierh  you  in  Heav'o. 

H$n  And  you  in  Hell,  as  oft  as  he  hears  Owem  Glendtwir 
fpoke  of. 

Gktid.  I  cannot  blame  him;  at  my  Nativity, 
The  front  of  Heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  Shapes, 
Of  burning  Creffers;  and  at  my  Birth, 
The  frame  and  foundation  of  the  Earth 
Shak'd  like  a  Coward. 

H^.  Why  fo  it  would  have  done  at  the  fame  Seafon,  if 
your  Mother's  Cat  had  but  kitten'd,  though  your  felf  had 
never  hfico  born. 

GUnd.  I  by  the  Earth  did  /hake  when  I  was  born. 

H§t.  And  I  fay  the  Earth  was  not  of  my  Mind : 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  fliook. 

Gbnd.  The  Heavens  were  ail  on  fire,  the  Earth  did  trcpble. 

£r«e.  oh,  then  the  Earth  (hook 
To  fee  the  Heavens  on  fire, 
Abd  not  in  fear  of  your  Nativity. 
Difeafed  Nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  ftrange  Eruptions;  and  the  teeming  Earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  Cholick  pinch'd  and  vexr» 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  Wind 
Within  her  Womb;  which  for  enlargement  ftt\v\tv^» 
Shakes  the  old  Beldam  Earrhj  and  tumbUs  do^n 
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Steeples,  and  mofs-grown  Towers.     At  your  Birth, 
OurGrandam  Eaith^  having  this  Diftemperature, 
In  paflton  (hook. 

Glend.  Cou(in;  of  many  Men 
I  do  not  bear  thcle  Croflings :  Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  Birth 
The  front  of  Heav*n  was  full  of  fiery  Shapes, 
The  Goats  ran  from  the  Mountains,  and  the  Herds 
Were  ftrangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  Fields : 
Thefe  Signs  have  mark*d  me  extraordinary^ 
And  all  theCourfes  of  ^ly  Life  do  ihew, 
I  am  not  in  the  Roll  of  common  Men. 
Where  is  the  Living,  dipt  in  with  the  Sea, 
That  chides  the  Banlcs  of  Englandj  Scotland  and  WaUs^ 
Which  calls  me  Pupil,  or  hach  read  to  me? 
And  bring  him  out»  that  is  but  Woman's  Son, 
Gan  trace  me  in  the  tedious  .ways  of  Art, 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  Experiments. 

Hot.  I  think  there's  no  Man  fpeaks  better  Wclfi.  ■ 
rU  to  dinner. 

Mart.  Peace,  Coufin  Percy^  you  will  make  him  mail. 

Glend.  I  can  call  Spirits  from  the  vafly  Deep. 

Hot.  Why,  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  Man: 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them? 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee,  Coufln,  to  command  the 
Devil. 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  Coufin,  to  fhame  the  Devil, 
By  telling  Truth.     Tell  Truths  and  jhame  the  DeviL 
If  thou  have.  Power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  I'll  be  fworn,  I  have  Power  to  (hame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  Truth,  and  (hame  the  Devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  unprofitable  Chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  BHlUngbroke  made  head 
Againfl:  my  Power;  thrice  from  the  Banks  of  ^^, 
And  Sandy-bottom'd  Severn^  have  I  fent  him,  • 

Bootlefs  home,  and  Weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home,  without  Boots, 
And  in  foul  Weather  too. 
How  fcapes  he  Agues  in  the  Devil's  Name? 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  Map: 
Shall  we  divide  our  Right> 
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According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ?     . 

Afcrt.  The  Arch-Deacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  Limits,  very  equally : 
EngUndy  from  Trenty  and  Severn  hitherto. 
By  South  and  Eaft,  is  to  my  part  aflign'd : 
•  All  Weftward,  WaUsy  beyond  the  Severn  fhore, 
And  all  the  fertile  Land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glend<nver\  and  dear  Coufin  to  you 
The  remnant  Northward,  lying  o£Ffrom  Trent. 
And  pur  Indentures  Tripartite  are  drawn: 
Which  being  fealed  enterchangeably> 
A  Bufinefs  that  this  Night  may  execute. 
To  morrow,  Coufin  Percj^  you  and  I, 
And  my  good  Lord  of  W^rcefter^  will.fet  forth. 
To  meet  your  Father,  and  the  Scottijh  Po^er, 
As  is  appointed  us  at  ShrewsbHrj. 
My.  Father  GUndewer  is  not  ready  yet, 
^or  (hall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  Days : 
Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  Tenant?,  Friends,  and  neighbouring  Gentlemen* 

Cjlend.  A  (horter  time  (hall  fend  me  to  you.  Lords : 
And  in  my  Condud  (hall  your  Ladies  come. 
From  whom  you  now  muft  ileal,  and  take  no  leavle. 
For  there  will  be  a  World  of  Water  (hed. 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  Wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks  my  Moity,  North  from  Burton  here. 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours : 
See,  how  this  River  comes  me  cranking  in. 
And  cuts  me  from  the  befl  of  all  my  Land, 
A  huge  half  Moon,  a  monftrous  Cantle  out. 
I'll  have  the  Current  in  this  place  damn'd  up: 
And  here  the  fmug,  and  Silver  Trent  (hall  run 
In  a  new  Channel,  fair  and  evenly  : 
It  ihall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  Indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

CUnd.  Not  wind  ?  It  ihall,  it  muft,  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mort.  Yea,  but  mark  how  he  bends  his  Courfe, 
And  runs  me  up,  with  like  advantage  on  the  ether  fide^ 
Gelding  the  oppoiing  Continent  as  much. 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 
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y/or.  Yea,  but  a  little  Charge  will  trench  him  here. 
And  on  this  North- fide  win  this  Cape  of  Land, 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  fo,  a  little  Charge  will  do  \t. 

CUnd.  ril  not  have  it  altered. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

CUnd.  No,  nor  you  (hall  not. 

Hot.  Who  (hall  fay  me  ray? 

CUnd.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then,  fpeak  it  in  Wtljb. 

GUnd.  I  can  fpeak  EngUjb^  Lord,  as  well  as  you. 
For  I  was  trained  up  in  the  Englijb  Court: 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  Harp 
Many  an  EngUjh  Ditty,  lovely  wdf. 
And  gave  the  Tongue  a  helpful  Ornament; 
A  Virtue  that  was  never  feen  in  you,  , 

Hot»  Marry,  and  I  urn  glad  of  it  with  all  my  Heart. 
I  had  rather  be  a  Kitten,  and  cty  mew. 
Than  one  of  thefe  fame  Meeter-balhd-mongers, 
I  had  rather  hear  a  Brazen  Candle  flick  tun'c. 
Or  a  dry  Wheel  grate  on  the  Axel-tree, 
And  that  would  fet  my  Teeth  on  Edge, 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  Poetry ; 
•Tis  like  the  forc'd  Gate  of  a  (huffling  Nag. 

CUnd.  Come,  you  (hall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care;  111  give  thrice  fo  much  Land 
To  any  well-deferving  Friend ; 
But  in  the  way  of  Bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  Hair. 
Are  the  Indentures  drawn?  Shall  we  be  gone? 

GUnd.  The  Moon  fhincs  fair. 
You  may  away  by  Night : 
ril  hafte  the  Writer;  and  withal. 
Break  with  your  Wives,  of  your  departure  hence : 
I  am  afraid  my  Daughter  will  run  mad. 
So  much  Hie  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  [Jixk% 

Morf.  Fie,  Coufin  Percj^  how  you  crofs  my  Father. 

Hot.  I  cannot  chufe;  (ometime  he  angers  me. 
With  telling  me  of  the  Mold  warp  and  the  Aat^ 
Of  the  Dreamer  Aferliny  and  his  Prophecies; 
And  of  a  Dragon,  and  a  finlefs  Fi(h, 
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A  clip-wing'd  Griffin*  and  a  moulten  Ka?co» 

A  couching  Lion,  and  a  ranipiog  Car, 

And  fuch  a  deal  of  skimble^sktmblc  Stuffy 

As  puts  me  from  my  Faith.     I  cell  you  wl 

He  htld  me  laft  Night,  at  lead  nine  Hour% 

In  reckoning  up  the  feveral  Devils  Names 

That  were  his  Lackeys : 

I  cry'd  hum*  and  well,  go  too. 

But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.    O,  he  is  as  tedioui 

As  a  tired  Horfe,  a  railing  Wife, 

Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  Houfe.    I  had  rather  life 

With  Cheefe  and  Garlick  in  a  Windmil  far. 

Than  feed  on  Gates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me^ 

In  any  Summer-houfe  in  Chrifterdom. 

Man.  In  faith  he  was  a  worthv  Gemlcman ; 
Exceeding  well  read,  and  profited* 
In  ftrange  Concealments : 
Valiant  as  a  Lion,  ard  wondrous  affable. 
And  as  bountiful  as  Mines  of  Indi4. 
Shall  I  tell  you,  Coufin, 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpeA, 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  Scope* 
When  you  do  crofs  his  Humour;  Yaith  he  does, 
I  warrant  you*  that  Man  is  not  alive, 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him,  as  you  have  done. 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger,  and  reproof : 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

Wor.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  you  are  too  wilful  blameji 
And  iKnce  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough. 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  Patience : 
You  muft  needs  learr.  Lord,  to  amend  this  fault; 
Though  fometimes  it  (hew  Greatneft;,  Courage^  Blood, 
And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you  | 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  liarfh  Rage* 
Defeft  of  Manner?,  want  of  Government, 
Pride^  Haughtinefs,  Opinion,  and  Difdain: 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  Nobleman* 
Lofeth  Mens  Hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  Staia 
Upon  the  Beauty  of  all  parts  befide^ 
B^uiling  theoi  of  Commcndatioo. 
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H$t.  Well,  J  am  fchoord : 
Good4Dann€rs  be  your  (peed; 
Here  come  our  Wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

Enter  ®Iendewer>  with  the  Ladies. 
Men.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  ffle. 
My  Wife  can  fpeak  no  EngUJh^  I  no  Welp. 

Glendm  My  Daughter  weeps,  (he'll  not  part  with  you. 
She'll  be  a  Soldier  too,  Oic'll  to  the  Wars. 

JUert.  ®ood  Father  tell  her,  that  (he  and  my  Aunt  Percy 
Shall  follow  in  your  Conduft  fpeedily* 

£Glendower  j(^Mi^  to  her  Welfli,  and  Jhe  anjwers  him  in 

the  fame. 
Glendm  She  isdefperate  here: 
A  peeviih  felf-will'd  Harlotry, 
One  that  Perfwafion  can  do  no  good  upon. 

iThe  Ladjfpeaks  in  Wellh. 
Mort.  I  underftand  thy  Looks ;  that  pretty  Weljbj 
Which  thou  powr'ft  down  from  thefe  fwelling  Heav'ns,. 
I  am  too  perfeft  in :  And  but  for  fhame. 
In  fuch  a  Parly  fhould  I  anfwer  thee. 

*  [The  Lady  again  in  Welfli. 

Mart.  I  underftand  thy  Kiffes,  and  thou  mine. 
And  that's  a  feeble  Difputation : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  Truant,  Love, 
*Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  Language :  For  thy  Tongue 
Makes  Welfli  as  fweet  as  Ditties  highly  penn'd. 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  Summer's  Bower, 
With  ravifliing  Divifion  to  her  Lute. 

GUnd.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  flie  run  mad.  * 

{The  Lady /peaks  again  in  Welfli* 
Mort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felf  in  this. 
Glend.  She  bids  you; 
On  the  wanton  Ruflies  lay  you  down. 
And  reft  your  gentle  Head  upon  her  Lap, 
And  flie  will  (ing  the  Song  that  pleafeth  you,  t 

And  on  your  Eye-Lids  Crown  the  God  of  Sleept  ^ 

Charming  your  Blood  with  plcafing  heavinefs; 
Making  fuch  difference  betwixt  Wake  and  SL'ep, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  Day  and  Night, 
The  Hour  before  the  Heav'nly  harnefs'd  Teem 
Begins  his  golden  Progrefs  in  the  Eaft, 

Meru 
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Mort.  With  all  my  Heart  I'll  fir,  and  hear  her  fipg: 
By  that  time  will  our  Book,  I  thinks  be  drawn. 

GUnd.  Dofo: 
And  thofe  Mufitians  that  ftiall  play  to  you, 
Hang  in  the  Air  a  thoufand  Leagues  froni  hence; 
Yet  ftraight  they  fliall  be  here :  Sir,  and  attend. 

Hot^  Come,  Katc^  thou  art  pcrfeft  in  lying  down  \ 
Come,  quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  Head  in  thy  Lap. 

L^j.  Go,  ye  giddy  Goofe.  [71?^  Mujick^flays. 

H9t.  Now  I  perceive  the  Devil  undcrftands  Weljhy 
And  'tis  no  marvel  he  is  To  humorous : 
By'rlady  he's  a  good  MuHcian. 

Ladj.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  Mufical, 
For  you  are  all  together  governed  by  Humors : 
Lie  ftill  ye  Thief,  and  hear  the  Lady  fing  in  TVelp. 

H9t.  I  had  rather  hear.  Lady  my  Brach,  howl  in  /r//&* 

L^j.  Would'ft  have  thy  Head  broken? 

Hot.  No. 

Ladj.  Then  be  ftill. 

Hot.  Neither,  'tis  a  Woman's  Fault. 

Lad].  Now  God  help  thee. 

Hot.  To  the  Weljh  Lady's  Bed. 

LAdj.  What's  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace,  flie  fings.    \Htre  the  Ladj fi»gt aVJ t\(h  Song. 
Come>  I'll  have  your  Song  too. 

Lddj.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 

Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  footh  ! 
You  fwear  like  a  Comfit-maker's  Wife, 
Not  you*  in  good  footh;  and,  as  true  as  I  live; 
And,  as  God  (hall  mend  mc;  and  as  fure  as  Djy  : 
And  giveft  fuch  Sarcenet  furety  for  thy  Oi;hs, 
As  if  thou  never  walk'ft  further  than  Finshurj. 
Swear  me,  Kate^  like  a  Lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  Oath,  and  leave  Infooth, 
And  fuch  proteft  of  Pcppcr-Ginger-Bread, 
To  Velvet-Guards,  and  SuHdaj-Ciiiz^^^, 
Come,  fing. 

Lady.  I  will  not  fing. 

Hot.  *Ti$  the  next  way  to  turn  Tailor,  or  be  Rcd- 
breaft  Teacher:    And  the  Indentures  be  dfawa^  VW  v«vj 
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withia  thefe  two  Hours :   And  fo  come  in,   when  ye  will. 

[Exit. 

GUnd.  Come,  come.  Lord  Mortimer ^  you  are  as  flow. 
As  hot  Lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this  our  Book  is  drawn :  We'll  but  feal, 
And  then  to  Horfe  immedianely. 

JHort.  With  all  my  Heart.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     If. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords  and  others. 

K.  Henrj.  Lords,  give  us  leave : 
The  Prince  of  Walcs^  and  I, 
Muft  have  fome  private  Conference. 
But  be  near  at  Hand, 

For  we  (hall  prefently  have  need  of  you.        [Exeunt  Lords. 
I  know  not  whether  Heav'n  will  have  it  fo. 
For  fome  difpleafing  Service  I  have  done; 
That  in  his  fecret  Doom,  out  of  my  Blood, 
He'll  breed  Revengement,  and  a  Scourge  for  me: 
But  thou  doft  in  thy  Paflagcs  of  Life, 
Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  Vengeance,  and  the  Rod  of  Heav'n 
To  punifli  my  Mifs-treadings.     Tell  me  elfe. 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  Defires, 
Such  poor,  fuch  bafe,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  Attempts* 
Such  barren  Pleafures,  rude  Society, 
As  thou  art  match'd  withal,  and  grafted  to» 
Accompany  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Bloody 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  Princely  Heart? 

P.  Henrj.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  all  Offences  with  as  clear  excufe. 
As  well  as  I  am  doubtlefs  I  can  purge 
My  f«lf  of  many  I  am  charg*d  withal: 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg. 
As  in  reproof  of  many  Tales  devis'd. 
Which  oft  the  Ear  of  Greatnefs  needs  muft  hear. 
By  fmiling  Pick-thanks,  and  bafe  News-mongers ; 
I  may  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  Youth 
Hath  faulty  wandred,  and  irregular. 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  Submiflion. 
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K.  Henry.  Heav'n  pardon  thee  : 
Yet  let  me  wonder»  Harrj, 
At  thy  Affedions,  which  do  hold  a  Wiog 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  Anceftors. 
Thy  place  in  Council  thou  haft  rudely  loo's 
Which  by  thy  younger  Brother  is  fupply'd} 
And  art  almoft  an  Alien  to  the  Hearts 
Of  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  Blood* 
The  Hope  and  Expeftation  of  thy  time 
Isruin'd)  and  the  Soul  of  every  Man 
Prophetically  does  fore*think  thy  Fall* 
Had  I  fo  kvifh  of  my  Prefence  been. 
So  common  hackney 'd  in  the  ways  of  Meiif 
So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  Company ; 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  Crowny 
Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  PtffdRon^ 
And  left  me  in  reputelefs  Baniihmentt 
A  Fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood* 
By  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  ftir> 
But  like  a  Comet>  I  was  wondred  at ; 
That  Men  would  tell  their  Children,  This  is  he* 
Others  would  fay.  Where?  Vfhich  is  BuUingtroksi 
And  then  I  ftole  all  CourteHe  from  Heav^n^ 
And  dreft  my  felf  in  fuch  Humility, 
That  I  did  pluck  Allegiance  from  Mens  Hearts, 
Loud  Shouts  and  Salutations  from  their  Mouths^ 
Even  in  the  Prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 
Thus  I  did  keep  my  Perfon  frefli  and  newi 
My  Prefence  like  a  Robe  Pontifical, 
Ne'er  feen,  but  wondred  at ;  and  fo  my  State^ 
Seldom  but  fumptuous>  (hewed  like  a  Feaft» 
And  won  by  rarenefis  fuch  Solemnity. 
The  skipping  King  he  ambled  up  and  down. 
With  (hallow  Jefters,  and  ra(h  Bavin  Wits, 
Seon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt,  carded  his  State^ 
Mingled  his  Royalty  with  carping  Fools, 
Had  his  great  Name  prophaned  with  their  Scoras, 
And  gave  his  Countenance,  againft  his  Name, 
To  laugh  at  gybing  Boys,  and  ftand  the  puih 
Of  every  beardlefs  vain  comparative : 
Grew  a  Companion  to  the  common  Streets^ 
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EnfcotF'd  himfclf  to  Popularity: 

That  being  daily  fwallowcd  by  Mens  Eyes, 

They  furfeited  with  Honey,  and  began  to  loaih 

The  tafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little,  is  by  much  too  mucb> 

So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen. 

He  was  but  as  the  Cuclcow  is  in  yuncj 

Heard,  not  regarded;  feen,  but  with  fuch  Eyes, 

As  (ick  and  blunted  with  community,  • 

Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze. 

Such  as  is  bent  on  Sun*likc  Majefty, 

When  it  (liines  feldom  in  admiring  Eyes: 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  Eye-lids  down, 

Slept  in  his  Face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpeft 

As  cloudy  Men  ufe  to  their  Adverfaries, 

Being  with  his  Prcfcncc  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 

And  in  that  very  Line,  Harrjy  ftandeft  thou  j 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  Princely  Privilege^ 

Wi.h  vile  Participation.    Not  an  Eye 

But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  fight. 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more: 

Which  now  doth,  that  I  would  not  have  it  do. 

Make  blind  it  fejf  with  foolifh  Tendernefs. 

V.Henry.  I  fliall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  Lords 
Be  more  my  fclf, 

K.  Henrj.  For  all  the  World, 
As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  fet  forth  at  Ravenjpnrg ; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now  : 
Now  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  Soul  to  boot^ 
He  hath  more  worthy  Intereft  to  the  State 
Than  thou'  the  Shadow  of  Succeffion; 
For  of  no  Rieht,  nor  Colour  like  to  Right, 
He  doth  fill  Fields  with  Harnefs  in  the  Realm, 
Turns  Head  againft  the  Lion's  armed  Jaws; 
And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  Years  than  thou. 
Leads  ancient  Lords,  and  reverend  Biftiops  on 
To  bloody  Battels  and  to  bruifing  Arms. 
What  nevcr-dyin^  Honour  hath  he  got, 
Ajgainft  renowned  DowgUfsy  whofe  high  Deeds, 
lV/]ofe  hot  /ncurfions,  and  great  Name  in  Arms, 

Holds 
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Holds  from  all  Soldiers  chief  Mijority, 

And  Military  Title  Capital,  *- 

Through  all  the  Kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift. 

'JPhrice  hath  the  Hot-Jpftr  Afars,  in  fwathJDg  ^loaths, 

This  Infant  Warrior,  in  his  Enterprifes, 

Difcomfited  great  Dowgla/s,  ta'en  him  once> 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  Friend  of  him, 

To  fill  the  Mouth  of  deep  Defiance  up. 

And  fliake  the  Peace  and  Safety  of  our  Throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this?  Percy^  Northnmberlandj 

The  Arch-Bifliop's  Grace  of  rork3  Dowgkfsy  and  Mortimer^ 

Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  News  to  thee? 

Why,  Harry^  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  Foes, 

Whidh  art  my  ncar'ft  and  deareft  Enemy? 

Thou  art  like  enough,  through  VafTal  Fear, 

Bafe  Inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  Spleen, 

To  fight  againft  me  tinder  Percy's  Pay, 

To  dog  his  Heels,  and  courtfie  at  his  Frowns. 

To  Ihew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.  Henry.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  (hall  not  find  it  fo :     , 
And  Heav'n  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  Majefty's  good  Thoughts  away  from  me : 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percys  Head, 
And  in  the  clofing  of  feme  glorious  Day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  Son, 
When  I  will  wear  a  Garment  all  of  Blood, 
And  ftain  my  Favours  in  a  bloody  Mask :} 
Which  waftit  away,  ihall  fcowre  my  fhame  with  it. 
And  that  Ihall  be  the  Day,  when  e'er  it  lights,  ( 
That  this  fame  Child  of  Honour  and  Renown, 
This  gallant  Hot-fpurj  this  all-praifed  Knight, 
And  your  unthought-of /Sirr^,  chance  to  meet: 
For  every  Honour  fitting  on  his  Helm, 
Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  Head 
My  Shames  redoubled.     For  the  time  will  corneal 
That  I  fliall  make  this  Northern  Youth  exchange 
His  Glorious  Deeds  for  my  Indignities : 
Percy  is  but  my  Faftor,  good  my  Lord, 
To  engroft  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  beh?\f; 
And  I  vfiU  call  him  to  fo  titid  account. 
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That  he  (hall  render  every  Glory  up. 

Yea,  even  the  flighteft  Worfhip  of  his  Time, 

Or  I  will  tear  the  Reckoning  from  his  Heart. 

This,  in  the  Name  of  Heaven,  I  promife  here : 

The  which,  if  I  perform,  and  do  furvive, 

I  do  befcech  your  Majefty,  may  falve 

The  long-grown  Wounds  of  my  Intemperaturc ; 

If  not,  the  end  of  Life  cancels  all  Bonds, 

And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  Deaths, 

£'er  break  the  fmalleft  Parcel  of  this  Vow. 

K.  Htnrj.  A  hundred  thoufand  Rebels  die  in  this : 
Thou  (halt  have  Charge,  and  Soveraign  truft  herein* 

Enter  Blunt* 
How  now,  good  Blunt?  Thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 

BIhvu  So  hath  the  BuHncfs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word. 
That  Dowglafs  and  the  Englijh  Rebels  met 
The  eleventh  of  this  Month,  at  Shrewsburj/ : 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  Head  they  arc, 
If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  Hand, 
.  As  ever  offered  foul  play  in  a  State. 

K.  Henry.  The  Earl  of  WefimorUnd  fet  forth  to  Day : 
With  him  my  Son,  Lord  John  of  Lancafier^ 
For  this  Advertifcment  is  five  Days  old. 
On  Wednefday  next,  Harrjy  thou  fhalt  fet  forward  : 
On  Thurjdajy  we  our  felves  will  march. 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgenorth  :  And  Harrjy  you  (hall  march 
Through  Glecejlerjhirei  By  which  account. 
Our  Bufinefs  valued,  fome  twelve  Days  hence. 
Our  general  Forces  at  Bridfenorth  (hall  meet. 
Our  Hands  are  full  of  Bufinefs:  Let's  away, 
Advantage  feeds  them  far,  while  We  delay.  ^ExeMtt* 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  FalftaflF  dnd  Bardolpb. 

FdL  Bardolpb^    am   I  not  fafn  away  vilely,    fince   this 

laft  Aftion?    Do  I  not  bate?   Do  I  not  dwindle?   Why 

my  Skin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  Lady's  loofc  Gown : 

/  am   withered  like  an  old  Apple  John.    Well  TU  repent, 

and  faddcnly,    while  I  am   iu  iomz  l\kii\g;    I   (hall   be 
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out  of  Heart  (hortly,  and  then  I  (hall  have  no  Strength  to 
repent.  And  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of  a 
Church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  Pepper  torn,  a  Bre wer s  Horfe  j 
the  infide  of  a  Church  f  Company,  villainous  Company 
hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  John^  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 
FaU  Why  there  is  it;  come  fing  me  a  bawdy  Song,  to  make 
me  merry:  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given, as  a  Genleman  need  to 
be;  virtuous  enough;  fwore  little,  dic*d  not  above  feven 
times  a  Wetk,  went  to  a  Bawdy-houfe  not  above  once  ia 
a  Q^iarter  of  an  Hour,  piid  Mony  that  I  borrowed  three  or 
four  times;  liv*d  well,  and  in  good  Compafs;  and  now  I 
live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  Compafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are-fo  fat.  Sir  Johnj  that  you  muft 
needs  be  out  of  all  Compafs,  out  of  all  reafonable  Compafs, 
Sir  John. 

FaU  Do  thou  amend  thy  Face,  and  Til  amend  my  Life. 
Thou   art  our  Admiral,   th^u  beared  the  Lanthorn  in  the 
Poop,  but  *tis  in  the  Nofe  of  thee ;  thou  art  the  Knight  of 
the  burning  Lamp. 
Bard.  Why,  Sir  John^  my  Face  does  you  no  harm. 
FaU  No,  I'll  be  fworn;    I  m^ke  as  good  ufe  of  it,   as 
many  a  Mjn  doth  of  a  Death's  Head,  or  a  Memento  Afori. 
I  never  fee  thy  Face,  but  I  think  upon  Hell  Fire,  2S\d  Dives 
that  liv*d  in  Purple;   for  there  he  is  in  his  Robes  burning. 
If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to  Virtue,     I  would  fwear  by 
thy  Face;   my  Oath  fliould  be.   By  this  Fire:  But  thou  art 
altogether  given  over;  and  wert  indetd,  but  for  the  Light 
in. thy   Face,   the   Sun   of   utcer  Darknefs.      When  thou 
rann*{l  up  Gads-hill  in  the  Night  to   catch  my  Horfe,    if 
I  did  not  think  thou  hadft  been  an  Ignis  fatuHs^   or  a  Ball 
of  Wild-fire,    there's  no  Purchafe    in   Mony.      O,   thou 
art  a  perpetual  Triumph,  an  everlafting  Bonhre  Light;  thou 
haft  faved    me  a   thoufand  Marks  in  Links   and  Torches, 
walking    with    thee    in    the    Night  betwixt    Tavern  and 
Tavern;    but  the  Sack  that  thou  haft  drunk  me,    would 
have  bought  mc  light  as  go.^d  cheap,  at  the  deareft  Chand- 
lers in  Europe.     I  have  maintained  that  Salamander  of  yours 
with  Fire,,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  Years,  Heav'n  re- 
ward me  for  it. 
Bard^  I  would  my  Fice  were  in  you  Bc\ly. 

O  4  .  ^^^' 


1 1 7  ^  ^^  Firji  Part 

Fal.  So  fliould  I  be  fure  to  be  hcart-burn'd* 

Enter  Hoflefs. 
How  now,   Dame  PartUt  the  Hen,  have  you  enquir'd  yet 
who  pick'd  my  Pocket  ?  , 

Hofi.  Why,  Sir  John^  what  do  you  think,  Sir  Johni 
Do  you  think  I  keep  Thieves  in  my  Houfe?  I  havefearch'd, 
I  have  enquired,  fo  has  my  Husband.  Man  by  Man, 
Boy  by  Boy,  Servant  by  Servant:  The  tight  of  a  Hair 
was  never  loft  in  my  Houfe  before, 

Fd.  Ye  lie,  Hoftefs;  Bardolph  was  (hav*d,  and  loft  ma- 
ny a  Hair;  and  Til  be  fworn  my  Pocket  was  pick'd;  goto, 
you  are  a  Woman,  go. 

Hoft.  Who  I  ?  I  defie  thee ;  I  was  never  call'd  fo  in  mine 
own  Houfe  before. 

FaL  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 
Hofi.   No,   ^\r  John:    You   do  not  know  me.  Sir  yehn; 
I  know  you.  Sir  yohnx  You  owe  me  Mony,  Sir  yohn^  and 
now  you  pick  a  Quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  itj  I  bought  you 
a  Dozen  of  Shirts  to  your  Back. 

FaL  Dowlasj  filthy  Dowlas:  I  have  given  them  away  to 
Bakers  Wives,  and  they  have  made  Boulters  of  them. 

Hofi.  Now  as  I  am  a  true  Woman,  Holland  of  eight 
Shillings  an  Ell :  You  owe  Mony  here  befides.  Sir  John^  for 
your  Diet,  and  by-Drinkings,  and  Mony  lent  you,  four 
^nd  twenty  Pounds. 

FaL  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 
Holi*  He  ?  alas !  he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothings 
FaL  How?  poor?  Lock  upon  his  Face:  What  call  you 
rich?  Let  him  coin  his  Nofe,  let  him  coin  his  Checks,  I'll 
not  pay  a  Denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  Yonker  of 
me?  Shall  I  not  take  mine  Eafe  in  mine  Inn,  but  I  ftiall 
have  my  Pocket  pick'd?  I  have  loft  a  S:al-Ring  of  my 
Grand-fatberf,  worth  forty  Mark. 

Hofi.  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him;  I  know  not  how 
oft,  that  that  Ring  was  Copper. 

FaL  How?  the  Prince  is  a  Jacl^y  a  fneak-Cup;  and  if  he 
were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  Dog,  if  he  would  fay  fo. 
J^nter  Prince  Heniy  marchingy   and  Falftaff  meets  him,  flay. 

ing  on  his  Trtinchion  lil^e  a  Fife. 
FaL  How  now.  Lad?  is  the  Wind  io  that  Door?  Muft 
wc  all  march  ?  .         ,.  .  ^  " 
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Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  Fafliio/i. 
Hofl.  My  Lord,  I  pray  you  hear  mc. 
P.  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Miftrcfs  Quickly  i  How  does 
tliy  Husband?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  hontft  Man. 
Hoft.  Good,  my  Lord,  hear  me. 

Fal»  Prithee  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me.  "n 

P.  Henry.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  Jdcl^i 
Fal.   The  other  Night  I  fell  afletp  here  behind  the  Ar- 
ras, artd  had  my  Pocket  pickt:    This  Houfe  is  turn*d  Baw- 
dy-houfe,  they  pick  Pockets. 

P.  Henry.  What  didft  thou  loofe.  Jack}. 
Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hali  Three  or  four  Bonds 
of  forty  Pound  a  piece,   and  a  Seal-Ring  of  my  Graind- 
father's. 

P.  Henry.  A  Trifle,  fome  eight-penny  Matter. 
Hofi.  So  I  told  him,   my  Lord;    and  I  faid,    I  heard 
your  Grace  fay  fo:   And,   my  Lord,  hefpeaks  moft  vilely 
of  you,  like  a  foul«mouih*d  Man  as  he  is,  and  faid  he  would 
Qudgel  you. 

P.  Henry.  What,  he  did  not? 

Hoft.   There's  neither  Faith,  Truth,  nor  Woman-Hood 
in  me  elfe. 

Fal.   There's  no  more  Faith  in  thee  than  in  a  ftew'd 
Prune ;   nor  no  more  Truth  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  Fox ; 
and  for  Woman-hood,    Maid-Marian   may  be  the  Depu- 
tics  Wife  of  the  Ward  to  thee.     Go  you  nothing,  go. 
Hoft.  Say,  what  thin,^?  What  thing? 
Fal.  What  thing?  Why  a  thing  to  thank  Hcav'n  or. 
Hoft.    I  am  nothing  to  thank  Heav  n  on,  I  would  tho'i 
ftiouldft  know  it:  I  am  an  honeft  Man's  Wife;  and  fttting 
thy  Knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a^  Knave  to  call  me  fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  Womanhood  afidc,  thou  art  a  Bcaft  to 
fay  otherwife. 

Hoft.  Say,  what  Beaft,  thou  Knave  thou? 
' FaL  What  Beaft?  Why  an  Otter. 
P.  Henry.  An  Otter,  Sir  Joh»i  why  an  Otter? 
Fal.  Why?  (he's  neither  Fiih  nor  Fkfti;   a  Man  knows 
not  where  to  have  her. 

Hoft.    Thou  art  an  unjuft  Man  in  faying  fo;    thou,    or 
any  Man  knows  where  to  have  m",thou  K.a2LN^  xJcvow. 
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p.  Henrj.  Thou  fay*ft  true,  Hoftefs,  and  he  flandcrs  thee 
moft  grofly, 

Ho^.  .So  he  doth  you,  my  Lord,  and  faid  this  other 
Day,  you  ow*d  him  a  thoufand  Pound. 

P.  Henrj.  Sirrah  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  Pound? 

Fal.  A  thoufand  Pound,  Hal\  A  Million ;  thy  Love  is 
worth  a  Million :  Thou  ow'ft  me  thy  Love. 

Hofi.  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack^y  and  faid  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

Fal.  Did  I,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John^  you  faid  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  Ring  was  Coppei', 

P.  Henry.  I  fay  'cis  Copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good  as 
thy  Word  now  ? 

Fal.  Why,  Hal^  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  a  Man  I 
dare,  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  the 
roaring  of  the  Lion*s  Whelp. 

P.  Henry.  And  why  not  as  the  Lion? 

Fal.  The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  Lion;  do'ft 
thou  think  Til  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  thy  Father?  Nay  if  I  do, 
let  my  Girdle  break, 


Guts  and  MidriflF.  Charge  an  honed  Woman  with  picking 
thy  Packet!  Why  thou  Horfon  impudent,  imboft  Rat 
cal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  Pocket  but  Tavern 
Reckonings,  MemQrandnms  of  Bawdy-HoMfcs,  and  one 
poor  penny-worth  of  Sugar-Cindy  to  make  thee  long-wind- 
fd;  if  thy  Pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  other  Injuries 
but  thefe,  I  am  a  Villain;  and  yet  you  will  ftand  to  it, 
you  will  not  Pocket  up  Wrongs.     Art  thou  not  afham'd? 

Fal.  Dofl:  tho  i  hear,  Haly  Thou  know'ft  in  the  State 
of  Innoceicy,  Adam  fell;  and  what  would  poor  ^ack, 
Falftaff' do,  in  the  Days  of  Villainy:  Thou  feeft,  I  have 
nore  Flelh  than  another  Man,  and  therefore  more  Frailty. 
You  confefs  then  you  pickt  my  Pocket ! 

P.  Henry.  It  appeals  fo  by  the  Story. 

FaL  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee: 
Gj  mike  ready  BrCdkfaft;  love  thy  Husband, 
LooJc  to  thy  Servanrs,    and  cherifti  tV\y  Gm^Ols\ 
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Thou  Aalc  find  me  tradable  to  any  honefl:  Reafon : 
Thou  feeft,  I  am  pacify*d  ftiU. 

Nay,  I  prithee  be  gone.  [Exit  Hofiefsj 

Now,  -Kt/,  to  the  News  at  Court  for  the  Robbery,  Lad  \ 
How  is  that  anfwer*d  i 

P.  Htnrj.  O  my  fveet  Beef, 
I  muft  ftiU  be  good  Angel  to  thee. 
The  Mony  is  paid  back  again. 

FaU  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back:  'tis  a  double 
Labour. 

P.  Henry.  I  am  good  Friends  with  my  Father,  and  may 
do  any  thing. 

FaL  Rob  me  the  Exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'ft, 
and  do  it  with  un-wafh'd  Hands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  Lord. 

P.  Henrj.  I  have  procured  thee,  Jackj^z  Charge  of  Foot. 

FaL  I  would  it  had  been  of  Horfc.  Where  (hall  I  find 
one  that  can  fteal  well/  O,  for  a  fine  Thief,  of  two  and 
twenty,  or  thereabout;  I  am  heinoufly  unprovided.  Well, 
God  be  thanked  for  thefe  Rebels,  they  oflFend  none  but  the 
virtuous.     I  laud  them,  1  praife  them. 

P.  Henry.  Bardolph. 

Bard.  My  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancafier^ 
To  my  Brother  j^(?/?«.  This  to  my  Lord  of  Weftmorlandi 
Go  Peto,  to  Horfe ;  for  thou,  and  I, 
Have  thirty  Miles  to  ride  yet  e'er  Dinner  time. 
Jackz  ^^^^  n™s  ^o  Morrow  in  the  Temple-Hall 
At  two  at  Clock  in  the  Afternoon, 
There  flialt  thou  know  thy  Charge,  and  there  receive 
Mony,  and  Order  for  their  Furniture. 
The  Land  is  burning,  Percy  ftands  on  high. 
And  cither  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lye. 

FaL  Rare  Words;  brave  World, 
Hoftefs,  my  Breakfaft,  come: 
Oh,   I  could  wifti  this  Tavern  were  my  Drum. 

l^Exennt. 
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A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   L 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  and  Dowglafs. 

-&b/.\T /"ELL  faid,  my  noble  Scof^  if  fpeakin^  Truth 
VV     In  this  fine  Age,  were  not  thought  Flattery, 
Such  attribution  fliould  the  Dowglafs  have. 
As  iiot  a  Soldier  of  this  Seafons  Itamp, 
Should  go  fo  general  currant  through  the  World. 
By  Hcav'n  I  cannot  flatter :  I  defie 
The  Tongues  of  Soothers.     But  a  braver  place 
In  my  Heart's  love,  hath  no  Man  than  your  felf. 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  Lord* 

Doiv.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Honour :  .      " 

Ko  Man  fo  potent  breaths*  upon  the  Ground, 
But  I  will  Beard  him. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Hot.  Do  fo,  and  'tis  well.     What  Letters  haft  thou  there  J 
I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mejf.  Thefe  Letters  come  from  your  Father. 

Hot.  Letters  from  him  ? 
Why  comes  he  not  himfclf  ? 

Mejj.  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord, 
He  is  grievous  fick. 

Hot.  How  !  Has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick  now. 
In  fuch  a  juftling  time?  Who  leads  his  Power  ? 
Under  whofe  Government  come  they  along.? 

Mejf.  His  Letters  bear  his  Mind,  not  I  his  Mind. 

Wor.  I  prethee  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  Bed  ? 

MefJ.  He  did,  my  Lord,  four  Days  e'er  I  fet  forth: 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  Phyfician. 

JVor.  I  would  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 
E'er  he  by  Sick  icfs  had  been  vifited  i 
His  Health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now?  Droop  now?  This  Sicknefs  doth  infeft 
This  very  Life-blood  of  our  Enterprife, 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  Camp. 

He 
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He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  Sicknefs-^— 

And  that  bis  Friends  by  deputation 

Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn :  Nor  did  he  think  it  meet 

To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  trufl: 

On  any  Soul  removed,  but  on  his  own. 

Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  Ad'  ertifemenr. 

That  with  our  fmall  Conjunftion  we  fhould  on. 

To  fee  how  Fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us, 

For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 

Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  pofleft 

Of  all  our  Purpofes.     What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Wor.  Your  Father's  Sickrcfs  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.   A  perillous  Gafli,  a  very  Limb  lopt  off: 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not;  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  fhall  find  it, 
Were  it  good,  to  fet  the  exaft  Wealth  of  all  our  States 
All  at  one  Caft?  To  fet  fo  rich  a  Mine 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  Hour, 
It  were  not  good;  for  therein  (hou!d  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  Soul  of  hope. 
The  very  Lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  Fortunes. 

Doiv.  Faith,  and  fo  we  fliouldj 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  Reverfion. 
\Ve  may  boldly  fpend,  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in: 
A  comfort  of  Retirement  lives  in  this* 

Hot.  A  Rendezvous  a  Home  to  flie  unto. 
If  that  the  Devil  and  Mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  Maidenhead  of  our  AflFairs. 

Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  Father  had  been  here : 
The  Quality  and  Heir  of  our  Attempt 
Brooks  no  Divifion :  It  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away. 
That  Wifdom,  Loyalty,  and  meer  Diflike 
Of  our  Proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence. 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  Apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  Tide  of  fearful  Faftion, 
Ana  breed  a  kind  cf  Queftion  in  our  Caufe; 
For  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  fide, 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  ftrift  arbitrement» 
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And  flop  all  fight*hoIes»  every  loop*  from  whence 
The  Eye  of  Reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us: 
*  This  abfence  of  your  Father  draws  a  Curtain, 
That  (hews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  of« 

Hot.  You  ftrain  too  far. 
I  rather  of  his  Abfence  make  this  ufe : 
It  lends  a  Luflre,  and  more  great  Opinion, 
A  larger  Dare  to  your  great  Enterprife, 
Than  if  the  Earl  were  here :  For  Men  muft  think. 
If  we  without  his  help,  can  make  a  Head 
To  puHi  againft  the  Kingdom;  with  his  help. 
We  (hall  overturn  it  topfic-turvy  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Doiv^  As  Heart  can  think : 
There  is  not  fuch  a  word  fpoke  of  in  Scotland, 
As  this  Dream  of  Fear, 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon, 

Hot.  My  Coufin  Vernon^  welcome  by  my  Soul. 

Ver.  Pray  God  my  News  be  worth  a  welcome.  Lord. 
The  Earl  of  Wefimorlandy  feven  thoufand  ftrong. 
Is  marching  hither-wards  with  Prince  John. 

Hot.  No  harm;  what  more? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  learned. 
The  King  bimfelf  in  Perfon  hath  fet  forth, 
Or  hither-wards  intended  fpeedily,  ^ 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  Preparation. 

Hot.  He  (hall  be  welcome  too. 
Where  is  his  Son  ? 

The  nimble-footed  Mad-cap,  Prince  o^Wales^^ 
And  his  Comrades,  that  daft  the  World  afide, 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Fier.  All  furni(ht,  all  in  Arms, 
All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  wing  the  Wind, 
Baited  like  Ea^^les,  having  lately  bath*d> 
Glittering  in  Golden  Coats,  like  Images, 
As  full  of  Spirit  as  the  Month  o(  May^ 
And  gorgeous  as  the  Sun  at  Midfummeri 
Wanton  as  youthful  Goats,  wild  as  young  Bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry  with  his  Beaver  on. 
His  Cafhes  on  his  Thighs,  g^lUtvlly  arm'd. 
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Rife  from  the  Ground  like  feather'd  Menurj^ 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  Eafe  into  his  Seat» 
As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  Clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  PegaJuSy 
And  witch  the  World  with  noble  Horfemafhip. 

Het.  No  more,  no  more ; 
Worfe  than  the  Sun  in  Afarchj 
This  Praife  doth  nourilh  Agues;  let  them  come* 
They  come  like  Sacrifices  in  their  trim* 
All  to  the  fire-ey'd  Maid  of  finoaky  War, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them; 
The  mailed  Mars  fliall  on  his  Altar  fit 
Up  to  the  Ears  in  Blood.     I  am  on  fire. 
To  hear  this  rich  Keprizal  is  fo  nigh. 
And  yet  not  ours :  Come,  let  me  take  my  Horfe, 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  Thunder-bolt, 
Againfl  the  Bofom  of  the  Prince  of  fFaUs. 
Harry  to  Harrj^  (hall  not  Horfe  to  Horfc 
Meet,  and  ne*cr  part,  'till  one  drop  down  aCoarfe? 
Oh,  that  Glendower  were  come. 

Ver.  There  is  more  News : 
I  learn'd  in  Worcefter^  as  I  rode  along. 
He  cannot  draw  his  Power  this  fourteen  Days. 

Daw.  That's  the  worft  Tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yetJ 

Wor.  Ay,  by  my  Faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  Sound. 

Hot.  What  may  the  King's  whole  Battel  reach  unto/ 

Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be. 
My  Fatjier  and  GUndower  being  both  away. 
The  Power  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  Day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  Mufter  fpeedily : 
Dooms^day  is  near;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dow.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  Death,  or  Death's  Hand,  for  this  one  half  Year. 

SCENE    IL 

Enter  Falftaff  and  Bardolph. 

FaL  Bardolph^    get  thee  before  to  Covtmrtyy    ^W  tcv^  ^ 
Bottel  of  Sack,  our  Soldiers  fhall  march  thtoueVv  ••  >N  €\\  xo 
^f0Xh^0p-Ml  to  Nighr.  B ay  dl, 
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Bdrd.  Will  you  give  me  Mony,  Captain? 

JF,aI.  Lay  our,  lay  out# 

Bard*  I'his  Bottel  makes  an  Angel. 

Fal.  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  Labour;  and  if  ic 
make  twenty,  take  them  all.  111  anfwer  the  Coynage. 
Bid  my  Lieutenant  Pcto  meet  me  at  the  Towns  end. 

Bard.  I  will  Captain;  farewel  [£v/>. 

FaL  If  I  be  not  alham'd  of  my  Soldiers,  I  am  a 
fowc'd  Gurnet:  I  have  mifs-us'd  the  King's  Prefs  dam- 
nably. I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty 
Soldiers,  three  Hundred  and  odd  Pounds.  I  prefs  me 
none  but  good  Houfliolders,  Yeomens  Sons;  enquire  me 
out  contraded  Bitchelors,  fuch  as  had  been  a^k'd  twice 
on  the  Banes :  Such  a  Commodity  of  warm  Slaves, 
as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  Devil,  as  a  Drum ;  fuch  as  fear 
the  Report  of  a  Caliver,  worfe  than  a  ftruck-FooI,  or  a 
hurt  wild-Duck,  I  preft  me  none  but  fuch  Tottes  and 
Butter,  with  Hearts  in  their  Bellies  no  bigger  than  Pins 
Heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  Services:  And 
now  my  whole  Charge  confifts  of  Ancients,  Corporals* 
Lieutenants*  Gentlemen  of  Companie'^,  Slaves  as  rag- 
ged as  Laz^arui  in  the  painted  Cloath,  where  the  Glut« 
ton's  Dogs  licked  his  Sores ;  and  fuch  as  indeed  were 
never  Soldiers,  but  dif-carded  unjud  Servingmen,  youn- 
ger Sons  to  younger  Brothers :  Revolted  Tapfters  and 
Ofllers,  Trade-fall*n,  the  Cankers  of  a  calm  World,  and 
long  Peace,  ten  times  more  di(honourable,  ragged,  than 
an  old-fac'd  Ancient;  and  fuch  have  I  to  fill  up  the 
Rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  Services ;  that 
you  would  think,  that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd 
Prodigals,  lately  come  from  Swine-keeping,  from  eating 
Draff  and  Husks.  A  mad  Fellow  met  me  on  the  Way, 
and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  Gibbets,  and  preft  the 
dead  Bodies.  No  Eye  hath  feen  fuch  skar-Crows?  Ill 
not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat.  Nay, 
and  the  Villains  march  wide  betwixt  the  Legs,  as  if 
they  had  Gyves  on ;  for  indeed,  I  had  the  moft  of  them 
out  of  Prifon.  There's  but  a  Shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my 
Company;  and  the  half  Shirt  is  two  Napkins  tack'd  to- 
gether, and  th^oA^n  over  the  Shoulders  like  a  Herald's 
CosLt,  wirhout  S'lccvcs;  and  the  Shirr,  to  fay  the  Truth, 
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RoVa  from  my  Hoft  of  Sr.  ^Ihans ;  or  the  Rcd-Nofc  Inn- 
keeper of  Daintrj.  But  that's  all  one,  they'll  find  Linnen 
enough  on  every  Hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  Weftmorlandi 

F.  Henry.  How  now,  blown  Jdck^  ?  how  now,  Quilt  ? 

FaU  What,  Hall  How  nowj  mad  Wag,  what  a  Devil 
do'ft  thou  in  Warwickjhire  ?  My  good  Lord  of  Weftmor' 
Umd^  I  cry  you  mercy,  I  thought  your  Honour  had  already 
been  at  Shrewsbury. 

Wefl.  *Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  were 
thefe,  and  you  too ;  but  my  Powers  are  there  already.  The 
Kin?,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all;  we  mull  away  all  to 
Night.  . 

FaL  Tut,  never  f^ar  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  Gat,  to 
ftcal  Cream, 

P.  Henry.  I  think  to  fteal  Cream  indeed,  for  thy  theft 
hath  already  made  thee  Butter;  but  tell  rae,  Jacl^  whofe 
Fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after? 

FaL  Mine  Hdt,  mine^ 

P.  Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  Rafcals. 

FaL  Tut*  tut,  good  enough  to  tofs :  Food  for  Powder, 
food  for  Powder ;  they'll  fill  a  Pit,  as  well  as  better ;  tu(h 
Man,  mortal  Men,  mortal  Men. 

IPifi.  Ay,  but  Sir  John^  methinks  they  are  exceeding  poor 
and  bare,  too  beggarly^ 

FaL  Faith,  for  their  Poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 
had  that;  and  for  their  barenefs,  lamfure  theyneverlearn'd 
that  of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No,  TU  be  fworn,  unlefs  you  call  three  Fingers 
OD  the  Ribs,  bare.  But,  SirrSh,  make  hafie.  Percy  is  zi^ 
ready  in  the  Field. 

FaL  What,  is  the  King  encamp'd? 

Wefi.  He  is.  Sir  Johny  I  fear  we  fliall  flay  too  long. 

FaL  Well,  to  the  latter  end  of  a  Fray,  and  the  begift* 
aing  of  a  Fead,  fits  a  dull  Fighter,  and  a  keen  Gueft. 

[^ExeMt. 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  Dowglafs,  a^id  Vernon* 

Hou  We'll  fight  with  him  to  Night. 

Wor.  It  may  not  be. 

DoTi^.  You  give  him  then  advantage, 

Fir.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo?  Looks  he  not  for  Supply  ? 

Fer.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  His  is  certain,  oiirs  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  Coufin  be  advis'd,  ftir  not  to  Night. 

^r.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

J)ov>.  You  do  not  counfel  well ; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  Heart. 

P7r.  Do  me  no  flander,  Dowglafs :  By  my  Life* 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  Life, 
If  well-refpefted  Honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear. 
As  you,  my  Lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  Day  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to  morrow  in  the  Battel, 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Dow.  Yea,  or  to  Night. 

Fir.  Content. 

Hot.  To  Night,  fay  I. 

Fir.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 
I  wonder  much,  being  Men  of  fuch  great  Leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  Impediments 
Drag  back  our  Expedition;  certain  Horfe 
Of  my  Coufin  Fernons  are  not  yet  come  up. 
Your  Uncle  TForcefier's  Horfe  came  but  to  Day, 
And  now  their  Pride  and  Mettle  is  afleep, 
Their  Courage  with  hard  Labour  tame  and  dull. 
That  not  a  Horfe  is  half  the  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot.   So  are  the  Horfe  of  the  Enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low: 
The  better  part  of  ours  arc  full  of  refl. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  King's  exceedeth  ours : 
For  God*5  fake,  Coufin,  ftay  'till  all  come  in. 
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The  Trumpet  finnds  a  Pdrley.    Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

BUint.  I  come,  with  gracious  Offers  from  the  King, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  bearings  and  refped. 

Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Waker  Blunt : 
And  would  to  God  you  were  of  our  Determination. 
Some  of  us  love  you  well;  and  even  thofe  fome 
Envy  your  great  Defervings,  and  good  Name, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  Quality, 
But  ftand  agajnft  us  like  an  Enemy. 

Blunt.  And  Heav'n  defend,  but  ftill  I  (hould  ftand  fo» 
So  long  as  out  of  Limit,  and  true  Rule, 
You  ftand  againft  anointed  Majefty. 
But  to  my  Charge. 
The  King  hath  fent  to  know 
The  Nature  of  your  Griefs,  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  Breaft  of  civil  Peace, 
Such  bold  Hoftility,  teaching  his  dutious  Land 
Audacious  Cruelty.     If  that  the  King 
Have  any  way  your  good  Deferts  forgot. 
Which  he  confeifeth  to  be  manifold. 
He  bids  you  name  your  Griefs;  and  with  sdl  fpeed 
You  (hall  have  your  Dedres,  with  Intereft : 
And  Pardon  abfohue  for  your  felf,  and  tbefe, 
Herein  mifs-led  by  your  Suggeftion. 

Hot.  The  King  is  kind : 
And  well  we  know,  the  King 
Knows  at  what  time  to  Promife,  when  to  Pay. 
My  Father,  my  Uncle,  and  my  felf. 
Did  give  him  that  fame  Royalty  he  wears : 
And  when  he  was  not  (ix  and  twenty  ftrong. 
Sick  in  the  World's  regard,  wretched  and  low9 
A  poor  unminded  Out-law,  fneaking  home. 
My  Father  gave  hi|n  welcome  to  the  Shore : 
And  when  he  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 
He  came  to  be  bui  Duke  of  Lancafter, 
To  fue  out  his  Livery,  and  beg  his  Peace, 
With  Tears  of  Innocency,  and  terms  of  Zeal: 
My  Father,  in  kind  Heart  and  Pity  mov*d. 
Swore  him  afliftance,  and  performed  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  tVve  "Bc^^Xva 
Percciv'd  Northnmhrland  did  lean  to  V\\tn, 
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They  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  Cap  and  Knee^ 
Met  him  in  Boroujijhs,  Cities,  Villages, 
Attended  him  on  Bridges,  flood  in  Lanes,  * 
Laid  Gifts  before  him,  proflPer'd  him  their  Oaths» 
Gave  him  their  Heirs,  as  Pages  followed  him« 
£ven^t  the  Heels,  in  golden  Multitudes* 
He  prefcnily,  as  Greatnefs  knows  it  felf. 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  Vow 
Made  to  my  Father,  while  his  Blood  was  poori 
Upon  the  naked  Shore  at  Ravenjpurg : 
And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Sonie  certain  Edids,  and  fome  firait  Decrees, 
That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  Commonwealth; 
Cries  out  upon  Abufes,  feems  to  weep 
Over  his  Country's  Wrongs;  and  by  his  Face, 
This  feeming  Brow  df  Juftice,  did  ne  win 
The  Hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  farther,  cut  me  off  the  Heads 
Of  all  the  Favourites,  that  the  abfent  King 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here. 
When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irijh  War. 
BluHt.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 
Hot.  Then  to  the  point. 
In  fliort  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  King, 
Sjon  after  that,  dcpriv'd  him  of  his  Life: 
And  in  the  Neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  State; 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuffcr'd  his  Kinfman  March^ 
Who  is,  if  every  Owner  were  right  plac*d, 
Indeed  his  King,  to  be  engaged  in  Walesy 
Theic,  without  Ranfbm,  to  lie  forfeited: 
Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  Viftories, 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  Intelligence, 
Rated  my  Uncle  from  the  Council  Board, 
In  rage  difmifs'd  my  Father  £om  the  Court, 
Broke  Oath  on  Oath,  committing  Wrong  on  Wrong, 
And  in  conclufion,  drove  us  to  (eck  out 
This  Head  of  fafety ;  and  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  Title;  the  which  we  find 
Too  indired,  for  long  continuance. 

BU;ft.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 
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Hot*  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter. 
We'll  withdraw  a  while ; 
Go  te  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
'  Some  furety  for  a  iafe  return  again: 
And  in  the  Morning  early  ihall  my  Uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofe;  and  fb  fareweL 
Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  Grace  and  Love, 
H9t.  And't  may  be,  fo  we  ftialJ. 
•     Blunt.  Pray  Heav'n  you  do*  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Emr  the  Arch-Bijhop  #/ York,  4ndSir  Micbell. 

Tork*  Hie>  good  Sir  Michelly  bear  this  fbaled  Brief 
With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marflial, 
This  to  my  Coudn  Scroops  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  direded. 
If  you  knew  how  much  they  do  import, 
You  would  make  hafte. 
Sir  AfichelU  My  good  Lord,  I  guefs  their  tenour. 
Tork*  Like  enough  you  do. 
To  morrow,  good  Sir  Michelle  is  a  Day, 
Wherein  the  Fortune  of  ten  thoufand  Men 
Muft  bide  the  touch.     For,  Sir,  at  Shrewsbury y 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  underftand. 
The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifcd  Power, 
Meets  with  Lord  Harr/\  and  I  fear,  Sir  Michelle 
What  with  the  Sicknefi  of  NorthumberUndy 
Whofe  Power  was  in  the  firft  Proportion ; 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendower*s  abfcncc  thence. 
Who  with  them  was  rated  firmly  too. 
And  comes  not  in,  over-ruM  by  Prophecies, 
I  fear  the  Power  of  Percy  is  too  weak, 
To  wage  an  inftant  Trial  with  the  King. 

SirMkhelL  Why,  my  good  Lord,  you  need  not  fear. 
There  is  DowgUfs^  and  Lord  Mortimer. 
Tprks  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 
SirAdichell.  But  there  is  Mordake^  yernon^Lord  Harry  Percy ^ 
And  there  is  my  Lord  of  Worcefler^ 
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And  a  Head  of  gallant  Warriors^ 

Noble  Gentlemen. 

Tork*  And  fo  there  is,  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn 

The  fpecial  Head  of  all  the  Land  together : 

The  Prince  of  Wales^  Lord  yohn  of  Lancajiery 

The  noble  Wefimorland,  and  warhke  Blunt; 

And  many  more  Corrivals,  and  dear  Men 

Of  Eflimation,  and  command  in  Arms. 

Sir  MichelL  Doubt  not>  my  Lord,  he  fiiall  be  well  oppos'd% 
Torl^.  I  hope  no  lefs :  Yet  needful  'tis  to  fear, 

And  to  prevent  the  worft,  Sir  Michell  fpced ; 

For  if  Lord  Percy  thrive  not,  e'er  the  King 

Difmifs  his  Power,  he  means  to  vifitus; 

For  he  hath  heard  of  our  Confederacy, 

And,  'tis  but  Wifdom  to  make  ftrong  againft  him : 

Therefore  make  hafte,  I  muft  go  write  again 

Toother  Friends  j  and  fo  farewel,  Sir  MichelL         \Exesinu 


ACTV.     SCENE   I, 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter, 
£4r/ c/ Weftmorland,  .J/r  Walter  Blunt,  ^»^  FalftaflF. 

K.Henrj.  TTOW  bloodily  the  Sun  begins  to  peer 

XrX  Above  yon  Dusky  Hill:  The  Day  looks  pale 
At  his  Diftemperature. 

P.  Henry.  The  Southern  Wind 
Doth  play  the  Trumpet  to  his  Purpofes, 
And  by  his  hollow  whiftling  in  the  Leaves, 
Foretels  a  Tempcft,  and  a  bluft'ring  Day. 

Km  Henry.  Then  with  the  Lofers  let  it  fympathize. 
For  nothing  can  fcem  fower  to  them  that  win. 

[The  Trumpet  founds. 
Enter  Worcefter. 
K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  Lord  of  IVorfier  ?  'Tis  not  well. 
That  you  and  I  ihould  meet  upon  fuch  terms. 
As  now  we  meet.     You  have  deceived  our  Truft, 
And  Wide  us  doff  our  eafie  Robe  of  Peace, 
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To  crufli  our  old  Limbs  in  ungentle  Sceel: 
This  is  not  well,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  wcIJ. 
W^t  fay  you  to  it?  Will  you  again  unknit 
TMsfhurhih  Knot  of  all-abhorred  War; 
And  move  in  thit  obedient  Orb  again. 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  Light, 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  Meteor, 
A  Prodigy  of  Fear,  and  a  Portent 
Of  broached  Mifchief,  to  the  unborn  Times? 

fFor.  Hear  me,  my  Liege : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  Lag-end  of  my  Life 
With  quiet  Hours :  For  I  do  poteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  D<iy  of  this  diflike. 

AT.  Henry.  You  have  not  fought  it;  how  comes  it  then  ? 

FaU  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it, 

P,  Hcftrj.  Peace,  Chewef,  peace. 

W^r.  It  pleas'd  your  Majefty,  to  turn  your  Looks 
Of  Favour,  from  my  Self,  and  all  our  Houfe ; 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  Lord, 
We  were  the  firft,  and  deaieftof  your  Friends: 
For  you,  my  Staff  of  Office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  time,  and  pofled  Day  and  Night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  Hand, 
When  yet  you  were  in  place,  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate,  as  I ; 
It  was  my  felf,  my  Brother,  and  his  Son, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  danger  of  the  time.     You  fwore  to  us. 
And  you  did  fwear  that  Oath  at  Doncafter^ 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainfl  the  State, 
Nor  claim  no  further,  than  your  new-faPn  Right* 
The  Seat  of  Gaunt 9  Dukedom  of  Lancafier. 
To  this,  we  fwareour  Aid:  But  in  fhopt Space, 
It  rain'd  down  Fortune  fhowring  on  yofiiv  Head, 
And  fuch  a  Flood  of  Grcatnefs  fell  on  you. 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  apfent  King, 
What  with  the  Injuries  of  wanton  Tiihe, 
The  feeming  Sufferances  that  you  had  oorn. 
And  the  contrarious  Winds  that  held  the  King  ^' 

So  long  10  the  unlucky  Irijb  Wars, 
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That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead; 

And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  Advantages, 

You  took  occafion  to  be  quickly  woo'd, 

To  gripe  the  general  fway  into  your  Hand :  # 

Forgot  your  Oath  to  us  at  D^ncaficr, 

And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us*d  us  fo. 

As  that  ungentle  Gull,  theCuckow's  Bird, 

Ufeth  the  Sparrow,  did  opprefs  our  Neft, 

Grew  by  our  Feeding,  to,fo  great  a  Bulk, 

That  even  our  Love  durft  not  come  near  your  Sight 

For  fear  of  fwallowing  ;  but  with  nimble  Wing 

We  were  inforc*d  for  fafety's  fake,  to  fly 

Out  of  your  Sight,  and  raife  this  prefent  Head, 

Whereby  we  ftand  oppofed  by  fuch  means 

As  you  your  felf,  have  forg*d  againft  your  felf. 

By  unkind  U/age,  dangerous  Countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  Faith  and  Troth 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  Enterprize. 

K.  Henry.  Thefe  things  indeed  you  have  articulated^ 
Proclaimed  at  Market  Crofles,  read  in  Churches,  r 

To  face  the  Garment  of  Rebellion 
With  fome  fine  Colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  Eye 
Of  fickle  Changelings,  and  poor  Difcontents, 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  Elbow  at  the  News 
Of  hurly  burly  Innovation: 
And  never  yet  did  Infurreclion  want 
Such  Water-colours,  to  impaint  his  Caufe; 
Nor  moody  Beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  Havock,  and  Confufion^ 

?.  Henry.  In  borh  our  Armies,  there  is  many  a  SouJ 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  Encounter,  ? 

If  once  they  join  in  trial.     Tell  your  Nephew, 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  World 
In  praife  of  Henry  Percy :  ^y  my  Hopes, 
This  prefent  Enterprize  fet  off  his  Head, 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  Gentleman, 
More  ASive,  Valiant,  or  more  valiant  Young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive. 
To  grace  this  latter  Age  with  noble  Deeds.    . 
VoT  my  part,  I  may  fpcak  it  to  my  Shamej^. 
J  have  4  Truant  been  to  CliivsLUy^  .^     , 
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And  (Oy  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too : 
Yet  this  ^fore  my  Father's  Majefty, 
I  am  content  that  he  ihall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  Name  and  Eftimation, 
And  will,  to  fave  the  Blood  on  either  fide, 
,Try  Fortune  with  him,  in  a  fingle  Fight. 

K.  Henry.  And,  Prince  of  VKi/^j,  fo  dare  we  veiiture  thcci 
Albeitf  Confiderations  infinite 
Do  make  againft  it :  No,  good  Worfler^  no. 
We  love  our  People  well ;  even  thofe  we  love 
That  are  mifs-Ied  upon  your  Cou  fin's  part : 
And  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  Grace ; 
Both  he,  and  they»  and  you,  yea,  every  Man 
Shall  be  my  Friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  G)ufin,  and  bring  me  word, 
What  he  will  do.    But  if  he  will  not  yield. 
Rebuke  and  dread  Corredion  wait  on  us> 
And  they  fliall  do  their  Office.    So  be  gone. 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  Reply, 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly.  [Exit  Worcefter. 

P.  Henry.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  tife. 
The  Dowglafs  and  the  Hot-ffur  both  together. 
Arc  confident  againfl  the  WorldinArals. 

K.  Henry.  Hence  therefore,  every  Leader  to  his  Charge, 
For  on  their  Anfwer  will  we  fet  on  them; 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  Caufe  is  juf}-.  \Exeunt. 

Manet  Prince  Henry  and  FalflafF* 
FaL  Halt  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  Battel, 
And  beflride  me,  fo ;  'tis  a  point  of  Friendfhip, 

'P.  Henry  *  Nothing  but  a  ColofTus  can  do  thee  that  Friend- 
Say  thy  Prayers,  and  farewel.  [(hip : 
FaL  I  would  it  were  Bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 
P.Henrj.  Why,  thou  pwefl  Heav'n  a  Death, 
FaL  *Tis  not  diie  yet;    I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him  be- 
fore  his  Day.    What  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  him  that 
tail's  not  on  me  ?   Well,  *tis  no  msttcr.   Honour  pricks  me 
on.     But  how  if  Honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come  on  ? 
How  then ;  can  Honour  fct  to  a  Leg?  No.  Or  an  Arm?  No. 
Or  take  away  the  Grief  of  a  Waund  ?  No.    Honour  hath 
lio  Skill  in  Surgery  then?  No.   What  is  Hot\OM\\  Knhox^% 
What  is  that  y^ord  Honour?  Ay  re  >  a  ii*\m  xtcVjbvCvR^*  ^V^ 
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Bath  it?  He  that  dyM  a  WfJ^efddy.  Doth  he  feel  it?  No. 
Doth  he  hear  it?  No.  Is  it  infenfible  then?  Yea,  to  the 
dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with  the  living  ?  No.  Why  ? 
Detraftion  will  not  fuffer  it,  therefore  Til  none  of  it.  Ho- 
nour is  a  meer  Scutcheon,  and  fo  ends  my  Catechifm.  [^Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Wor.  O  no,  my  Nephew  muft  not  know.  Sir  Richard, 
The  liberal  kind  Offer  of  the  King. 

f^er.  'Twerc  beft  he  did. 

U^0r^  Then  we  are  all  undone* 
It  is  not  poffible,  it  cannot  be. 
The  King  would  keep  his  Word  5n  loving  us. 
He  will  fufped  us  dill,  and  find  a  time 
To  puniih  this  Offence  in  other  Faults : 
Suppofethen,  all  our  Lives  (hall  be  flruck  fuUof  Eyes; 
For  Treafon  is  but  trufted  like  the  Fox, 
Who  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherifh'd,  and  locked  up, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  Anceflors ; 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  Looks, 
And  we  ihall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  Stall, 
The  better  cheriflh'd,  flill  the  nearer  death. 
My  Nephew's  Trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot. 
It  hath  the  cxcufe  of  Youth,  and  heat  of  Blood, 
And  an  adopted  Name  of  Privilege, 
A  hare-brain'd  Hot^Jpury  govem'd  by  a  Spleen : 
All  his  Offences  live  upon  my  Head, 
And  on  his  Father's.     We  did  train  him  on. 
And  his  Corruption  being  Ta'e;i  from  us. 
We  as  the  Spring  of  all,  (hall  pay  for  alt: 
Therefore,  good  Coufin,  let  not  Harry  know. 
In  any  cafe,  the  Offer  of  the  Kinp. 

Fer.  Deliver  what  you  will,  Fll  fay  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  Confin. 

Enter  Hot-fpur  and  Dowglafs. 

Hot.  My  Uncle  is  returned: 
I>eJiver  up,  my  Lord  of  Weftmorland. 
Uncle,  whzt  News  ? 
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fPifr.  The  King  will  bid  you  Battel  prcfently. 

DoTi/.  Dcfie  him  by  the  Lord  oi  fVefimorUnd. 

Hot.  Lord  DowgUfsi  go  you  and  teil  'm  fo. 

Dow.  Marry  and  ihall,  and  very  vvuhngiy. 

[Exit  Oowglafs 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  Mercy  in  tlic  King* 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any?  Godfoibivj. 

Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  Grie  anc<.s. 

Of  his  Oath-breaking;  which  he  mended  thus, 

By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfwern. 

He  calls  us  Rebels,  Traitors,  and  will  fcourge 

With  haughty  Arms,  this  hateful  Name  in  us. 

Enter  Dowglafs. 

Doiv.  Arm,  Geatlemcn,  to  Arms,  for  I  have  thrown 

A  brave  Defiance  in  King  Henrys  Teeth : 

And  WeftmorUnd  that  was  ingag  d  did  bear  it. 

Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on, 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftept  forth  before  the  King, 

And,  Nephew,  challenged  you  to  fingle  Fight. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  Quarrel  lay  upon  our  Heads, 

And  that  no  Man  might  draw  ihort  Breath  to  Day, 

But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth.     Tell  me,  tell  me. 

How  fliew'd  his  Talking?  Seem'd  it  in  Contempt? 

Fir.  No  by  my  Soul :  I  never  in  my  Life 

Did  hear  a  Challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly,  » 

Unlefs  a  Brother  (hould  a  Brother  dare^ 

To  gentle  Exercife  and  proof  of  Arms. 

He  gave  you  all  the  Duties  of  a  Man, 

Trim'd  up  your  Praifcs  with  a  princely  Tongue, 

Spoke  your  Defcrvings  like  a  Chronicle, 

Making  you  ever  better  than  his  Praife, 

By  ftill  difpraifing  Praife,  valu'd  with  you: 

And  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed. 

He  made  a  blulhing  Cital  of  himfelf. 

And  chide  his  trewant  Youth  fo  wirh  a  Grace, 

As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  Spirit 

Of  teaching  and  of  learning  inftantly: 

There  did  he  paufe.     But  let  mc  tell  the  World, 

If  he  out-live  the  Envy  of  this  Day, 

England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  Hope, 

So  much  mifconArued  in  his  Wantonn^(s« 

Hot 
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Hou  CouHn,  I  think  thou  art  enamoured 
On  his  Follies;  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  Prince  fo  wild  at  Liberty. 
But  be  he  as  he  wilL  yet  once  e*er  Nights 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  Soldier's  Aria, 
That  he  fhall  flirink  under  my  Courtefie. 
Arm,  arm  with  fpeed.     And  Fellows,  Soldiers,  Friend 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do^ 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  Gift  of  Tongue, 
Can  lift  your  Blood  up  with  Perfuafion. 

Enttr  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  My  Lord,  here  are  Letters  for  you* 
Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. 
O  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  Life  is  (hort: 
To  fpend  that  Shortnefs  bafely  were  too  long, 
Tho  Life  did  ride  upon  a  Dial's  Point, 
Still  ending  at  the  Arrival  of  an  Hour. 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings : 
If  die;  brave  Death,  when  Princes  die  with  us. 
Now  for  our  Confciences,  the  Arms  are  fair. 
When  the  Intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  anither  Atejfenger. 
Mef.  My  Lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  en  apace. 
Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  Tale, 
For  I  profefs  not  talking:  Only  this. 
Let  each  Man  do  his  beft.     And  here  I  draw  my  Swordf 
Whofc  worthy  Temper  I  intend  to  ftain 
With  the  befl  Blood  that  I  can  meet  witha^. 
In  the  Adventure  of  this  perilous  Day. 
Now  Efperance,  Percj^  and  fet  on : 
Sound  all  the  lofty  Inftruments  of  War, 
And  by  that  Mu(ick,  let  us  all  embrace: 
For  Heav'n  to  Earth,  fome  of  us  never  (hall, 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courteHe. 

Thej  embrace^    then  Exeunt.  The  Trumpets  founds   the 
King  entreth  with  his  P&wer^  alarm  unto  the  Battel.  Then 
enter  Dowglas  and  Sir  Walter  Bleint. 
Blunt.  What  is  thy  Name,  that  in  Battel  thus  thou  crofleft 
What  Honour  doft  thou  feek  upon  my  Head  ?  f me  ? 

I?i^2i/0  Know  then,  my  Name  is  DawgTdfsB 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  Biud  tViws, 
Beckifc  /bme  tell  me,  that  ihou  ^\x.  \  T^\vv^*  W»ift* 


of  King  Henry  IV.  1 1 5  7 

■ 

MImmu  They  tell  thee  true. 

D$w.  The  Lord  of  Stafford  dear  to  Day  hath  bought 
Thy  Likenefs;  for  inftead  of  thee,  King  Harrj, 
This  Swofd  hath  ended  him,  fo  fliall  it  thee, 
Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  a  Prifoner. 

Blftftt.  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scct^ 
And  thou  fhalt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  Bcath. 

Fightj  Blunt  is  Jlainj  then  enter  Hot-fpur. 

H9t.  O  Dowglafsy  had  ft  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 
I  never  had  triumphed  o'er  a  Scot. 

Dow.  All's  done,  all's  won,  here  breathlefs  lyes  the  King. 

Hot.  Where? 

Doiv.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Dowglafsl  No,  I  know  this  Face  full  well : 
A  gallant  Knight  he  was,  his  Name  was  Blunt ^ 
Semblably  furnifh'd  like  the  King  himfelf* 

I>ov^.  Ah  I  Fool   go  with  thy  Soul  whither  it  gocs,^ 
A  borrowed  Title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me,  that  thou  wcrt  a  King? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  Coats. 

Dow.  Now  by  my  Sword,  I  will  kill  all  his  Coat?, 
ril  murther  all  his  Wardrobe  Piece  by  Piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  King* 

Hot.  Up  and  away. 
Our  Soldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  Day.  [Exeuntm 

Alarm^  enter  FzlRzS  filns. 

FaL  Though  I  could  fcape  ihot-free  atLondony  I  fear 
the  Shot  here:  Here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  Pate.  Soft, 
who  art  thou?  Sir  Walter  Blunty  there's  Honour  for  you; 
here's  no  Vanity;  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten  Lead,  and  as 
heavy  too:  Heav'n  keep  Lead  out  of  me,  I  need  no  mpre 
Weight  than  mine  own  Bowels.  I  have  led  my  |Rag-o-' 
Muffians  where  they  are  pepper'd;  there's  not  th»ee  of  my 
hundred  and  fifty  left  alive,  and  they  for  the  Towns  end 
to  beg  during  Life.     But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  What  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me  !hy  Sword, 
Many  a  noble  Man  lyes  ftark  and  ftiiF 
Under  the  Hoofs  i:)f  vaunting  Enemies, 
Whofc  Deaths  arc  unrcveng'd.    Prithet  lend  m^x)c\^  S^o\^* 
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FaL  O  Holy  I  prithee  give  me  leave  to  breath  a  while* 
Turk  Grcgsrj  never  did  fuch  Deeds  in  Arms,  as  I  have 
done  this  Day.  I  have  paid  Percj^  I  have  made  Jiim  fare* 

?.  Henry.  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee: 
I  prithee  lend  me  thy  Sword. 

fk/.  Nay,  Hdly  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not  my 
Sword;  but  take  my  Pidol  if  thou  wilt, 

P.  Henry.  Give  it  me:  What,  is  it  in  the  Cafe? 

FaU  Ay  HM.  'tis  hit:  There's  that  will  fack  a  City, 

[The  Prince  draws  out  a  Bottle  of  Sack* 

P.  Henrj.  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jeft  and  dally  now  ? 

Throws  it  at  him^  and  Exit. 

FaL  If  Percy  be  alive.  I'll  pierce  him ;  if  he  do  come 
in  my  way,  fo;  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willingly, 
let  him  make  a  Carbonado  of  me,  I  like  not  fuch  grinning 
Honour  as  Sir  Walter  hath :  Give  me  Life,  which  if  I  can 
fave,  fo;  if  not,  Honour  comes  unlook'd  for,  and  there's 
an  end.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

jiUrmy  ExcurfionSy     Enter  the  Kingy  the  Princey  Lord  John 
of  Lancafter,  and  tyje  Earl  ejf  Weftmorland. 

jST.  Henry. 1  prithee,  Harrjy  withdraw  thy  felf,thou  bleed- 
eft  too  much :  Lord  John  of  Lancafier,  go  you  with  him« 

Lan.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Henry.   I  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up, 
Leaft  your  Retirement  do  amaze  your  Friends. 

K.  Henry.   I  wiH  do  fo : 
My  Lord  o(Wefimorlandy  lead  him  to  his  Tent. 

fPefi.  Come  my  Lord,  Til  lead  you  to  your  Tert. 

P.  Henry.  Lead  me,  my  Lord !  1  do  not  need  your  Help, 
And  Heav'n  forbid  a  (hallow  Scratch  fhould  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  Pield  as  this, 
Where  ftain'd  Nobility  lyes  trodden  on. 
And  Rebels  Arms  triumph  in  Maffacres, 

Lan.  We  breath  too  long;  come  Coufin  WeJImorlamt^ 
Our  Duty  this  Way  lyes,  for  Hcav'ns  fake  come. 

P.  Henry.  By  Heav*n  thou  haft  deceived  me,  Lancafter^ 
I  did  not  tnink  thee  Lord  of  fuch  a  Spirit : 
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Before,  I  lov'd  thee  ^s  a  Brother,  John ; 
But  now,  I  do  refped  thee  as  my  Sou). 

iC  Henrj.  I  faw  him  hold  Lord  Vercj  at  the  Point, 
With  luftier  Maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  Warrior. 
P.  Htwrj.  O  this  Boy,  lends  Mettle  to  us  alL        \Exit. 

Enter  Dowglafs. 
Z>#atr.  Another  King?  They  grow  hke  HjdrA\  Heads: 
I  am  the  DoivgUfs  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  Colours  on  them.     What  art  thou 
That  counterfcit'ft  the  Perfon  of  a  King  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  King  himfelf;  who,  D^wgUfsy  grieves  at 
So  many  of  his  Shadows  thou  haft  met,  [Heart 

And  not  the  very  King.     I  have  two  Boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  Field ; 
But  feeing  thou  fall'ft  on  me  fo  luckily 
I  will  affay  thee :  So  defend  thy  felf* 

Diw.  I  fear  thou  art  another  Counterfeit ; 
And  yet  in  faith  thou  bcar'ft  thee  like  a  King : 
But  mine  I  am  fure  thou  art,  who  e'er  thou  be. 
And  thus  I  win  thee.  [They  fight :  The  King  being  in  Ddnger, 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 
P.  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  Head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again :  The  Spirits 
Of  valiant  Sherly,  Stafford^  Blunty  are  in  my  Arms; 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  th^t  threats  thee. 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay, 

[Theyfight^  Dow^Ms  fiyetL 
Chearly,  my  Lord;  how  fares  your  Grace? 
Sir  Nicholas  Gaw/ey  hath  for  Succour  fent, 
And  fo  hath  Qiftonz  I'll  to  Clifton  ftreight. 

JC  Henry.  Stay,  and  breath  a  while. 
Thoujhaft  rcdecm'd  my  loft  Opinion, 
And  mew'd  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  Life 
Ifi  this  fair  Refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

?.  Henry.  O  Heav'n,  they  did  me  too  much  Injury, 
That  ever  faid  I  hearkned  to  your  Death, 
-    If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  infulting  Hand  of  Dowglafs  over  you. 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end. 
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As  all  the  poifonous  Potions  in  the  World, 
And  fav'd  the  treacherous  Labour  of  your  Son; 
K.  Prince^  Make  up  to  Qifhn^  I'll  to  Sir  Nicholas  G4UffeJ4 

[Exit. 
Enter  Hot-fpur; 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not>  thou  art  Hatry  MoHmomh. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fpcakeft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  Namew 

Hqu  My  Name  is  Harrj  Ptrcj. 

P.  Henry.   Why  then  I  fee  a  very  valiant  Rebel  of  that 

I  am  the  Prince  of  VKi/w ;  and  think  not|  Percj^        [Namew 

To  (hare  with  me  in  Glory  any  more: 

Two  Stars  keep  not  their  Motion  in  one  Sphere, 

^  Nor  can  one  EngUnihio^  a  double  Reign, 

Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Vfides. 

Hot.  Nor  fhall  ir,  Hdrrjj  for  the  Hour  is  come 

To  end  the  one  of  us;  and  would  to  Heav'n 

Thy  Name  in  Arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine* 

P.  Henry.  Til  make  it  greater,  e'er  I  part  from  theej*' 

And  all  the  budding  Honours  on  thy  Creft, 

I'll  crop,  to  make  a  Garland  for  my  Head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  Vanities.  [Fights 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Fal.  Well  fa  id,  Hal,  to  it  Hal.    Nay,  youihallfindna 

Boys  Play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Dowglafs,  he  fights  with  FalftafF,    who  falls  dawn 

as  if  he  were  dead.     The  Prince  kills  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh  Harry  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  Youth: 

I  better  brook  the  Lofs  of  brittle  Life, 

Than  thofe  proud  Titles  thou  haft  v/on  of  me. 

They  wound  myThoughtsworfe,than  thy  Sword  my  Flefli: 

But  thought's  the  S'ave  of  Life,  and  Life  Time's  Fool; 

And  Time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  World, 

Muft  have  a  flop.     O,  I  could  prophefic. 

But  that  the  Earthy  and  the  cold  Hand  of  Death, 

Lyes  on  my  Tongue:  No,  Percy  thou  art  Duft 

And  Food  for \DiK. 

P.Henry.  For  Worms,  brave  T^^rr;.  Farewel,  great  Heart; 

ril-weav'd  Ambition,  how  much  art  thou  ftirunk! 

When  that  this  Body  did  contain  a  Spirit, 

A  Kingdom  for  ic  was  too  (mall  a  Bound : 

JBut  now  two  Paces  of  the  vileft  Earth 

•- .    --_-«.__.      *  .   - • .-         *         -»  _ 

Is 
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Is  room  enough.     This  Earth  that  bears  thee  dead. 
Bears  not  alive  fb  ftout  a  Gentleman. 
If  thou  wcrt  fenfibic  of  Courtefie, 
I  ihould  not  make  fo  great  a  fhow  of  Zeal. 
But  let  my  Favours  hide  thy  mangled  Face, 
And  even  in  thy  behalf,  HI  thank  my  felf 
For  doing  thefe  fair  Rites  of  Tenderncfs. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  Heaven, 
Thy  ignominy  fleep  with  thee  in  the  Grave, 
But  not  remembred  in  thy  Epitaph. 
What!  Old  Acquaintance!  Could  not  all  this  flefli 
Keep  in  a  little  Life  ?  Poor  Jack^  farcwcl : 
I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  Man. 
O,  I  ihould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee. 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  Vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  Deer  to  Day, 
Though  many  dearer  in  this  bloody  Fray: 
Imboweird  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 
"Till  then,  in  Blood  by  noble  Percy  lye.  [Exit^ 

FalftafF  rifeth  up.  \ 

FdL  Imboweird!  If  thou  imbowel  me  to  Day,  I'll  gi^c 
you  leave  to  Powder  me,  and  eat  me  too  to  Morrow.  '1  was 
time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  Termagant  Sc9t  had  paid 
me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit— I  am  no  counterfeit;  to 
die,  is  to  be  a  Counterfeit,  for  he  is  but  the  Counterfeit  of 
a  Man,  who  hath  not  the  Life  of  a  Man:  But  to  counter- 
feit dying,  when  a  Man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  Coun- 
terfeit, but  the  true  and  perfcft  image  of  Life  indeed,  1  he 
better  part  of  Valour,  is  Difcretion;  in  the  which  better 
part,  I  have  faved  my  Life.  I  am  afraid  of  this  Gun* 
Powder  Ptrcy^  though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he  ihould 
Counterfeit  too,  and  rife,  I  am  afraid  he  would  prove  the 
better  Counterfeit;  therefore  1*11  make  him  fure;  yea,  and 
ril  fwear  I  have  kiird  him.  Why  rnay  not  he  rife  as  wcH 
as  I?  Nothing  confutes  me  but  Eyes  and  no  Body  ftrs 
me.  Therefore,  Sirrah,  with  anew  Wound  in  you. Tj  i  h 
come  yo'i  alopp  wiih  me.  [Takes  Hot-fpur  on  hisB.ic::. 

Enter  Vrmce  Henry  anA  John  (?/Lancaf^cu 

V.Henry.  Com:  Br-ther  John^    full  bravely  haft  tho.; 
fl^ftit  thy  Maiden  S^ord, 

V^x..  IIL  Q.  1-^ 
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Lan.  But  foft)  who  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  Man  was  dead  i 

P.  Henry.  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead, 
Breathlers>  and  bleeding  on  the  Ground:  Art  thou  alive» 
Or  is  it  FafitaCe  that  plays  upon  our  Eye-fight?  ^    '^ 

I  prethee  fpeak,  we  will  not  truft  out  Eyes 
Without  our  Ears.    Thou  art  not  whit  thou  feem*flf 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain ;  1  am  not  a  double  Man ;  but  if 
I  am  not  Jack^FalJiaff,  then  am  I  a  Jack, :  There  is  Pfrey^ 
if  your  Father  will  do  me  any  Honour,  fo  ;  if  not,  let  faitt 
kill  the  next  Ptrcj  himfelf.  I  look  either  to  be  Eui  or 
Duke,  I  can  affure  you. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  my  felf,  and  faw  thee  dead. 

Fal.  Did'ft  thou?  Lord,  Lord,  how  the  World  is  givtA 
to  Lying!  I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and  out  of  Breath, 
and  lo  was  he,  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fbu(thfc 
a  long  Hour  by  Shrewsbury  Clock :  If  I  may  be  believed,  fe ; 
if  not,  let  them  that  fliould  reward  Valour  bear  the  Sin  up- 
on their  own  Heads.  I'll  take't  on  my  Death  I  gave  him 
this  Wound  in  the  Thigh:  if  the  Man  were  alive^  and 
would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of  my  Sword, 

Lan.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.Henry.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Fellow,  Brother  3^#i^ 
Come  bring  your  Luggage  nobly  on  your  back: 
For  my  part,  if  a  Lie  may  do  thee  grace* 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  faappieft  terms  I  have. 

[  A  Retreat  is  fitmded. 
The  Trumpets  found  Retreat,  the  Day  is  ours : 
Come  Brother,  let's  to  the  highcft  of  the  Field, 
To  fee  what  Friends  are  living,  who  are  dead.        [Exettntm^ 
,  FM.  ril  follow  as  they  fay,   for  Reward.     He  that  re- 
wards me,  Heav'n  reward  him.     If  1  do  grow  great  again^ 
I'll  grow  lefs;    for  1*11  purge,    and  leave  Sack,  and  live 
$:]canly,  as  a  noble  Man  ihould  do.  [Emfm 
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SCENE    IV. 

The  Trumpets  Jiuni :  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 
Lerd  John  i^/ Lancafier,  Earl  of  Wetimorhnd^  withWoi^ 
cefter  and  Vernon  Prifomrs. 

K^  Henrj.  Thus  ever  did  Rebellion  find  Rebuke. 
Ill-fpirited  Worcefier^  did  we  not  fend  Grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  Love  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  Offers  contrary  ? 
Mifufe  the  Tenor  of  thy  Kinfman's  Truft  ? 
Three  Knights  upon  our  Party  flain  to  Day, 
A  noble  £arl  and  many  a  Creature  elfe 
Had  been  alixe  this  Hour, 
If  like  a  Chriftian  thou  had'ft  truly  bom. 
Betwixt  our  Armies,  true  Intelligence. 

Wer.  What  I  have  done,  my  fatety  urg'd  me  to. 
And  I  embrace  this  Fortune  patiently, 
Sincey  not  to  be  avoided,  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  Henrj.  J^jte  Wcrtefieir  lo'^deatfa,  and  Vernon  too. 
Other  Offender;  W6  WUI  paufe  upon. 

[Exit  Worceftcr  and  Vernon# 
How  goes  the  FieM? 

P.Henrj.  Tht  noble  *Srpr,  Lord  IJdM^Ai/f,  when  he  faw 
The  Fortune  of  the  Day  quite  turned  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  fltin,  and  all  bis  Men, 
TJpon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with-the  reft; 
And  falling  from  a  Hill,  he  was  fo  bruiz'd 
That  the  Purfuers  took  him.    At  my  Tent 
The  Dowglafs  is,  and  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 
K.  Henrj.  With  all  my  Heart. 
P.  Henry.  Then  Brother  John  of  Lancafier^ 
To  you  this  Honourable  Bounty  (hall  belong : 
Go  to  the  Dowglafsy  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  Pleaftire,  ranfomlefs  and  free : 
His  Valour  fliewn  upon  our  Creftsto  Day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifh  fuch  high  Deeds, 
Even  in  the  Bofom  of  our  Adverfaries. 
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K.Henri.  Then  this  remainsii  that  wedi?i<Ieour  Power. 
You  Son  Johnt  and  my  Coulin  WefimtrUndt 
Towards  YorkJtuW  bend  you,  witli  your  dearcft  fpeed 
To  meet  NorthmuttrUad,  and  the  Prdate  Straaf, 
Who>  as  we  bear,  are  bufily^  in  Anos. 
My  felf  and  Son  Hmttj  will  towards  WaUu 
To  fight  with  GUiidmiery  and  the  Earl  oiMdrtft. 
Kebeliion  in  this  Land  (hall  tofe  his  way,l| 
Meeting  the  Check  of  fuch  another  Days 
And  (ince  this  Bufinefs  To  far  is  done. 
Let  us  not  tegve  'till  all  our  own  be  won«  \_E)tt«a* 
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ACT!     SCENE    I. 

INDUCTION. 
Eucr  RUMOUR. 

PEN  your  Ears :   For  which  of  you  will 

Hop 
The  ventof  hearin{>,when  loud^wmorfpeaks/ 
I,  from  the  Orient,  to  the  drooping  Weft, 
Mi^iog  the  Wind  my  Poft.horfc,  ftill  unfold 
The  A3s  commenced  on'this  Ball  ofEarlh. 
Upon  my  Tongue  continual  Slanders  tide. 
The  which,  in  every  Language,  I  pronounce. 
Stuffing  the  Etrs  of  them  with  fa'fe  Kt^QtU'. 
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I  fpeak  of  Peace,  while  covert  Enmity, 

Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  World  r 

And  who  but  RnmoTy  who  but  only  I 

Make  fearful  Mufters,  and  prepared  Defence ; 

Whilft  the  big  Year,  fwoi'n  with  fome  other  Griefiir 

Is  thought  with  Chdd,  by  the  ftern  Tyrant  Wat; 

And  no  fuch  matter.     Rumor  is  a, Pipe 

Blown  by  S-^rmife,  and  Jealoufics  Conjc<9iircs; 

And  of  fo  eafie,  and  fo  plain  a  ftop, 

That  the  blunt  Monfter,  wi.h  uncounted  Heads 

The  ftill  difcordant,  wavering  Multitude, 

Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus 

My  well-known  Body  to  Anatomize 

Among  my  Houfliold?.  Why  is  Rumor  here? 

I  run  before  King  Harry^s  Viftory, 

Who  in  a  bloody  Field  by  Shrewsbnry 

Hath  beaten  down  young  Houffur^  and  his  Troops, 

Quenching  the  Flame  of  bold  Rebellion, 

Even  with  the  Rebels  Blood.     But  what  mean  I 

To  fpeak  of  Truth  at  firft?  My  OflGlce  is 

To  noife  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmonth  fell 

Under  the  Wrath  of  noble  Hot-fpurs  Sword  i 

And  that  the  King,  before  the  DowgUfs  Rage, 

Stocp'd  his  anointed  Head,  as  low  as  death. 

This  have  I  rumor'd  through  the  Peafant  Towns, 

Between  the  Royal  Field  of  Shrewsbury^ 

And  this  Worm-eaten  hole  of  ragged  Stone, 

Where  //(?/-7^/#r*s  Father,  old  Northumberland, 

Lyes  crafty  Sick.     The  Pofts  come  tyring  on. 

And  not  a  Man  of  them  brings  other  News 

Than  they  have  learn'd  of  me.     From  Rumor's  Tonpues 

They  bring  fmooth-comforts-falfc,  worfe  than  true  Wron 

SCENE    ir. 

Enter  Lord  Bardolf,  and  the  Porter^ 

Bard.  Who  keeps  the  Gate,  hoa  ? 
Where  is  the  EaH  ? 
Porur,  Wliix.  fliall  I  fay  you  %iO, 
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Bard.  Tell  thou  the  Earl> 
That  the  Lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Pprter.  His  Lordihip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  Orchard, 
Pleafe  it  your  Honour,  knock  but  at  the  Gate, 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfwer. 

EHter  Northumberland. 
Bard,  Here  comes  the  Earl. 

North*  What  news,  Lord  Bardolphi  EvVy  minute  now 
Should  be  the  Father  of  fome  Stratagem. 
The  Times  are  wild :  Gonrention,  like  a  Horfc 
Full  of  high  Feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  Ear), 
I  bring  you  certain  News  from  Shrewsburj. 

North.  Good,  and  Hcav'n  will. 

Bard.  As  good  as  Heart  can  wiHi : 
The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  Death: 
And  in  the  Fortune  of  my  Lord  your  Son, 
Prince  Harry  (lain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kiird  by  the  Hand  of  Dowpafs,  young  Prince  JobM,  : 
And  Wefimorlandj  and  Staffordj  fled  the  Field. 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  Brawn,  the  Hulk  Sir  Jobjf^ 
Is  Prifoner  to  your  Son.     O,  fuch  a  Day, 
So  fought,  fo  follow'd,  and  fo  fairly  won. 
Came  not,  'till  now,  to  digisifle  the  Times 
Since  Ca/at^s  Fortunes. 

North,  How  is  this  deriv'd? 
Saw  you  the  Field?  Came  you  from  Shre-wsbury  f 

Bard.  I  fpake  with  one,  my  Lord,  that  came  from  thcQcr, 
A  Gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  Name, 
That  freely  rendered  me.  this  News  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  Servant  Trovers^  whom  I  fc-nt 
On  Tuefdaj  laft,  to  liften  after  News. 

Enter  Travcrs. 

Bard.  My  Lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 
And  he  is  furnifli*d  with  no  Certainties, 
More  than  he,  happily,  may  retail  from  me. 

North.  Now  Traversj  what  good  Tidings  comes  from  you? 

Tra.  My  Lord,  John  Vmfrevil  turned  me  back 
With  joyful  Tidingf ;  and  being  beitet  Vvots*^ 
Out-rode  me.    After  him,  came  fpuvtWiO^  WA 
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A  Gentleman^  almoft  fore-fpent  with  fpeedj 
Thac  ftopp'd  by  me,  to  breathe  his  bloodied  Horfc. 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Chefier:  And  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  News  from  Shrewsbury  : 
He  told  me,  that  Rebellion  had  ill  Luck, 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy^s  Spur  was  cold. 
With  that  he  gave  his  able  Horfe  the  Head, 
And,  bending  forward,  ftrook  his  able  Heels 
Againft  the  panting  Sides  of  his  poor  Jade, 
Up  to  the  Rowel- head*  and  ftarting  io. 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way. 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

North,  Ha?  Again: 
Said  he  young  Harry  Percy's  Spur  was  cold  ? 
Of  Hot'fpnry  cold  Spur,  that  Rebellion 
Had  met  ill  Luck  ? 

Bard.  My  Lord,  I'll  tcU  you  what. 
If  my  young  Lord,  your  Son,  have  not  the  Day, 
Upon  mine  Honour,  for  a  Hlken  Point 
I'll  give  my  Barony.     Never  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  (hould  the  Gentleman  that  rode  by  Tra% 
Give  then  fuch  inflrances  of  Lgfs  ? 

Bard.  Who  he? 
He  was  fome  hielding  Fellow,  that  had  ftol'n 
The  Horfe  he  rode  on ;  and  upon  my  Life 
Spake  at  adventure.     Look,  here  comes  more  News. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  Man*s  Bk-ow,  like  to  a  Title-leaf, 
Foretels  the  Nature  of  a  Tragick  Volume : 
So  looks  the  Strond,  when  the  Iihperious  Flood 
Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  Ufurpation. 
Say,  Morton^  did'ft  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  f 

Mort.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury^  my  noble  Lora, 
Where  hateful  Death  put  on  his  uglieft  Mask 
To  fright  our  Party. 

North.  How  doth  my  Son,  and  Brother  ? 
Thou  trembl'ft;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  Cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  Tongue,  to  tell  thy  Errand. 
Even  fuch  a  Man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs. 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  Look,  fo  woe-be^gonc, 
Drew  Pnam\  Curtain,  in  tVve  deid  of  Ni^Kr^ 
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Even  to  the  dulled  Peafant  in  his  Camp, 

Being  bruited  once,  took  Fire  and  Heat  away 

From  the  beft  tempered  Courage  in  his  Troops* 

For  from  his  Mortal  was  his  Party  fteerd; 

Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 

Turn*d  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  Lead  t 

And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  it  felf. 

Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  fpccd ; 

So  did  our  Men,  heavy  in  Hot/purs  lofs, 

Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  fear. 

That  Arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim. 

Than  did  our  Soldiers,  aiming  at  their  fafety. 

Fly  from  the  Field.     Then  was  that  noble  Worcefier 

Too  foon  ta'en  Prifoner:  And  that  furious  Scotj 

The  bloody  Ihivglafsy  whofe  well-labouring  Sword 

Had  three  times  llain  th*  Appearance  of  the  King, 

*Gan  vail  his  Stomach,  and  did  grace  the  Shame 

Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  back:  And  in  his  flight. 

Stumbling  in  Fear,  was  took.     The  fum  of  all. 

Is,  that  the  King  hath  won :  And  hath  fent  out 

A  fpeedy  Power,  to  encounter  you,  my  Lord* 

Under  the  Condud  of  young  Lancafter 

And  Wefimorland.     This  is  the  News  at  full. 

Norths  For  this,  I  fliall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
.  In  Poifon  there  is  Phyfick:  And  this  News, 
Having  been  well,  that  would  have  made  me  fick. 
Being  flck,  hath  in  fome  meafure  made  me  well. 
And  as  the  Wretch,  whofe  Feaver-weakened  Joints, 
Like  ftrengthlcfs  Hinges,  buckle  undfer  Life,  ' 
Impatient  of  his  Fit,  breaks  like  a  Fire 
Out  of  his  Keeper's  Arms;  even  fo,  my  Limbs, 
Weakned  with  grief,  being  now  inrag'd  with  grief. 
Are  thrice  themfelves.   Hence  therefore  thou  nice  Crutch^ 
A  fcaly  Gauntlet  now,  with  Joints  of  Steel 
Muft  glove  this  Hand.     And  hence  thou  fickly  Quoift 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  Head, 
Which  Princes  fleih'd  with  Conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 
Now  bind  my  Bows  with  Iron,  and  approach 
The  raggcd'ft  H^ur  that  Time  and  Spii^ht  dare  bringi 
To  frown  upon  th'enrag'd  Northumberland. 
Let  Hc3Lv'n  kits  Earth:  Now  Vqi  uot^^XM^e*^  Hand 
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Km  the  wild  Flood  coHfin'd;  let  Order  die, 
Andf  let  the  World  no  longer  be  a  Srage 
To  feed  Contention  in  a  lingring  Ad : 
But  let  one  Spirit  of  the  firil-born  Cainy 
Reign  jn  all  Bofoms,  that  each  Heart  being  fet 
On  bloody  Courfes,  the  rude  Scene  may  end. 
And  Darknefs  be  the  Burier  of  the  Dead. 
Bard.  Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  Wifdom  from  your  Honour* 
Mort.  The  Lives  of  all  your  loving  Complices 
Lean  on  your  Healthy  the  which  if  you  give  o'er 
To  fiormy  Paffion,  muft  perforce  decay. 
You  caft  th' Event  of  War,  my  noble  Lord, 
And  fum'd  the  account  of  Chancc>  before  you  (aid 
Let  us  make  Head :  It  was  your  Prefurmife, 
That  in  the  dole  of  Blows,  your  Son  might  drop. 
You  knew  he  wjalk'd  o'er  Perils,  on  an  Edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  then  to  get  o'er : 
You  ^re  advis'd  his  Flefh  was  capable 
Of  Wounds  and  Scars;  and  that  his  forward  Spirit 
Would  lift  him,  where  moft  trade  of  Danger  rang'd. 
Yet  did  you  fay,  Go  forth:  And  none  of  this. 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  ftiff-born  Adion:  What  hath  then  befairn.' 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  Enterprize  brought  forth. 

More  than  that  Being,  which  was  like  to  he? 
Bdrd.  We  all  that  are  engaged  to  this  Lofs, 

Knew  that  we  ventnr'd  on  fuch  dangerous  Seas, 

That  if  we  wrought  out  Life,  was  ten  to  one; 

And  yet  we  ventur'd  for  rhc  Gain  popos'd, 

Choak'd  the  Refpcft  of  likely  Peril  fcai'd. 

And  fince  we  are  o'cr-fet,  venture  again. 

Come,  we  will  all  put  forth.  Body  and  Goods. 

Mert.  *Tis  more  than  tim'^;  and,  my  moft  noble  Lord^ 

I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fr  ak  the  Truth : 

The  gentle  Arch^Bifhop  of  Tori^h  up 

With  well  appointed  Powcts:  He  is  a  Man 

Who  with  a  double  Surety  binds  h'^^  Followers. 

My  Lord,  your  Son,  had  only  bdr  the  Corps, 

But  Shadows,  and  the  Shews  ..f  Men  c   fij^'hr. 

F&r  that  fame  Word,  Rehellicr,  did  divide 

The  Aft  ion"  of  their  Bodies,  from  thcii  SjuIs, 

1^ A. 
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And  they  did  fight  with  Qucifinefs,  conftrain'd^ 
As  Men  drink  Potions;  that  their  Weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  Side:  But  for  their  Spirits  and  S^ub, 
This  Word,  Rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up. 
As  Fifli  arc  in  a  Pond.     But  now  the  Biftiop 
Turns  Infurreftion  to  Religion ; 
Suppos'd  fincere,  and  holy  in  his  Thoughts, 
He*s  followed  both  with  Body,  and  with  Mind : 
And  doth  enlarge  his  ri(ing»  with  the  Blood 
Of  fair  Kxn^Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  Stones, 
Derives  from  Heav'n  his  Quarrel,  and  his  Caufe: 
Tells  them,    he  doth  beflride  a  bleeding  Land, 
Gafping  for  Life,  under  great  BHlUngbr^k^j 
And  more,  and  lefs,  do  fiock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before.     But  to  fpeak  Truth, 
This  prefent  Grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  Mind. 
Go  in  with  me,  and  counfel  every  Man 
The  apteft  Way  for  Safety,  and  Revenge: 
Get  Pofls,  and  Letters,  and  make  Friends  with  fpced. 
Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need.  \_Exiant. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Falftaff,  and  Page. 

FaL  Sirrah,  you  Giant,  what  fays  the  Doftor  to  my  Wa- 
ter? 

Page.  He  faid.  Sir,  the  Water  it  felf  was  a  good  heal- 
ing Water:  But  for  the  Party  that  own'd  it^  he  might  have 
snore  Difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

FaL  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me  .  The 
Brain  of  this  foolifti  compounded  Clay-man,  is  not  able 
to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  Laughter,  more  than  I 
invent,  or  is  invented  on  me.  I  am  not  only  witty  in 
my  felf, but  the  Caufe  that  Wit  is  in  other  Men.  I  do  here 
walk  before  thee,  like  a  Sow,  that  hath'ovciwhclm'd  aJl 
her  Litter,  but  one.  If  the  Prince  put  thee  into  my  Ser- 
vice for  any  other  Reafon,  than  to  fet  me  off,  why  then  I 
have  no  Judgment.  Thou  Horfon  Mandrake,  thou  art 
litter  to  be  worn  in  my  Cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  Heels.  I 
was  never  manned  with  an  Agot  *till  now  :  But  I  will  fet 
you  neither  in  Gold  nor  Silvci^,  but  in  vile  Apparel,  and 
fend  you  back  again  to  your  Matter^  for  a  Jewel.     The 
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yHiftMMlI  the  Prince  your  Mafttr !  whofe  Chin  is  hot  yet 
fledged;  I  will  fooner  have  a  Beard  grow  in  the  Palm  of  my 
Hand,  then  he  (hall  get  one  on  his  Cheek:  Yet  he  will  not 
ftick  to  fay,  his  F^ce  is  a  Face-Royal.  Heav'n  may  finifh 
it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  Hair  amifs  yet :  He  may  keep 
it  ftill  as  a  Face-Royal,  for  a  Barber  (hall  never  earn  Six- 
pence out  of  it;  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had 
writ  Man  ever  (ince  his  Father  was  a  Batchelor.  He  may 
keep  his  own  Grace,  but  he  i^  aimoft  out  of  mine,  I  can 
aiTure  him.  What  faid  Mr.  DombUdon^  about  the  Satten  for 
toy  fhort  Cloak,  and  Slops  ? 

Pagi.  He  faid.  Sir,  you  fhould  procure  him  better  aifurance 
than  Bardelph :  He  would  not  taice  his  Bond  and  yours,  he 
lik'dnotthe  Security. 

FaL  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  Glutton,  may  his  Tongue 
be  hotter,  a  horfon  ^chit^phel^  a  Rafcally-yea-forfooth- 
knave»  to  bear  a  Gentleman  in  Hand,  and  then  ftand  upon 
Security  ?  The  horfon  fmoorh-pates  do  now  wear  nothing 
hut  high  Shooes,  and  Bunches  of  Keys  at  their  Girdles; 
and  if  a  Man  is  through  with  them  in  honed  taking  up,  then 
dieymuft  Aand  upon  Security:  I  had  as  lief  they  would 
put  Rats-bane  in  my  Mouth,  as  offer  to  flop  it  with  Secu- 
rity. I  look'd  he  ihould  have  fent  me  two  and  twenty 
Yards  of  Satten,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight,  and  he  fends  mc 
Security.  Well,  he  may  fleep  in  Security,  for  he  hath 
the  horn  of  Abundance:  And  the  lightnefs  of  his  Wife 
ihines  through  it,  and  yet  cannot  he  fee,  though  he  have 
his  own  Lanthorn  to  light  him.     Where's  Bardolphi 

Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield  to  buy  your  Worfliip  a 
Horfe. 

FaL  I  bought  him  in  Paulsy  and  he'll  buy  me  a  Horfc 
in  Smithfield.  If  I  could  get  me  a  Wife  in  the  StewF,  I 
were  Mann'd,  Hors'd,  and  Wiv'd. 

Enter  Chief  Jfifiice^  and  Servant. 

"P^e.  Sir,  here  comes  the  Nobleman  that  committed  the 
Prince  for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.Jnft.  What's  he  that  goes  there? 

Serv.  Falfiaffy  and't  pleafe  your  Lordfliip; 

Ch.Jmft.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  Robbcx^^ 
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Serv»  He,  my  Lord«  But  he  hath  fince  done  good  Ser- 
vice at  Shrewshnrj:  And,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  withfome 
Charge  to  the  Lord  John  of  L^ncafter. 

Ch.  jHfi.  What,  to  rorkj  Call  him  back  again, 

Serv.  ^ir  yohn  Falfiaff^^ 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  You  muft  fpeak  lowder,  my  Mafter  is  deaf. 

Ch.jHft.  I  am  fure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good. 
Go  pluck  him  by  the  Blbow,     I  mud  ipe^k  with  him. 

Serv*  Sir  John. 

FaL  What !  A  young  Knave  aad  beg !  Are  there  not  Wars  i 
Is  there  not  Employment?  Doth  not  the  King  lack  Subjefts? 
Do  not  the  Rebels  want  Soldiers?  Though  it  be  a  ihante 
to  be  on  any  (ide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  (hame  to  beg,  than  to 
be  on  the  worft  (ide,  were  it  worfe  than  the  Name  of  Re- 
bellion can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Serv*  You  miftake  roe,  Sir. 

FaL  Why,  Sir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honcft  Man  ?  Set- 
ting my  Knight-hood,  and  my  Soldierihipafide.  1  had  lied 
in  my  Throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Serv»  I  pray  you,  Sir,  then  fet  your  Knight-hood  and 
your  Soldier-(hip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you 
lie  in-  your  Throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than  an  ho* 
o:ft  Man. 

FaL  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo]  I  lay  afide  that 
which  grows  to  me!  If  thou  gctt*ft  any  leave  of  me,  hang 
mt ;  if  thou  tak*ft  leave,  thou  wer't  better  be  hang'd :  You 
Hunt  counter,   hence ;  avaunt. 

&rv*  Si;*,  my  Lord  would  fpeak  with  you, 

Ch^ynfi.  Sir  John  Falfiaffl  a  word  wirh  you. 

FaL  My}»ood  Lord]  give  your  Lordlhip  good  time  of 
the  Day.  I  aai  qUd  tofte  your  Lordlhip  abroad;  I  heard 
fay,  your  L/rdir.»p  was  fick.  I  hope  your  Lordfliip  goes 
a'>road  by  advice.  Your  Lordfliip,  though  not  clean  paft 
your  Yjurh,  hatli  y-.t  fome  fmack  of  Age  in  you:  Somcre- 
lilTi  c>f  th>:  Salrncfs  of  rime;  and  I  moft  humbly  befeech 
ycur  Lordlhip.  ^o  Iia-  e  a  reverend  care  of  your  Health. 

Ch.  y^ji.  S.r  yol'tiy  I  fci.t  for  you  before  your  Expedition 
to  Shre^ivibuyj. 

FaL  !■  it  ulca^e  y  ur  Lordfliip,  I  hear  his.  Majefty  is  re- 
turnd  wiih  fome  difcomfort  from  Wales. 
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Ch.  Jnfi.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty:  You  would  not  come 
when  I  fent  for  you  ? 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highnefs  is  fall'n  into  this 
fame  whorfon  Apoplexy. 

Ch.  Jnfi.  Well,  Heav'n  mend  him*  I  pray  let  me  (peak 
with  you. 

FaU  This  Apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  Lethargy^ 
a  fleeping  of  the  Blood,  a  whorfon  Tingling. 

Oa.Jufi.  What  tell  you  me  of  it?  Be  it  ais  it  is. 

FaL  It  hath  its  original  from  much  Grief;  from  Study 
and  Perturbation  of  the  Brain.  I  have  read  the  Caufe  of 
its  Effeds  in  GaUh.     It  is  a  kind  of  Deafnefs. 

Ch.  Juft.  I  think  you  are  fal'n  into  that  Difeafe :  Foryoa 
bear  not  what  I  fay  to  you, 

FaU  Very  well,  my  Lord,  very  well :  Rather,  an't  pleafe 
you,  it  is  the  Difeafe  of  not  Liftning,  the  Malady  of  not 
Marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Chmju^.  To  punifti  you  by  the  Heels,  would  amend 
the  attention  of  your  Ears,  and  I  care  not  if  I  be  your 
PhyHcian. 

FdU  I  am  a$  poor  as  J^h^  my  Lord;  but  not  fo  patient : 
Your  Lordihip  may  minifter  the  Potion  of  ImprifonmenC 
CO  me»  in  refped  of  Poverty:  But  how  I  Aiould  be  your 
Patient  to  follow  your  Prefcriptions,  the  Wife  may  make 
fbme  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or  indeed,  a  fcruple  it  felf. 

Ch.  Jnfi.  I  fent  for  you>  when  there  were  matters  againft 
you  for  your  Life,  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  aSvis'd  by  my  learned  Counfeh  in 
the  Laws  of  this  Land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Well,  the  truth  is.  Sir  John,  you  live  in  great 
Infamy. 

FdL  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  Belt,  cannot  live  in  lefs. 

Ch.  jufi.  Your  Means  is  very  flender,  and  your  Wafte 
grqat. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwife :  I  would  my  Means  were 
greater,  and  my  Wafte  (lenderer. 

Ch.  Jmfi.  You  have  mifs-led  the  youthful  Prince. 

Fsl.  The  young  Prince  hath  mifs-led  me.  I  am  the  Fel- 
low with  the^great  Belly,  and  he  my  Dog; 

0&.  Jufi.  Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new-heal'd  Wbuxvd\ 
your  Day*s  Service  at  Shrwsbuny  Kaxh  ^\vx\^fc  ^^^k.^'s^^ 

You  in.  "  R  ^^^^ 
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yourNight^  Exploit  on  Gads-hill.  You  may  thank  the  un- 
quiet time,  for  your  quiet  o'er-pofting  that  Adion. 

FM.  My  Lord? 

Ch.Jnlt.  But  fince  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo:  Wake  not  a 
fl^eping  Wolf. 

FaL  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  Fox. 

Ch.Jnfi.  What?  You  are  as  a  Candle,  the  better  part 
burnt  out. 

FaU  A  Waffel-Candel,  my  Lord ;  all  Tallow :  If  I  did 
fay  of  Wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.JuJt.  There  is  not  a  white  Hair  on  your  Face,  but 
fliould  have  his  Effeft  of  Gravity. 

FaL  His  Effeft  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  Juft.  You  follow  the  young  Prince  up  and  down,  like 
his  evil  Angel. 

FaU  Not  fo,  my  Lord,  your  ill  AngeJ  is  light:  But  I 
hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without  weigh- 
ing ;  and  yet^  in  fome  refpc&s  I  grant,  I  cannot  go  ;  I  can- 
not tell— -Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  inthefe  Coftor-mong- 
crs  Days,  that  true  Valour  is  turn'd  Bear^herd.  Pregnancy 
is  made  a  Tapfter,  and  hath  his  quick  Wit  wafted  in  giving 
Rccknin^s ;  all  the  other  Gifts  appertinent  to  Man,  as  the 
malice  of  this  Age  fhapes  them,  are  not  worth  a  Gooffr-ber- 
ry.  You  that  are  old,  confider  not  the  Capacities  of  us 
that  are  young;  you  meafure  the  heat  of  our  Livers,  with 
the  bicternefs  of  your  Galls ;  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward 
of  our  y<>uth,  I  muft  confefs,  are  Wags  too. 

Ch.  jpifl.  Do  you  fet  down  your  Name  in  the  Scrowl  of 
youth,  that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  ^haraAers 
of  Age?  Have  you  not  a  moift  Eye  ?  a  dry  Hand?  a  yel- 
low Cheek?  a  white  Beard?  a  decrea(ing  Leg /  anincreaung 
Belly  ?  is  not  your  Voice  broken  ?  your  Wind  ftiort?  your 
Witfingle?  and  every  part  about  you  blafted  with  Anti- 
quity? and  will  you  call  your  felf  young?  fie,  fie,  fie.  Sir 
John. 

FaL  My  Lord,  I  was  born  with  a  white  Head,  and  fome- 
thing.a  round  Belly.  For  my  Voice,  I  have  loft  it  with 
hollowing  and  finging  t)f  Anthems.  To  approve  my  youth 
further,  I  will  nor.  The  truth  is,  I  am  only  old  in  Tudg- 
ment  and  Underftanding ;  and  he  that  will  caper  witn  me 
for  a  thoufand  Marks  let  him  \eT\d  ttv^  the  Mony,  and  have 
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at  him.  For  the  Box  o'lh'Ear  thit  the  Prince  gave  you, 
he  gave  it  hke  a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a  fenfible 
Lord.  I  have  checkt  him  for  ity  and  the  young  Lion  re- 
pents :  Marry  not  in  Sack-cloth,  but  in  new  Silk»  and  old 
Sack. 

Ch.Jufi.  Well,  Heav'n  fend  the  Prince  a  better  Compa- 
nion. 

FaL  Hcav'n  fend  the  Companion  a  better  Prince ;  I  can- 
not rid  my  Hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Jujt.  Well,  the  King  hath  fever'd  you  and  Prince 
Hfirryj  I  hear  you  are  going  with  Lord  John.ol  Lancafler^ 
"againft  the  Archbifliop,  and  the  Eail  of  MorthnmhcrUnd. 

FaU  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fwcttWic  for  it;  but  look 
you  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  Lady  Peace  at  home,  that 
our  Armies  join  not  in  a  hot  Day:  For  I  r^ke  but  two  Shirts 
out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to  ^wtac  extraordinarily  :  ff 
it  be  a  hot  Day,  if  I  brandilh  any  thing  but  my  Bortle, 
ivouldlmight  never  fpit  white  again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous 
Adioo  can  peep  out  his  Head,  but  I  ain  thrufl  upon  it. 
Well^  I  cannot  laft  ever. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  lioneft,  and  Hcav'n  blcfs 
your  Expedition. 

FaL  Will  your  Lordfhip  lend  me  a  thoufand  Pound,  to 
furnifti  me  forth? 

O9.  ynfl.  Not  a  Penny,  not  a  Penny ;  you  are  too  impa- 
tient to  bear  Croffes.  Fare  you  well.  Commend  me  to  my 
Coufin  Weftmorland.  [Exit. 

FaL  If  I  do,  fillop  me  with  a  three-man-Bectle.  A  Mjn 
can  no  more  fcparate  Age  and  Covetoufnefs,  than  he  can  pait 
young  Limbs  and  Letchery  :  But  the  Gout  galls  the  one, 
and  the  Pox  pinches  the  other  j  and  fo  both  the  Degrees 
prevent  my  Curfes*    Boy. 

Page.  Sir. 

Fal.  What  Mony  is  in  my  Purfe  f 

Page.  Seven  Groats,  and  two  Pence.    - 

FaL  I  can  get  no  Remedy  againft  th.sConf  mpticn  of  the 
Purfe.  Borrowing  only  linger*^,  ani  lipc^cis  it  o^.r,  but  the 
Difeafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  th!s  Later  to  my  Lord  of 
Lancafier^  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  ih:;  Earl  of  Wejhyzor- 
landy  and  this  to  old  Miftrefs  VrfnU^  vUom  \  \sx<^  ^w^^\^5 
fworn  10  mzrry,  fwcG  I  pcrcciv  d  i\\:  \a.?1  \N\vA<i  V\^vc  c>^ 


i  11  o  the  Second  Part 

my  Chin.  About  it ;  you  know  where  to  find  me.  A  Pox 
o/this  Gout,  or  a  Gout  of  this  Po)c ;  for  the  one  or  th'o- 
ther  plays  the  Rogue  with  my  great  Toe :  It  is  no  matter^ 
if  I  do  halt»  I  have  the  Wars  for  my  Colour,  and  my  Pen* 
iion  (hall  feem  the  more  reafbnable :  A  good  Wit  will  make 
uie  of  any  thing ;  I  will  turn  Difeafes  to  commodity. 

[Exetmt* 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Arch-Bijbof  of  York>  Mailings,  Mowbray*  and 

Lord  Bardolph* 

Torl^.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  Caufes,  and  know  our 
And  my  moft  noble  Friends,  I  pray  you  all  [Means  i 

Speak  plainly  your  Opinions  of  our  Mopes, 
And  firft.  Lord  Marfhal,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Mow.  I  well  allow  the  occafion  of  our  Arms, 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied. 
Mow,  in  our  Means,  we  ihould  advance  our  felves, 
To  look  with  Forehead  bold  and  big  enough. 
Upon  the  Power  and  Puiffance  of  the  Kipg? 

Hafi.  Our  prefent  Mutters  grow  upon  the  File 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  Men  of  choice: 
And  our  Supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumherlandy  whofe  Bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfed  Fire  of  Injuries. 

Bard.  The  queftion  then.  Lord  Hafiings^  ftandeth  thus^ 
Whether  our  prtfent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  Head  without  NorthumberUndl 

Haft.  With  him  we  may. 

Bard.  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point : 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble. 
My  Judgment  is,  we  (hould  not  flep  too  far 
*Till  we  had  his  AflSftance  by  the  Hand. 
For  in  a  Theam  fo  bloody  fac*d  as  this, 
Conjefture,  Expedation,  and  Surmife 
Of  Aids  uncertain,  (hould  not  be  admitted. 

Tork*  *Tis  true.  Lord  Bardolph,  for  indeed 
It  was  young  HouJffir^%  cafe  at  Shrewsbftrj. 
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Bdrd.  It  was>  my  Lord  >  who  lin'd  hiixifelf  with  hopc^ 

Eating  the  Air^  on  promife  of  Supply, 

Flattering  himfelf  with  Projecft  of  a  Power, 

Much  fmaller  than  thefmallefl:  of  his  Thoughts, 

And  fo  with  great  Imagination, 

Proper  to  mad  Men,  lead  his  Powers  to  Deaths 

And,  winking,  leap'd  into  DeftruAion. 

-H4/?.  Bur,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt* 

To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 
Bard.  Yes,  if  this  prefent  quality  of  War, 

Indeed  the  inftant  Adion,  a  Caufe  on  foot. 

Lives  fo  in  hope,   as  in  an  early  Spring 

We  fee  th*  appearing  Buds,  which  to  prove  Fruit, 

Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  Defpair 

That  Frofls  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to  build. 

We  firft  furvey  the  Plot,  then  draw  the  Model, 

And  when  we  fee.  the  figure  of  the  Houfe, 

Then  muft  we  rate  the  Cod  of  the  Ereftion, 

Which  if  we  find  out-weighs  Ability, 

What  do  we  then*  but  draw  a-new  the  Model 

In  fewer  Offices;  or  at  lead,  defift 

To  build  at  all?  Much  more,  in  this  great  work. 

Which  is,  almoft,  to  plu^ck  a  Kingdom  down. 

And  fet  another  up,  fhould  we  furvey 

The  Plot  of  Situation,  and  the  Model, 

Confent  upon  a  fure  Foundation, 

Queftion  Surveyors,  know  our  own  Eftate, 

How  able  fuch  a  Work  to  undergo. 

To  weigh  againft  his  Opposite  ?  or  elfe. 

We  fortifie  in  Paper,  and  in  Figures, 

Ufing  the  Names  of  Men,  inftead  of  Men : 

Like  one  that  draws  the  Model  of  a  Houfe 

Beyond  his  Power  to  build  it;  who,  half  through. 

Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  Coft 

A  naked  fubjeA  to  the  weeping  Clouds, 

And  wafte,  for  churlifti  Winters  tyranny, 

Hafi^  Grant  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth, 
Sbpuld  be  ftill-born  ;  and  that  we  now  pofleft 
The  utmoft  Man  of  Expeftation : 
I  thjlnk  we  are  a  Body  ftrong  enough^ 
Bvein  as  wc  ire,  to  equal  wiui  the  Kuig% 
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Bar  J.  What,  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thoufand  ? 

Ilafi.  To  us  no  more ;  nay  not  fo  much,  Lord  Bardolph. 
For  his  Divifions,  as  the  Times  do  brawl. 
Are  in  three  Heads;  one  Power  againft  the  French^ 
And  one  againft  GUndower;  perforce  a  third 
]MuA  take  up  us:  So  is  the  unfirm  King 
Jn  three  divided;  and  his  Coffers  found 
With  hollow  Poverty,  and  Emptinefs. 

Torl^,  That  he  fliould  draw  his  feveral  ftrengths  together. 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  Puiflance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Hafi.  If  he  ihould  do  fo. 
He  leaves  his  Back  unarmed,  the  Frenchy  and  Weljb 
Baying  him  at  the  Heel;  never  fear  that. 

Bard.  Who  is  it  like  fhould  lead  his  Forces  hither? 

ILifi.  The  Duke  o(  Lancafter  and  Wefimorland^ 
Againft  the  Tf^elpj  himfelf  and  Harry  Monmouth. 
But  who  is  fubftitutcd  *gainft  the  French^ 
1  have  no  certain  notice. 

Torl^j  Let  us  on  :  .  / 

And  publifti  the  O(?cafion  of  our  Arms. 
The  Commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice. 
Their  over*greedy  Love  hath  furfeited. 
An  Habitation  giddy  and  unfure 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  Heart, 
O  thou  fond  Many !  with  what  loud  Applaufe 
Did'ft  thou  beat  Heav'n  with  bleffing  BuUingbroke^ 
Before  he  was,  what  thou  would'ft  have  him  be  ? 
And  being  now  trim'd  up  in  thine  owndefires, 
Th-^u,  beaftly  Feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him. 
That  thou  provok'ft  thy  ftif  to  caft  him  up. 
So,  fo,  thou  common  Dog,  didft  thou  difgorge 
Thy  glutton-bofon?  of  the  Royal  Richards 
And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howPft  to  find  it.    What  truft  is  in  thefc  Times? 
They,  that  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die. 
Are  ri«»w  become  enamour'd  on  his  Grave. 
Thou  that  threwft  Duft  upon  his  goodly  Head, 
When  throuj^h  proud  Ijondon  he  came  figbing  ODj, 
After  th'^dwiicd  Heels  of  BnlUnghrokfy 
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Cry'ft  now>  O  Earth  yield  us  that  King  again,' 
And  take  thou  this.    O  thoughts  of  Men  accurs'd, 
Tafi^^Mdto  come^feems  hefli  things  prefenty  wgrfi* 
Mow*  Shall  we  go  draw  our  Numbers,  and  fet  on  <* 
Hafl^  We  are  Time's  Subjeftr,  and  Time  bids,  be  gone. 


A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Hoflefs^  with  two  Officers,  Fang,  and  Snare. 

Hoft.  A^R-  P^^gj  have  you  entred  the  Aftion? 
jLVjL  Fang.  It  is  enter  d. 
Hofl.  Where's  your  Yeoman  ?  Is  it  a  lufty  Yeoman  ? 
Will,  he  ftand  to  it  ? 
Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  «S»4rf  ? 
Hofl.  Ay,  ay,  good  Mr.  Snare » 
Snare.  Here,  here. 

iviw.  Snarey  we  mufl:  Arreft  Sir  John  Falftaffi. 
Hofi.  Ay,  good  Mr.  *S»4r<,  I  have  enter'd  him,  and  alL 
Snar^.  It  may  chance  coft  fome  of  U5  our  Lives !   He 
willftab. 

Hofi.  Alas-the-day;  take  heed  of  him  j  he  ftab'd  me  in 
mine  own  Houfe,  and  that  moft  beaftly;  he  cares  not  what 
mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  Weapon  be  our.  He  will  fein  like 
like  any  Devil,  he  will  fpare  neither  Man,  Woman,  nor 
Child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thruft. 
Hofi.  No,  nor  I  neither;  I'll  be  at  your  Elbow.  . 
Fang.  If  I  but  fift  him  once;  if  he  come  but  within  my 
Vice. 

Hoft.  I  am  undone  with  his  going;  I  warrant  he  is  an  in- 
finitive thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  Mr.  Fangy  hold  him 
fare;  good  iAr.Snare^  let  him  not  fcape,  he  comes  continu- 
ally to  Pie'Cornery  faving  your  Manhoods,  to  buy  a  Saddle, 
and  he  is  invited  to  dinner  to  the  Lubbars  head  in  Lombard- 
ftreet  to  Mr.  Smooths  the  Silkman.  I  pray  ye  fince  my  Afti- 
on  is  enter'd,  and  my  Cafe  fo  openly  known  to  the  World, 
Jet  him  be  brought  into  his  anfwer.  A  hundred  Mark  is  a 
long  one,  for  a  poor  lone  Woman  to  btav;  ^Tl^  \  V\N^\iw^> 

R  4  ^^^ 


1 2*4  ^^  Second  Part 

0 

and  born*  and  born ;  and  have  bin  f ub'd  ofF,  and  fvh^d  off,  from 
this  Day  to  that  Day,  that  it  is  a  ihme  to  be  thought  oo. 
There  is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing*  unlefs  a  Woman  fhould 
be  made  an  Afs  and  a  Beaft,  to  bear  every  Knaves  \vioQg. 

Enter  Falftaff  and  Bardolph. 
Yonder  he    comes,    and  that  arrant  Malmfey-Nofe  Bar" 
dolph  with  him.'  Do  your  Offices,  do  your  Offices:   Mr. 
Fang^  and  Mr.  Snarej  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your  Offices. 

FaU  How  now  $  whofe  Mare's  dead?  what's  the  mat- 
ter? 

Fang.  Sir  Johny  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuit   of  Miftrefs 

Fal.  Away  Varlets,  draw  Bardolph  :  Cut  me  offthe  Vil- 
lain's Head:  Throw  the  Quean  in  the  Channel 

Hofi.  Throw  me  in  the  Channel?  I'll  throw  thee  there. 
Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thou  baftardly  Rogue.  Murder, 
murder:  O  thou  Hony-fuckle  Villain,  wilt  thou  kill  God's 
Officers  and  the  King's?  O  thou  hony-fe^d  Rogue>  thoQ 
art  a  Hony-feed,  a  Man-queller,  and  a  Woman-queller. 

FaL  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph.  ' 

Fang,  A  Kefcue,  a  Refcue. 

Hofi.  Good  People  bring  a  Refcue.  Thou  wilt  not  ?  thou 
wilt  not?  do,  do  thou  Rogue :  Do  thou  Hempfeed. 

FaL  Away  you  Scullion,  you  Rampallian,  you  Fuftiliri- 
an:  I'll  tuck  your  Cataftrophe. 

Enter  Chief  jHfiece. 

Ch.  JhJI.  What's  the  matter  ?  Keep  the  Peace  here,  hoa. 

Hojl.  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  to  me.  I  befeech  you 
ftand  to  me. 

Ch.  Jufi.  How  now.  Sir  John  ?  what  are  you  brawling 
here?  Doth  this  become  your  place*  your  time,  and  bu& 
nefs?  You  fhould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  Tork* 
Stand  from  him  Fellow,  wherefore  hang'ft  upon  him? 

Hoft.  Oh  my  mod  worfbipful  Lord>  and't  pleafe  your 
Grace,  I  am  a  poor  Widow  of  Eaficheapf  and  he  is  arreftcd 
at  my  Suit. 

Ch^Juft.  For  what  Sum? 

Hoji.  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  Lord,  it  is  for  all ;  aH 

I  have,  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  Houfeand  Home;  hebA 

pat  all  my  5ubftance  into  that  fat  Belly  of  his;  but  I  wiO 

hive 
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have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I  will  ride  thee  o'Nights,  like 
the  Mare. 

FsL  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  Mare,  if  I  have  any 
vantage  of  Ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  Jufi.  How  comes  this.  Sir  J^hn  ?  Fie,  what  Man 
6f  good  temper  would  endure  this  temped:  ef  Exclamation  I 
Are  you  not  afliam'd  to  inforce  a  poor  Widow  to  fo  rough 
a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  \ 

FsL  What  is  the  grofs  Sum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Hofi.  Marry,  if  thou  wer't  an  honeft  Man,  thy  felf,  and 
the  Mony  tSo.  Thou  didft  fwear  to  mc  upon  a  parcel-gilt 
Goblet,  fitting  in  my  I>0i^/?/»-chamber,  at  the  round  Ta* 
Me,  by  a  Sea-coal  Fire,  on  Wednefday  in  Whitfin-Weck^  when 
the  Prince  broke  thy  Head  for  likening  him  to  a  Singing- 
man  of  Windfir ;  thoii  didft  fwear  to  me  then,  as  I  was 
wafhing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  Lady 
thy  Wife,  Canft  thou  deny  it  ?  Did  not  Good-wife  Keech^ 
the  Butcher's  Wife,  come  in  then,  andcallmeGoffip^/r^ 
lj\  coming  in  to  borrow  a  Mefs  of  Vinegar;  telling  us,  (he 
had  a  good  Di(h  of  Prawns;  whereby  thou  didft  defire  to  eat 
fome;  whereby  I  told  thee  they  were  ill  for  a  green  Wound? 
And  didft  not  thou,  when  (he  was  gone  down  Stairs,  defire 
me  to  be  no  more  familiar  with  fuch  poor  People,  faying,' 
that  e'er  long  they  (hould  call  me  Madam?  And  didft  thou 
not  kifs  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  Shillings?  I  put 
thee  now  to  thy  Book-oath,  deny  it  if  thou  canft? 

F^L  My  Lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  Soul;  and  (he  fays  up 
and  down  the  Town,  that  her  eldeft  Son  is  like  you.  She 
hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath  di- 
ftraded  her;  but  forthefe  fooIi(h  Officers*  I  befeech  ypu^ 
I  may  have  redrefs  againft  them. 

Ch.Jnfl.  %\tJohny  Sir  Johnj  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  Gaufe,  the  falfe  Way. 
It  is  not  a  confident  Brow,  nor  the  throng  of  Words,  that 
come  with  fuch,  more  than  impudent,  fawcinefs  from  you, 
can  thruft  me  from  a  level  confideration.  I  know  you  ha* 
praftis*d  upon  the  eafie-yielding  Spirit  of  this  Woman. 

Hofi.  Yes  in  troth,  my  Lord. 

Ch.Jufi.  Prethec,  peace;  pay  her  the  Debt  you  oweheri 
and  unpay  the  Villany  you  have  done  hex  •,  x\v^  otv^  ^a^\  tsvs?j 
do  with  uerUng  Mony,  and  the  other  witYi  c\rt\^tvxK^^^t\v\c5 
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FaL  My  Lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  without 
reply.  You  call  honourable  Bohmefs  impudent  Sawcinefs.  If 
a  Man  will  curt'fie,  and  fay  nothings  he  is  Virtuous :  No, 
my  Lord,  your  humble  duty  remembred,  I  will  not  be  your 
Sutor.  I  fay  to  you,  I  defire  deliv'rance  from  thefe  OflS- 
cers,  being  uponhafty  Employment  in  the  King's  Affairs.     ' 

CLJufi.  You  fpeak,  as  having  Power  to  do  wrong:  But 
anfwer  in  the  Effed  your  Reputation,  and  fatisfie  the  poor 
Woman. 

Fal.  Come  hither,  Hoftefs. 

Enter  Air.  Gower. 

Ch.Jufi.  Now,  Mz&ttGcrwer^  what  News? 

Cower.  The  King,  my  Lord,  and  Henrj  Prince  of  VlaUi 
are  near  at  Hand :  The  reft  the  Paper  tells. 

FaU  As  I  am  a  Gentleman 

Hofl.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman,  come>  no  more  words  of  if. 

Hofi.  By  this  heavenly  Ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  Plate,  and  the  Tapeftry  of  my  Di- 
ning Chambers. 

FaL  GlafTcs,  Glafles,  is  the  only  drinking;  and  for  th? 
Wails  1  pretty  flight  Drollery,  or  the  Story  of  the  ProdigJ, 
or  the  German  hunting  in  Water-work,  is  worth  a  thoufand 
of  thcfe  Bed-hangings,  and  thefe  Fly-bitten  Tapcftriest  Let 
it  be  ten  Pound,  if  thou  canft.  Come,  if  it  were  not  for 
thy  Humours,  there  is  not  a  bejtter  Wench  in  England.  G0| 
wafli  thy  Face,  and  draw  thy  Aft  ion ;  Come,  thou  muft 
HOC  be  in  this  humour  with  me^  come,  I  know  thou  waft 
fet  on  to  this. 

Hofi.  Prethce,  Sir  John^  let  it  be  but  twenty  Nobles,  I 
am  loth  to  pawn  my  Plate,  in  good  earneft  la^ 

FaL  Let  it  alone,  Dl  make  other  ihift  j  you'll  be  a  Fool 
ftill. 

Ho^.  Well,  you  fhall  have  it,  although  I  pawn  ipy 
Gown.  I  hope  you'll  come  to  Supper :  You'll  pay  me  all 
together? 

Fa.L  Will  I  live?  Go  with  her,  with  hers  Hook  on, 
hook  on. 

//>/?.  Will  you  Jiave  J)oll  Tfar-Jhect  meet  ypi|  at  Sup- 
peri 
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No  more  words.    Let's  have  her. 
f»ft.  I  have  heard  bitter  News. 
What's  the  News,  my  good  Lord  ? 
^Mfi.  Where  lay  the  King  laft  Night  ? 
cr.  At  Bajing-fiok^y  my  Lord, 
I  hope,  my  Lord,  all's  well.    What  is  the  Newsi 
d? 

fujt.  Corhe  all  his  Forces  back  ? 
tr.  No;  fifteen  hundred  Foot,  and  five  hundred  Horfe, 
ch'd  up  to  my  Lord  of  Lancdfier^  againft  Northunp- 
and  the  Arch-Bifliop. 

Comes  the  King  back  from  Walcsj  my  noble  Lord  ? 
fuft.  You  (hall  have  Letters  of  me  prefently. 
go  along  with  me,  gQod  Mr.  Gtywer. 
my  Lord. 

Jufi.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Mafter  Gower^  I  (hall  entreat  you  with  me  to  din- 

rr,  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  Lord  here, 
you,  good  Sir  John. 

fuft.  Sir  j9hM»  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you 
ake  Soldiers  up  in  Countreys  as  you  go. 
Will  you  Sup  with  me,  Mafter  Gower? 
fufi.  What  fooli(h  Mafter  taught  you  thefe  manners^ 

'Mafter  G^wer^   if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a 
ut  taught  them  me.     This  is  the  right  Fencing  grace, 
rd,  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair, 
fffji.  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great 

[^Exeunt, . 

s  c  E  N  E    II. 

Ei^ter  Prince  Henry  and  Pom. 

emy.  Truft  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

r.  Is  it  come  to  that?   I  had  thought  wearinefs  durft 

/e  attach'd  one  of  fo  high  Blood. 

enrj.  It  doth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  Complexi* 

ay  Gre^tnefs  to  acj^nowledge  it.     Doth  it  tvcjx.  ftvsMi 

.0  me,  to  deCire  fmall  Beer! 

?omv 
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Toins.  Why,  a  Prince  (hould  not  be  fo  loofly  ftudied,  as 
to  remember  (b  weak  a  CompoHtion* 

P.  Htnrj.   Belike  then,  my  Appetite  was  not  Princely 
got ;  for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  Creature, 
finall  Beer.     But  indeed  thefe  humble  conflderations  make 
jne  out  of  love  with  my  Greatnefs.     What  a  diigrace  is  it 
to  me,  to  remember  thy  Name?  or  to  know  thy  Face  to 
morrow  ?  or  to  take  notice  how  many  pair  of  Silk  Stockings 
thou  haft  \  (viz..  thefe,    and  thofe  that  were  the  peach-co- 
loured ones;)  or  to  bear  the  Inventory  of  thy  Shirts;  as  one 
for  fuperfluity,  and  one  other  for  ufe ;  but  that  the  Tennis- 
Court  Keeper  knows  better  than  I,   for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of 
Linnen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepeft  not  Racket  there,  as 
thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while^  becaufe  the  reft  of  thy 
Low  Countreys  have  made  a  Shift  to  eat  up  thy  Holland. 

Voinu  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  h^ve  laboured  fo 
hard,  you  ftiould  talk  foidlely?  Tell  me  how  many  good 
young  Princes  would  do  fo,  their  Fathers  lying  fo  fid|  as 
yours  is  ? 

P. Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poinsi 
'    Poins.  Yes ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing, 

P.  Henry.  It  (hall  ferve  among  Wits  of  no  higher  breed- 
ing than  thine. 

Poins.  Go  to;  I  ft  and  the  pufti  of  your  one  thing,  that 
youll  tell. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  I  (houM 
be  fad  now  my  Father  is  (ick;  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee,  as  | 
to  one  it  pleafes  me,  for  fault  of  a  better,  to  rail  my  FricDdi 
I  could  be  fadi  and  fad  indeed  too. 

Poins.  Very  hardly  upon  fuch  a  Subjeft. 

P.Henry.  Thou  think'ft  me  as  far  in  the  Devil's  Book»  9S 
thou  and  Falftsffj  for  obduracy  and  perfiftency.  Let  the 
end  try  the  Man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  Heart  bleeds  in- 
wardly, that  my  Father  is  (ick ;  and  keeping  fuch  vile  Com- 
pany as  thou  art,  hach  in  R^eafon  taken  from  me,  all  often* 
tation  of  forrow. 

Poins.  The  Reafon. 

P.  Henry.  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  Aoul^ 
weep? 
Poms.  I  would  think  thee  a  moft  Princely  Hjrpoaite. 
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P» Henry.  It  would  be  every  Man's  thought;  and  thou 
irt  a  blefled  Fellow,  to  think  as  every  Man  thinks ;  never  a 
Man's  thought  in  the  World  keeps  the  Road-way  better 
than  thine;  every  Man  would  think  me  ah  Hypocrite  in*- 
deedft  And  what  excites  your  mod  wor(bipfuI  thought  to 
think  fo  ? 

Foins.  Why,  becaufeyou  have  beenfo  lewd,  and  fo  much 
iogra£Fed  to  Falftaf. 

P.Hemj.  And  to  thee. 

p0$ns.  Nay,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  can  hear  it  with  mine 
own  Ears  ;  the  word  that  they  can  fay  of  me  is,  that  I  am 
a  ftcond  Brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper  Fellow  of  my 
Hands;  and  thofe  two  things  I  confefs  I  cannot  help.  Look* 
kx>k,  here  comes  BardolpL 

P.ffemj.  And  the  Boy  that  I  gave  Falftaf\  he  had  him 
fiom  me  Chriftian,  and  fee  if  the  fat  Villain  have  not 
tnnsform'd  him  Ape. 

Enter  Bardolph,  and  Page. 

Sard.  Save  your  Grace. 

P.  Jlenrjf.  And  yours,  mod  noble  Bardotph. 

Peins.  Come*  you  pernicious  Afs,  you  bafliful  Fool^ 
ttuft  you  be  blu(hing?  wherefore  blufh  you  now  ?  what  a 
Maidenly  Man  at  Arms  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  fuch  a  mat« 
tcr  to  get  a  Pottle-pots  Maiden-head  ? 

Page.  He  calPd  me  even  now,  my  Lord,  through  a  red 
Lattice,  a»d  I  could  di'cern  no  part  of  his  Face  from  the 
Window;  at  laft  I  fpy'-  his  Eyes,  and  methought  he  had 
niade  two  Holes  in  the  Ale-wives  new  Petticoat,  and  peeped 
through. 

P.Henrj.  Hath  not  the  Boy  profited? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorfon  upright  Rabbet,  away. 

Page.  Away  you  rafcally  Althea%  Dream,  away. 

P.Henrj.  Inttruft  us.  Boy,  what  Dream,  Boy? 

P^ge.  Marry,  my  Lord,  Althea  dreamed  (he  was  deli- 
ver'd  of  a  Firebrand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

P.Henrj.  A  Crowns*worth  of  good  Interpretation ;  there 
itis*  Boy, 

Poins.  O  that  this  good  Bloffom  could  be  kept  from  Cant 
«rs;  Well,  there  is  Six-pence  to  preferve  thee. 

Bard.  If  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  amot\%^csOi> 
the  Callows  ihall  be  wrong'd. 
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p.  Henry.  And  how  doth  thy  Matter,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Well,  my  good  Lord ;  he  heard  of  your  Graces 
coming  to  Town.     There's  a  Letter  for  you. 

P.Hcnrj.  Delivered  with  good  refpeft;  and  how  doth  the 
Martlemas^  your  Mafter? 

Bard*  In  bodily  heahh,  Sir. 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  Phyfician ;  but 
that  moves  not  him ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  allow  this  Wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me 
as  my  Dog.  And  he  holds  his  place»  for  look  you  how  he 
writes. 

Poins  reads.  John  Falftajf,  Knight Every  Man  mull 

know  that,  as  oft  as  he  hath  occadon  to  Name  himfelf : 
Even  like  thofethat  are  Kin  to  the  King,  for  they  never  prick 
their  Finger,  but  they  fay  there  is  fome  of  the  King's  blood 
fpilt.  How  comes  that  ?  fays  he  that  takes  upon  Him  not 
to  conceive :  The  Anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a  borrowed  Cap;  I 
am  the  King's  poor  Coufin,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  Kin  to  us,  but  ihey  will  fetch 

it  from  Japheu     But  to  the  Letter: -Sir  John  Falflaff, 

Knight^  to  the  Son  ofth^  King^  nearefl  his  Father^  Harry  PrinCi 
of  Wales,  greeting. 

Poins.  Why  this  is  a  Certificate. 

P.  Henry.  Peace. 
/  will  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  in  brevity. 

Poins.  Sure  he  means  brevity  in  breath;  (hott-windedt 
/  commend  me  to  thee^  I  commend  thee^  and  I  leave  thee.  Be 
not  too  familiar  with  Poins,  for  he  mifufes  thy  Favours  [^ 
much^  that  he  fwears  thou  art  to  marry  his  Sifter  Nell.  Rt* 
pent  at  idle  times  as  thou  mayfly  and  Jo  farewel.  Thine^  IfJ 
yea  and  no :  Tf%ich  is  as  much  as  to  fay^  as  thou  u/efi  hifi^ 
Jack  FalftafF  with  my  Familiars :  John  with  my  Brothers  and 
Sifters :  And  Sir  John  with  all  Europe. 
My  Lord,  I  will  fteep  this  Letter  in  Sack,  and  make  him 
eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make!  him  eat  twenty  of  his  Words. 
But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Nedl  Muft  I  marry  your  Si- 
fter? 

Poins.  May  the  Wench  have  no  worfe  Fortune.  But  I 
never  faid  fo. 

P.  Henry. 
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"  p.  Henry.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  Fool  with  the  time, 
and  the  Spirits  of  the  Wife  fit  in  the  Clouds,  and  mock  us: 
Is  your  Matter  here  in  London  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  Where  fups  he  ?  Doth  the  old  Boor  feed  in  the 
old  Franki 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  Lord,  in  Eaft-cheap. 

P.  Henry.  What  Company  ? 

Page.  Ephejiansy  my  Lord,  of  the  old  Church. 

P. Henry.  Supany  Women  with  him? 

Page.  None,   my  Lord,   but  old   Miftrefs  Qtiickly%  and 
Mrs.  Dol  Tear-peet. 

P.  Henry.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  f 

Page*  A  proper  Gentlewoman,  Sir,  and  a  Kinfwoman  of 
my  Mailer's. 

P.  Henry.  Even  fuch  Ki^J,  as  the  Parifti  Heyfars  arc  to 
the  Town- Bull. 
Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Ned^  at  Supper? 

Poins.  I  ara  your  Shadow,  my  Lord,  Til  follow  you« 

P.Henrj.  Sirrah,  you  Boy,    and  Bardolph^   no  word  to 

?mr  Mafter  that  I  am  yet  in  Town, 
here's  for  your  Silence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  Tongue,  Sir. 

Page.  And  for  mine.  Sir,  I  will  govern  it. 

P.  Henry.  Fare  ye  well :  Go. 
This  Dol  Tear- JJoeet  fliould  be  fome  Road. 

Poins.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between  St« 
Albans  and  London. 

P.  Henry.  How  might  we  fee  Fal/faff  heRo'w  himfelf  to 
Nighc  in  his  true  Colours,  and  not  our  lelves  be  {ecn^. 

Poins.  Put  on  two  Leather  Jerkins,  and  Aprens,  and  wait 
upon  him  at  his  Table,  like  Drawers, 

P.Henry.  From  a  God  to  a  Bull?  A  heavy  declenfion: 
It  was  Jove^s  C  afe.  From  a  Prince  to  a  Prentice,  a  low 
transformation,  thnt  fiial!  be  mine:  For  in  every  thing,  the 
Purpofe  muft  weigh  with  tire  Folly.     Follow  me,  Ned. 

[ExefiHtm 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  Northumberland,  Lddj  Northumberland  and  Ladj 

Percy. 

North.  I  prethee,  loving  Wife,  and  gentle  Daughter, 

Give  an  even  way  unto  my  rough  Affairs. 

Put  not  you  on  the  Vifage  of  the  Times, 

And  be  like  them  to  Percy,  troublefome. 

L. North.  I  have  given^<^er,  I  will  fpeak  no  more; 

Do  what  you  will :  Your  Wifdom  be  your  Guide. 
North.  Alas,  fweet  Wife,  my  Honour  is  at  Pawn, 

And  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

L.  Percy.  Oh  yet,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  go  not  to  theft  Warfi 

The  time  was.  Father,  when  you  broke  youlr  word. 

When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it,  than  now. 

When  your  own  Ptrcjj  when  my  Heart-dear  Harrj^ 

Threw  many  a  Northward  look,  to  fee  his  Father 

Bring  up  his  Powers :  But  he  did  long  in  vain. 

Who  then  perfuadcd  you  to  flay  at  home? 

There  were  two  Honours  loft;  yours  and  your  Son's. 
For  yours,  may  heav'nly  Glory  brighten  it : 

For  his,  it  fluck  upon  him,  as  the  Sun 

In  the  grey  Vault  of  Heav'n :  And  by  his  Light 

Did  all  the  Cbevalry  of  England  move 

To  do  brave  Ads.     He  was,  indeed^  the  Glafs 

Wherein  the  qoble  Youth  did  drefs  themfelves. 

He  had  no  Legs,  that  pradis'd  not  his  Gate: 

And  (peaking  thick,  which  Nature  made  his  blemifli, 

Becam^  he  Accents  of  the  Valiant, 

For  thcf  tl  at  could  fpeak  low,  and  tardily. 

Would  turn  their  own  PerfeAion  to  Abufe, 

To  feem  like  him.     So'that  in  Speech,  and  Gate, 

In  Diet,  in  Affedions  of  delight. 

In  Military  Rules,  Humors  of  Blood, 

He  was  the  Mark,  and  Glafs,  Copy,  and  Book^ 

That  fafliion'd  others.     And  him,  O  wondrous  him ! 

O  Miracle  of  Men !  Him  did  you  leave 

Second  to  aone»  un-feconded  by  you. 

To 
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To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  War^ 

lo  difadvantage^  to  abide  the  Field, 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hot'fpHr\^ita% 

Did  feem  dcfcndble :  So  you  left  him. 

Never,  O  never  do  his  Ghoft  the  wrong. 

To  hold  your  Honour  fDore  precife  and  nice 

With  others,  than  with  him.     Let  them  alone : 

The  Mar(hal  and  the  Archbiiliop  are  ftrong. 

Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  Number, 

To  day  might  I  (hanging  on  Hot^fpurs  Neck) 

Have  ulk'd  of  Aienmmth's  Grave. 
North.  Beftircw  your  Heart* 

Fair  Daughter,  you  do  draw  my  Spirits  from  me. 

With  new  lamenting  ancient  Over-fights. 
But  I  mud  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there ; 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place. 
And  fiod  me  worfe  provided. 

L.  North.  O  fly  to  ScotUnd^ 
Till  that  the  Nobles,  and  the  armed  Commons, 
Hare  of  their  Puiilance  made  a  little  tafte. 

Lh  Vtrcj.  If  they  get  Ground*  and  "vantage  of  the  King, 
Then  join  you  with  them*  like  a  Rib  of  Steel, 
To^make  Strength  ftronger.     But,  for  all  our  loves> 
Firft  Jet  them  try  tbemfelves.     So  did  your  Son, 
He  was  fo  fuffer'd ;  fo  came  I  a  Widow : 
And  never  fliall  have  length  of  Life  enough* 
To  rain  upon  llemembrance  with  mine  Eyes, 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout,  as  high  as  Heaven, 
For  Recordation  to  my  Koble  Husband). 

Northy.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me :  'tis  with  my  Mind 
As  with  the  Tyde,  fwell'd  up  unto  his  height. 
That  makes  a  ftill-ftand,  running  neither  way* 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  Archbilhop, 
But  many  a  thoufand  Reafons  hold  me  back : 
I  will  refolve  for  Scotland^  there  am  I, 
'Till  Time  and  Vantage  crave  my  Company.  [txeunti 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enter  two  Drawers. ' 


I 


Draw.  What  haft  thou  brought  there  ?  Apple- j^«A«i? 
Thou  know'ft  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an  K^^Xc^John. 

z  Draw.  Thou  fay'ft  true;  the  Prince  once  feta  Difli  of 
Aipple- Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were  five  more 
Sir  Johns;  and,,  putting  off  his  Hat,  faid,  I  will  now  take 
my  leave  of  thefe  fix  dry,  round,  old  withered  Knights. 
It  anger'd  him  to  the  Heart ;  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

1  Draw.  Why  then  cover,  and  fet  them  down  ;  and  fee  if 
thou  canft  find  outi&Mi^sNoife;  Miftrefs  Tear-jheet  would 
fain  have  feme  Mufick. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Matter  Point 
anon;  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  Jerkins  and  Apron.*, 
and  Sir  John  muft  not  know  of  it.  Bardolph  hath  brought 
word. 

I  Draw.  Then  here  jwill  be  old  Vtis :  it  will  be  an  ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 

z  Draw.  I'll  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Hofiefs  and  Dol. 

Hofi.  Sweet  heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in  an  excellent 
good  temperality ;  your  Pulfidge  beats  as  extraordinarily  as 
Heart  would  defire;  and  your  Colour,  I  warrant  you,  is  as 
red  as  any  Rofe :  But  you  have  drank  too  much  Canary,  and 
that's  a  marvellous  fearching  Wine;  and  it  perfumes  the  Blood 
e*er  we  can  fay  what's  this.     How  do  you  now  ? 

Dol.  Better  than  I  was :  Hem. 

Hofi.  Why,  that  was  well  faid :  A  good  Heart's  worth 
Gold.     Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

FaL  When  Arthur  firfi  inConrt, —  empty  the  Jordan— 7  4i«i 
was  a  worthy  King:  How  now,  Miftrefs  DoH 

Hofi.  Sick  of  a  Calm :  yea,  good-footh. 

FaL  So  is  her  Seft,  if  they  be  once  in  a  Calm  they  arc 
fick. 

Dol.  You  muddy  Rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  yott 
^ive  me  ? 
/^/«  You  make  fat  Kafcsls^  Miftrefs  DeL 


of  King  Henry  IV.  i  z  j ; 

JDip/.  I  make  them!  Gluttony  and  Difeafes  makethem^  I 
make  them  not. 

Fdl.  If  the  Cook  make  the  Gluttony,  you  help  to  make 
the  Difeafes*  Dol;  we  catch  of  you,  Dol,  we  catch  of  you : 
Grant  that,  my  poor  Virtue,   grant  that. 

Dol.'  Ay  marry,  our  Chains,  and  our  Jewels. 

Fal.  Your  Brooches,  Pearls,  and  Owches:  For  to  ferve 
bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know ;  to  come  off  ,the 
Breach  with  his  Pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  Surgery  bravely  5 
to  venture  upon  the  charg'd  Chambers  bravely  -— 

Hofi^  Why,  this  is  the  old  falhion  ;  you  two  never  meet 
but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord :  you  are  both>  in  good  troths 
as  Kheumatick  as  two  dryToafts,  you  cannot  one  bear  with 
toothers  Confirmities.  What  the  good-year?  One  mud  bear^ 
and  that  muft  be  you :  you  are  the  weaker  Veffel,  as  they 
fay,  the  emptier  Veffel.  [To  DoI« 

DoL  Can  a  weak  empty  Veffel  bearfuch  a  huge  full  Hogs- 
bead?  ihere*s  a  whole  Merchants  Venture  of  B^//r^^^/#jrftuff 
in  him;  you  have  npt  feen  a  Hulk  better  ftuft  in  the  Hold. 
Come,  I'll  be  Friends  with  thee,  Jack^  Thou  art  going  to 
the  Wars>  and  whether  I  (hall  ever  fee  thee  again  or  no,  there 
is  Qo  body  cares. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir^  Ancient  ?ijtol  is  below,  and  would  fpeak  with 
you. 

I>#A  Hang  him,  fwaggering  Rafca?,  let  him  not  come 
hither;  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  Rogue  in  England. 

Hoft.  If  he  fwagger  let  him  not  come  here:  I  muft  live 
V&ongft  my  Neighbours,  I'll  no  Swaggerers  .•  I  am  in 
good  Name  and  Fame  with  the  very  Beft:  Shut  the  Door, 
there  comes  no  Swaggerers  here  :  I  have  not  livM  all  this 
while  to  have  fwag^ering  no\A,'  !  Shut  the  Door,  I  pray  you. 

Fd.  Do*ft  thou  hear,  Hoftefs 

Hofim  'Pray  you  pacifie  your  felf.  Sir  John,  there  comes 
■0  Swaggerers,  here, 

FdL  Do'ft  thou  hear it  is  mine  Arcirnr, 

Hofi.  Tilly-fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  m  ,  your  ancient 
Swaggerer  comes  not  in  my  Doors.  I  was  before  Mafter 
Tific\  the  Deputy  the  other  day ;  and  as  he  iaid  to  me  —  it  was 
no  longer  ago  than  Wednefday  laft;  Neighbour  QHtckj,^^  (^^j% 
he;  Mafter  Domt  our  Mini  ft er  was  by  iVvtu :  ^ogk^^ar^wt 
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JQuickljf9  fays  he,  receive  thofe  that  are  Civil;  for,  faith  he, 
you  are  in  an  ill  Name:  Now  he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereup^ 
On;  for,  fays  he,  you  are  an  honeft  Woman,  and  well  thought 
on,  therefore  take  heed  what  Guefts  you  receive :  Receive, 
fays  he,  no  fwaggering  Companions.  There  come  none  here. 
You  would  blefs  you  to  hear  what  he  faid.  No,  I'll  no 
Swaggerers. 

Fat.  He's  no  Swaggerer,  Hoftefs ;  a  tame  Cheater,  he  j 
you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  Puppey^Greyhound ;  he 
Will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barhary  Hen,  if  her  Feathers  turn 
back  in  any  fhew  of  refiftance.     Call  him  up.  Drawer; 

Hofi.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honeft  Man 
liiy  Houfe,  nor  no  Cheater;  but  I  do  not  love  fwaggering ; 
I  am  the  worfe  when  one  fays  fwagger:  Feel,  Matter?, 
how  I  fhake;  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 

DoL  So  you  do,  Hoftefs. 

Hojt.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  Truth  do  I,  if  it  were  an  A(- 
jienLeif :  I  cannot  abide  Swaggerers. 

Enter  Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Tift.  'Save  you.  Sir  3^(?ib». 

Jtal.  Welcome,  ancient  PifloU  Here,  Pifiol^  I  charge 
you  with  a  Cup  of  Sack :  Do  you  difcharge  upon  toine 
Hoftefs. 

Tift.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her.  Sir  John^  with  two 
Bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  Piftof  proof,  Sir,  you  fliall  hardly  offend 
her« 

tloffl.  Come,  ril  drink  no  Proofs,  nor  no  Bullets  .•  I 
will  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good  for  no  Man's  plea"> 
fUre,  I. 

Pifi.  Then  to  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy  y  I  will  charge 
you. 

DoL  Charge  me  1 1  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  Companion  f  What  ? 
You  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating,  lack-Linnen-Mate  ;  a- 
way,  you  mouldy  Rogue,  away,  I  am  Meat  for  your 
Mafter. 

PI  It.  I  know  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy. 

DoL  Away,  yoii   cut-purfe   Rafcal,  you  filthy  Bang  a- 

way  :   By  this  Wine,  Til  thruft  my  Knife  in  yourmoul- 

Ay  Chaps  if  you  play  the  fawcy  Cuttle  with  me.     Away 

^ou  Botcle^ak  JKafca/,  you  Basket-hik  ftak  Juglcr  you.    Since 
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ivhen,  I  pray  you,  Sir?  what,  with  two  Points  on  your 
Shoulder?  much. 

Pifi»  I  will  murther  your  RufF  for  this. 

Hvfi:  No,  good  Captain  Pifiol  :  Not  here,  fwcec 
Captain. 

DoL  Captain !  thou  abominable  damn*d  Cheater,  art  thou 
not  a(ham*d  to  be  calPd  Captain  ?  If  Captains  were  of  my 
mind  they  would  truncheon  you  out,  for  taking  their  Names 
upon  you,  before  you  have  earn'd  them.  You  a  Captain  I 
you  flay  I  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a  poor  Whore's  Ruff  in  a 
Bawdy  Houfe  ?  He  a  Captain  !  hang  him.  Rogue,  he  lives 
upon  mouldy  ftew'd  Prunes  and  dry'd  Cakes.  A  Captain] 
Thefc  Villains  will  make  the  word  Captain  odious :  There- 
fore Captains  had  need  look  to  it. 

Btird.  Pray  thee  go  down,  good  Ancient. 

Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  Miftrefs  DoL 

Pift.  Not  I :  I  tell  thee  what.  Corporal  Bardolph^  I  could 
tear  her :  lil  be  reveng'd  on  her. 

-P^/r.  'Pray  thee  go  down, 

Pifi.  I'll  fee  her  damn'd  firfl::  To  P/«/<^"s  damned  Lake,  to 
the  Infernal  Deep,  where  Erebus  and  Tortures  vile  alfo* 
Hold  Hook  and  Line,  fay  I :  Down  /  Down  Dog,  down 
Fates  .•  Have  we  not  HirenhQxt  ? 

Hofi.  Good  Captain  Peefel  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late  :  I  bc- 
feck  you  now,  aggravate  your  Cholcr. 

Pijh.  Thefe  be  good  Humours  indeed.  Shall  Pack- Horfes^ 
and  hollow  pamper'd  Jades  of  ^4,  which  cannot  go  but 
thirty  Miles  a  day,  compare  with  Cf/^r,  and  with  Cafmikal, 
znd  Trojan  Greeks  i  Nay,  rather  damn  them  with  King 
Cerbernsy  and  let  the  Welkin  roar :  Shall  we  fall  foul  for 
Toys  ? 

Hofi.  By  my  troth.  Captain^  thefe  are  very  bitter 
Words. 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  Ancient :  This  will  grow  to  a  Brawl 
anon. 

Pifi.  Die  Men,  like  Dogs;  give  Crowns  like  Pins :  Have 
we  not  Hiren  hire  ? 

Hofi.  On  my  word.  Captain,  there*s  none  fuch  herc^ 
What  the  good-year  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her  \  L 
piay  be  quiet.  :^ 
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Pifi.  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calif  olisi  come,  give 
me  fonnie  Sack.  Si  fortune  me  tormentCy  fperan  mt  contento. 
Fear  we  broad-fides?  No,  let  the  Fiend  give  Fire  !  Give  me 
fome  Sack:  And  Sweet-heart>  lye  thou  there:  Com^  we  to 
full  Points  here ;  and  are  e^  cofteras  nothing  ? 

Fal.  Piftolj  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pift.  Sweet  Knight,  kifs  thy  Neaffe :  What !  wc  have  feen 
the  feven  Stars. 

DoL  Tkrufi  him  down  Stairs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch  a  Fu« 
fiian  Rafcal. 

Piji.  Thruft  him  down  Stairs  ?  know  we  not  Galloway 
Na^s  ? 

Fal.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph^  like  a  fhove-^groat  (hil- 
ling  :  Nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he  jfhaU  be 
nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  Stairs. 

Pift.  Wh^t  (hall  we  have  Inctfion  ?  (hall  we  embrew  % 
then  Death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  Days: Why 
then  let  grievous,  ghaftly,  gaping  Wounds,  untwine  tiie  Sifters 
three:  Come,  Atroposyl  fay.  [Drawing  his  Sword. 

Hoft.  Here's  good  (tuff  toward. 

TaU  Give  me  my  Rapier,  Boy. 

DoL~I  prethee,  Jac^  I  prethee  do  not  draw. 

Fal.  Get  you  down  Stairs,  [^Drawing^anddrivifigPidolout. 

Hoft.  Here's  a  goodly  Tumult ;  I'll  forfwear  keeping 
Houfe,  before  I'll  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights,  Soj  Mur- 
ther,  I  warrant  now.  Alas,  putiup  your  naked  Weapons,  put 
up  your  naked  Weapons. 

Vol.  I  prethee,  Jacl^  be  quiet,  the  Rafcal  is  gone :  Ah 
you  whor(bn,  little  valiant  Villain,  you. 

Hofi.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'th'  Groin  ?  Methought}  he 
made  a  (hrewd  thruft  at  your  Belly. 

Fal.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  Doors? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  the  Rafcal's  drunk :  You  have  hurt  him. 
Sir,  in  the  Shoulder. 

Fal.  A  Rafcal  to  brave  me ! 

BoL  Ah,  you  fweet  little  Rogue  you :  Alas,  poor  Ape, 

how  thou  fweat'ft  ?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  Face—- Come  on, 

you  whor(bn  Chops -.-Ah  Rogue,  I  love  thec^-Thou  art  as 

valorous  iS Hector  of  Troy,  worth  fifty  of  ^gamemm$9$i  and 

tea  times  better  than  the  nine  WonViksi  X\iN\\k\tv* 
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Fal.  A  rafcally  Slave,  I  will  tofs  the  Rogue  in  a  Blanket. 
JDol.  Do,  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  Heart:  It  thou  do'ft  111 
canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  Sheets. 

Enter  Mujick* 
Page.  The  Mufick  is  come.  Sir. 

Tal.  Let  them  play ;  play.  Sirs.  Sit  on  my  Knee,  BoU 
A  Kafcal,  bragging  Slave :  The  Rogue  fled  from  me  like 
Quick-Giver. 

Dol.  And  thou  foUowd'ft  him  like  a  Church:  Thou  whor- 
fon  little  tydie  Bartholomew  Boor- pig,  when  wilt  thou  leave 
fighting  on  Days,  and  foyning  on  Nights,  and  begin  to  patch 
up  thine  old  Body  for  Heaven  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins  diJgHis*d. 
Fal.  Peace,  good  Dolj  do  not  fpeak  like  a  Deaths-head  t 
Do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

DoU  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of? 
Fal.  A  good  ftiallow  young  Fellow  :  He  would  have  made 
a  good  Pantler,  he  would  have  chipp'd  Bread  well.  ' 

DoL  They  fay  Poins  hath  a  good  Wir. 
Fal.  He  a  good  Wit  ?  hang  him.  Baboon,  his  Wit  is  as  thick 
as  TJrM/j^^/irr/Muftard:  There  is  no  more  conceit  in  him,  than 
is  in  a  Mailer. 
DoL  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  fo  then  ? 
FaL  Becaufe  their  Legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs :  And  be 
plays  at  Quoits  well,  and  eats  Conger  and  Fennel,  and  drinks 
off  Candles  ends  for  Flap-dragons,  and  rides  the  wild  Mare 
with  the  Boys,  and  jumps  upon  joint  Stools,  and  fwears  with 
a  good  Grace,  and  wears  his  Boot  very  fmooth,  like  unto  the 
Sign  of  the  Leg,  and  breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  difcreec 
Stories;  and  fuch  other  Gambol  faculties  he  hath  that  (hew 
a  weak  Mind  and  an  able  Body,  for  the  whidi  the  Prince 
admits  him  :  For  the  Prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another  :  The 
weight  of  an  Hair  will  turn  the  Scales  between  their  Hoh 
herde-fois. 

P.  Henrj.  Would  not  this  Nave  of  a  Wheel  have  his  Ears 
cutoff? 
Poins.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  Whore. 
P.  Henrj.  Look,  if  the  withered  Elder  hath  not  his  Poll 
claw'd  like  a  Parrot. 

Poiih  Is  it  not  ftrange  that  Defirc  fhould  Co  m-asc^  ^^-a^ 
om-live  Performance  ? 
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FaL  Kikme^  Dol. 

P^  Henry*  Saturn  and  Fe^fis  this  year  in  Conjunction  ! 
What  fays  the  Almanack  to  that  ? 

Poinsm  And  look,  whether  the  ^eryTrigon  his  Man  be  not 
lifping  to  his  Matter's  old  Tables,  his  Note-Book,  his  Coun* 
fel-keeper  ? 

FaL  Thou  doft  give  me  flattVing  Buffes. 

DoL  Nay,  truly,  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conftant  H^art. 

FaL  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

DoL  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  q'er  a  fcurvy  young 
Boy  of  them  all. 

FaL  What  Stuff  wilt  thou  have  a  Kirtle  of  ?  I  fhall  re- 
ceive Mony  on  Thmfdaj :  Thou  (halt  have  a  Cap  to  mor- 
row. A  merry  Song,  come  :  It  grows  late,  we  will  to  Bed. 
Thou  wilt  forget  me  when  I  am  gone. 

DoL  Thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping  if  thou  fay 'ft  fo :  Prove 
that  ever  I  drefs  my  felf  handfom  "till  thy  return— ^Well> 
hearken  the  end,    . 

FaL  Some  Sack,  Francis* 

B.Henrj.  Poins.  Anon,  anon.  Sir, 

FaL  Ha !  a  Baftard  Son  of  the  King's !  And  art  not  thou 
Poins  his  Brother  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  Globe  of  finful  Continents,  what  a 
Life  doft  thou  lead  ?    ' 

FaL  A  better  than  thoiV:  I  am  a  Gentleman,  thou  art  a 
Drawer. 

P.  Henry.  Very  true.  Sir:  And  I  come  to  draw  you  out 
by  the  Ears. 

Hofi.  Oh,  the  Lord  prefer ve  thy  good  Grace:  Wel- 
come to  London.  Now  Heaven  blefs  that  fw  eet  Face  of  thine : 
What,  are  you  come  from  Walesl 

FaL  Thou  whorfon,  mad  compound  of  Maj^fty,^  hy  this 
light  Flefli  and  corrupt  Blood  thou  art  welcome. 

{Leaning  his  Hand  nfon  DoK 

DoL  How !  you  fat  Fool,  I  fcorn  you. 

Poins.  My  Lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenges 
and  turn  all  to  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

P.  Henry.  You  whorfon  Candle-myne  you,  how  vilely  did 
you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honeft,  vertuous«  ci- 
vil Gentlewoman  \ 
^fffi.  ^Bkffing  on  your  good  Hearty  and  fo  flic  is  by  my 
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FaL  Didftthou  hear  me? 

P.  Henry.  Yes;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when  ypu 
ran  away  by  Gaas-hill;  you  knew  I  was  at  your  back,  and 
fpoke  it  on  purpofe,  to  try  my  patience. 

FaL  No,  no,  no;  not  fo:  I  did  not  think  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.  Henry.  I ihall drive  youthen  to confefs the wilfulabufe, 
and  then  I  know  l^ow  to  handle  you. 

FaL  No  abufe,   HaL  on  my  Honour,  no  abufe. 

P.  Hefiry.  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  call  me  Pantlcr,  ^ 
Bread-chopper,  and  I  know  not  what? 

FaL  No  abufe,  HaL 

Poms.  No  abufe ! 

FaL  No  abufr,  Ned^  in  the  World;  honeft  Ned^  nonf^" 
I  difprais'd  him  before  the  Wicked,  that  the  Wicked  might 
not  fall  in  love  with  him:  In  which  doing,  I  have  done  the 
part  of  a  careful  Friend,  and  true  Subje<9',  and  thy^Father 
is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abufe,  HaL  none,  Ncdt 
none;  no  Boys,  none. 

p.  flenry.  See  now  whether  pure  Fear,  and  entire  Cow- 
ardife,  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  thij  virtuous  Gentlewo- 
man, to  clofe  with  us?  Is  (he  of  the  Wicked?  Is  thine 
Hoftefs  here  of  the  Wicked  ?  Or  is  the  Boy  of  the  Wick- 
ed? Or  \ion^{i  Bardolph^  whofezeal  burns  inhisnofe,  of  the 
Wicked? 

Poin^.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  anfwer. 

FaL  The  Fiend  hath  Prickt  down  Bardolph  irrecoverable^ 
and  his  face  i$  Lucifer  s  Privy-Kitchin,  where  he  dqth  noy 
thing  but  road  Mault- Worms:  for  the  Boy,  there  is  a  good 
Angel  about  hiif*,  but  the  Devil  out-bids  him  toe. 

P.  Henry.  For  the  Women  ? 

paL  For  one  of  them,  flie  is  in  Hell  already,  and  bums 
poor  Souls:  for  the  other,  I  owe  her  Money ;  and  whether 
fhe  be  damn'd  for  that,  I  know  not, 

Hofi.  No,  I  warrant  you. 

FaL  No,  IthinTc  thou  art   not:    I  think  thou  art  quit, 
for  that.     Marry,    there  is  another  Indictment  upon  thee, 
for  fuffcring  fl .(h  tp  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  contrary  to  ^|ie 
Law,  for  the  which  I  think  thou  wilt  howL 

^oft.  All  Viftuallers  do  fo:  What  is  ^]^o^tvxc!l'^^QM«^ 
er  two  in  2  whole  Lent? 

J^^  /£pffrj.  you.  Gentlewoman.  ^^ 
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DoL  What  fays  your  Grace  ? 

Fal.  His  Grace  fays  that,  which  his  flelh  rebels  againft, 

Hofi.  Who  knocks  fo loud  at  the  door?  Look  to  the  door 
therej  Francis  I 

Enter  Peto. 

P.  Henry. ^PetOy  how  now?  what  News  ? 

Peto.  The  King,  your  Father,  is  at  Wefiminfier^ 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  Pofts, 
Come  from  the  North ;   and  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  over-took  a  dozen  Captains, 
Bare-headed,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  Taverns, 
And  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Falflaff^. 

P.  Henrj.  By  Heaven,  Poinsy  I  feel  me  much  to  blame. 
So  idly  to  prophane  the  precious  time: 
When  Tempeft  of  Commotion,  like  the  South 
Born  with  black  Vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt. 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  Heads. 
Give  me  my  Sword,  and  Cloak: 
JFalfiaffy  good  night.  [Exit. 

FaU  Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  Morfelof  the  night,  and 
we  mufl  hence,  and  leave  it  unpickr.  More  knocking  at  the 
door?  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 

Bard.  You  muft  away  to  the  Court,    Sir,  prefently, 
A  dozen  Captains  ftay  at  the  door  for  you. 

Fal.  Pay  the  Muficians,  Sirrah:  farewel  Hoftefs,  farewel 
DoU  You  fee,  my  good  Wenches,  how  men  of  Merit  are 
fought  after ;  the  Undeferver  may  fleep,  when  the  man  of 
Aftion  is  call'd  on,  Farewel,  good  Wenches;  if  I  be  not 
fcnt  away  poft,  I  will  fee  you  again,  e're  I  go. 

Vol.  I  cannot  fpeak;  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to  burft— 
lA^ell,  fweet  3^^Ci(;,  have  a  care  of  thy  felf. 

Fal.  Farewel,  farewel.  [Exit. 

Hofi.  Well,     fare  thee  well:   I  have  known  thee  thefe 
twenty  nine  years,  comePefcod-time;  but  an  honefter,  and 
truer-hearted  Man.     Well,  fare  thee  well. 
Bard.  Miftrefs  Tear-^Jheet. 

Hofi.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  Miftrefs  Tear-fijeet  come  to  my  Matter. 

Hofi.  O  run,  Dol,  run ;  run,  good  Dol. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  King  Henry  with  a  Vage. 

K.  Henrj./^^  Oj  call  the  Earls  of  Surrej^  gindfPkrwicky 

VJ(  But  e'er  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  thefe 

Letter.% . 
And  well  confider  of  them :  make  good  fpeed.  [Exit  V^p. 
How  many  thoufands  of  my  pooreft  Subjeds 
Are  at  this  hour  afleep !  O  Sleep,  O  gentle  Sleep, 
Nature's  foft  Nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  Eye-lids  down. 
And  fteep  my  Senfes  in  Forgetfulnefs  ? 
Why  rather.  Sleep,  lycft  thou  in  fmoaky  Cribs, 
Upon  uneafie  Pallads  ftretching  thee. 
And  hufht  with  buzzing  Night,  fly'ft  to  thy  flumber. 
Than  in  the  perfum'd  Chambers  of  the  Great, 
Under  the  Canopies  of  coftly  State, 
And  luird  with  founds  of  fweeteft  Melody? 
O  thou  dull  God,  why  ly'ft  thou  with  the  vile. 
In  loathfom  Beds,  and  leav'ft  the  Kingly  Couch 
A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  Larum-Beli? 
Wilt  thou,  upon  the  high  and  giddy  Maft, 
Seal  up  the  Ship-boy's  Eyes^  and  rock  his  Brains, 
Jn  Cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  Surge,  ^ 

And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  Windr, 
Who  take  the  Ruffian  Billows  by  the  top. 
Curling  their  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 
With  deaPning  Clamours  in  the  flip*ry  Clouds* 
That  with  the  hurley.  Death  it  felf  awakes? 
Canftthou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  Repofe 
To  the  wet  Sea«boy  in  an  hotlr  fo  rude? 
And  in  the  calmeft,  and  moft  ftillcft  Night, 
With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 
Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  Then  happy  Low,  lye  down, 
UneaHe  lyes  the  Head,  that  wears  a  Crown« 

Enter  Warwick /^i^^^  Surrey. 

War.  Many  good-morrows  to  your  Majefiy. 

K.  Henry.  Is  it  good-morrow,  Lotds^ 

ff^r.  'Tis  one  a  Clock,  and  paft;,    • 
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K.  Hiwrj.  Why  then  good-wiorrow  to  you  all,  my  Lords : 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  Letters  that  I  fent  you  ? 

War.  We  have,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henrj.  Then  you  perceive  the  Bodyof  our  Kingdom* 
How  foul  It  is;  what  rank  Difeafes  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

W^r.  It  is  but  as  a  Body,  yet  diftemper'd. 
Which  to  the  former  ftrength  may  be  reftor'd* 
V^th good  Advice,  and  little  Medicine; 
My  Lord  Northunpherland  will  loon  be  cool'd. 

K.  Henrj  .Oh  Heav'n,  that  one  might  read  the  Book  of  Fate, 
And  fee  the  Revolution  of  the  Times 
Make  Mountains  level,  and  the  Continent^ 
Weary  of  folid  firmnefs,  melt  it  felf 
Into  the  Sea ;  and  other  Times,  to  fee 
The  bcachy  Girdle  of  the  Ocean 
Too  wide  for  M/>/^«f's  Hips;  how  Chances  modi^ 
And  Changes  fill  the  Cup  of  Alteration 
With  divers  Liquors.     Tis  not  ten  years  gone, 
Since  Richard  and  NoKthumhcrland^  great  Friends, 
Did  feaft  together ;   and  in  two  years  after, 
Were  they  at  Wars,     It  is  but  eight  years  fince. 
This  Percy  was  the  man  neareft  my  S^ul ; 
Who  like  a  Brother,  toird  in  my  AflFairs, 
And  laid  his  Love  and  Life  under  my  foot : 
Yea,   for  my  fake,   even  to  ^he  eyes  of  Richard 
Gave  him  defiance.    But  which  of  you  was  by? 
You  Coufin  Ncvily  as  I  may  remember,  [to  Warwick^ 

'  When  Richard^  with  his  Eye,  brim-full  of  Tears, 
Then  chejck'd  and  rated  by  Northumherland^ 
Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  prov'd  a  Prophecy, 
Narthumberlandy  thou  Ladder,  by  the  which 
My  Coufin  Bullinbroke  afcends  my  Throne : 
(Though  then.  Heaven  knowf,  I  had  no  fuchintent. 
But  that  neceffity  fo  bow*d  the  State, 
That  I  and  Greatnefs  were  corapeird  to  kifs^ 
The  time  (hall  come,  thus  did  he  follow  it. 
The  time  will  come>  that  foul  Sin  gathering  head 
Shall  break  into  Corruption :  So  went  on, 
Fore'telling  this  feme  Time's  Condition, 
And  the  divifion  of  our  Amity. 
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War.  There  is  a  Hiftory  in  all  Mens  Lives, 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  Times  deceas'd ; 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  Man  may  prophefie^ 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  Chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  Life,  which  in  their  Seeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lieentreafured. 
Such  things  become  the  Hatch  and  Brood  of  Time  J 
And  by  the  necefl]iry  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfcft  guefs. 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  falfe  to  him. 
Would  of  that  Seed  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs. 
Which  fliould  not  find  a  Ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

if.  Htnrj.  Arethefe  things  then  Neceffities? 
Then  Jet  us  meet  them  like  Neceffities; 
And  that  fame  word,  even  now  cries  out  on  us  J 
They  fay  the  Biftiop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  Lord : 
Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  Voice  of  Eccho, 
The  number  of  the  Feared.   Pleafc  it  your  Grace 
To  go  to  bed,  upon  my  Life,  my  Lord, 
The  PowVs  that  you  already  have  fent  forth. 
Shall  bring  this  Prize  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,   I  have  rcceiv'd 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glcndower  is  dead. 
Your  Majefty  hath  been  this  Fort-night  ill. 
And  thefc  unfeafon'd  Hours  perforce  muft  add 
Unto  your  Sicknefs. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  take  your  Counfel : 
And  were  thefe  inward  Wars  once  out  of  Hand, 
We  would,  dear  Lords,  unto  the  Holy*Land.        [^Ex<Mnt^ 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  with  Mouldy,  Shadow,  Wart, 

Feeble,  and  Bull-calf. 

ShaL  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on;  give  me  your  Hand,' 
Sir,  give  me  your  Hand,  Sir;  an  early  ftirrcr%  b^  iVv^^wA.* 
And  how  doth  my  good  Coufin  filcwcc  ? 
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SiL  Good  Morrpv,  good  Coufin  ShalUw. 

Shal.  And  how  doth  my  Coufin^  your  Bed'-fellow? 
and  your  faired  Diughcer9  and  mine»  my  God-Daughter 
Ellin  f 

Sd.  AIas»  a  black  Ou2el,  Coufin  Shallow. 

ShaL  By  yea  and  nay,  Sir,  I  dare  fay  my  Coufin  William 
is  become  a  good  Scholar?  He  is  at  Oxford  ftilj,  is  he  not? 
^    SiU  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  Coft. 

Shal.  He  muft  then  to  the  Inns  of  Court  Ihortly :  I  was 
once  of  Qemem*S'lcin ;  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk  of  mad 
Shallow  yet. 

Sil.  You  were  calFd  Lufty  Shallow  then,  Coufin. 

ShaL  I  was  call'd  any  thing,  and  I  would  have  done  any 
thing  indeed  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I,  and  little 
yohn  Doit  of  Stafford/hire^  and  black  G^^rg^  S^r^,  znd  Francis 
Pickboncj  and  WiU.Squele  a  Cot-fal-man;  you  had  not  four 
fuch  Swinge-bucklers  in  all  the  Inns  of  Court  again :  And  I 
may  fay  to  you,  we  knew  where  the  Bona-Roba's  were»  and 
had  the  beft  of  them  all  at  Commandment.  Then  was  yacl^ 
FalfiajJ\  now  Sir  John^  a  Boy,  and  a  Page  to  Thomas  Mow^ 
bray  J  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

SiL  This  Sir  John^  Coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about 
Soldiers  ? 

ShaL  The  fame  Sir  John,  the  very  fame:  I  faw  him 
break  Schoggans  Head  at  the  Court-Gate,  when  he  was  a 
Crack,  not  thus  high ;  and  the  very  fame  day  did  I  fight 
with  one  Sampfon  Stock- fijb^  a  Fruiterer,  behind  Grajs-Ium. 
Oh  the  Mad  Days  that  I  have  fpent  \  and  to  fee  how  many 
of  mine  Old  Acquaintance  are  Dead? 

SiL  We  (hall  all  follow,  Coufin. 

ShaL  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  fure,  very  fure :  Death 
is  certain  to  all,  all  ihall  Die.  How  a  good  Yoke  of  Bul« 
locks  at  Stamford  Fair? 

SiL  Truly,  Coufin^  I  was  not  there. 

ShaL  Death  is  certain.  Is  Old  Double  of  your  Town 
living  yet? 

SiL  Dead,  Sir. 

ShaL  Dead !  See,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  Bow :  And 
Dead?  He  fhot  a  fine  Shoot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him 
well,  and  betted  much  Mony  on  his  Head.  Deadf  He 
w^ould hive  ckpt  in  ths  Clqwt  at  Twelve  Score»  and  car- 
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ricd  you  a  fore-hand  Shaft  at  fouiteen,  and  fourteen  and  a 
half,  that  it  would  have  done  a  Man's  Heart  good  to  fee. 
How  a  Score  of  Ewes  now  ? 

5/7.  Thereafter  as  they  be:  a  Score  of  good  Ewes  may 
be  worth  ten  Pounds. 

Shsl.  And  is  Old  Donl^lf  Dead? 

Better  Bardolph  a?fd  Page. 

Sil.  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Falftajps  Men,  as  I 
think. 

Shal.  Good  Morrow,  Honeft  Gentlemen. 

Bard.  I  befeech  you,  which  is  Juftice  Shallow  f 

Shah  I  ;am  Robert  Shallow^    Sir,    a  poor  Efquire   of  this 
County,  one  of  the  King's  Juflicesof  the  Peace: 
What  is  your  good  Pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  Captain,  Sir,  Commends  him  to  you :  My 
Captain,  Sir  J^hn  Falfiaff;  a  tall  Gentleman,  and  a  mbft 
gallaiit  Leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well:  Sir,  I  knew  him  a  good  Back«> 
Sword  Man.  How  doth  the  good  Knight  ?  May  I  ask,  how; 
my  Lady  his  Wife  doth  ? 

Bsrd.  Sir,  Pardon,  .  a  Soldier  is  better  Accomnoodated, 
than  with  a  Wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  faid,  Sir;  and  it  is  well  faidindeed,  toor 
Better  accommodated — -It  is  good, yea  indeed  is  it;  good 
Pbrafes  are  furely  and  every  where  very  commendable^  Ac- 
commodated—it comes  oi  uiccommodoy  very  good,  a  good 
Phrafe# 

B4rd.  Pardon,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafc^ 
call  you  it?  By  this  Day,  I  know  not  the  Phrafe:  But 
I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  Sword,  to  be  a  Sokiicp- 
like  Word,  and  a  Word  of  exceeding  good  Command. 
Accommodated,  that  is,  when  a  Man  is,  as  they  /ay.  Ac- 
commodated; or,  when  a  Man  is,  being  whereby  he  thouglic 
to  be  Accommodated,  which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

shal.  It  is  very  juft:  Lock,  here  comes  good  Sir  ^tfar. 
Give  me  your  Hand,  give  me  your  Worfhip's  good  Hand: 
Truft  me,  you  look  well,  and  bear  your  years  very  wdl* 
Welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

FaL    I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,    good  Maftec  Eskfox 
Shallow:  Matter  Sure^card.  as  I  tVibk\ 
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Shot.  No,  Sir  JohKy  it  is  my  Coufin  Sileneei    in  Com. 
iniilion  with  me. 

FaU  Good  Mafter  SiUnccy  it  well  befits  you  (hould    be 
of  the  Peace. 

Sil.  Your  good  Worfliip  is  welcome. 

Fal.  Fie,  this  is  hot  weather.  Gentlemen,  have  you  pro- 
vided me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fuflScient  Men? 

ShaL  Marry  have  we,  Sir:  Will  you  fit? 

FaU  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  you. 

ShaL  Where's  the  Roll?    Where's  the   Roll?    Where's 
the  Roll?    Let  me  fee,    let  me  fie,  let  me  feet   So,    fo,  fo, 
fo:  Yea  marry,  Sxy^xo Rnlph  Monldi/ :  Letj  them  appearasi 
call:  Let  them  do  io,  let  them  do  (o.   Let  me  fee.    Where 
is  Mouldy  f 

MohL  Here,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Shal.  What  think  you.  Sir  John^  a  good  limb'd  Fellow : 
Young,  Strong,  and  of  good  Friends. 

FaL  Is  thy  Name  Mouldy  ? 

Mould.  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Fal.  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  Us*d. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent.  Things  that  ire  ttioul- 
dy,  lack  ufe :  very  Angular  good.  .  Well  faid.  Sir  Johu^ 
very  well  faid. 

FaL  Prick  him* 

MouL  I  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  could 
have  let  me  alone :  My  old  Dame  will'  be  undone  oow, 
for  one  to  do  her  Husbandry,  and  her  Drudgery;  you 
need  not  to  have  prickt  me,  there  are  other  Men  fitter  to  go 
out  than  L 

«-  FaL  Go  to:    Peace  Mouldy,   you  (hall  go  Mouldy^  it  is 
time  you  were  fpent. 
MouL  Spent? 

ShaL  Peace,  Fellow,  Peace;  ftand  afidc:  Know  you 
where  you  are?  For  the  other,  Sir  John.  Let  mc  kezSimom 
Shadow^ 

FaL  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under :  He's  like  to 
be  a  cold  Soldier. 

ShaL  Where's  Shadow  I 
Shad.  Here,  Sir, 

FaL  ShadoWy  whofe  Son  art  thou? 
J>fc/^  JMy  Mother's  Son,  Sir* 
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FaL  Thy  Mother's  Son  I  like  enough  ;  and  thy  Father's 
Shadow  :  So  the  Son  of  the  Female  is  the  Shadow  of  tht 
Male :  It  is  often  fo  indeed,  but  not  of  the  Father's  Subftance. 

Shdl.  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  John  ? 

FaL  Shadow  will  ferve  for  SumnQer,  prick  him;  for  we 
have  a  number  of  (hadows  to  fill  up  the  Mufter-Book» 

Shal.  Thomas  Wart. 

Fal.  Where's  he  ?  . 

Wart.  Here,  Sir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart\ 

Wart.  Yea,  Sir, 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  Wart. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down, 
Sir>*i^? 

FaL  It  were  fuperfluous ;  for  his  Apparel  is  built  upon 
his  Back,  and  the  whole  Frame  ftand$-i2pon  Pins :  Prick  him 
no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha>  ha,  you  can  do  it.  Sir ;  youcan  do  it :  I  com- 
mend you  well. 
Francis  Feeble. 

Feeble.  Here,  Sir. 

Shal.  What  Trade  art  thou.  Feeble  ? 

Feeble.  A  Woman's  Tailor,  Sir. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  Sir  i 

Fal.  You  may: 
But  if  he  had  been  a  Man's  Tailor  he  would  have  prick'd  you. 
Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  an  Enemies  Battel,  as  thou 
haft  done  in  a  Woman's  Petticoat  ? 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will.  Sir;  you  can  have  no  more. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  good  Woman's  Tailor;  Well  faid,  couragt- 
ous  Feeble  I  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful  Dove,  or 
moft  magnanimous  Moufe.  Prick  the  Woman's  Taylor  well, 
Msi&er Shalhwy  deep,  M^tttr  Shallow. 

Feeble.  I  would  fVart  might  have  gone.  Sir. 

Fal.  I  would  thou  wert  a  Man's  Tailor,  that  (thou 
migfatfft  mend  him,  ani  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cinnot  put 
him  to  be  a  private  Sddier,  that  is  the  Leader  of  fo  manjr 
thoufands.    Let  that  futHce,  moft  forcible  Feeble. 

Feeble.  It  ftiall  fuffice. 

Fal,  I  am  round  to  thee,  reverend  Fe^bU^  WVv^  \^  ^^ 
Dext.^   ' 

V0Z.IIL  T  ^^^^ 
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Shal.  Peter  Bulcalf  of  the  Green, 

Fau  Yea  marry,  let  us  fee  Bnlcalfr 

BhU  Here,  Sir. 

/V?:/.  Truft  mc,  alvkely  Fellow*  Come  prick  me  Bulcalf^ 
WW  he  roar  again. 

BaL  Oh,  good  my  Lord  Captain. 

Fal.  What,  doll  thou  roar  before  thart  prickt? 

BtiU  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafed  Man. 

Ful.  What  Difeafe  haft  thou? 

BhL  a  whorfon  cold,  Sir;  a  Cough,  Sir,  which  I  caught 
with  Ringing  in  the  King's  Affairs,  upon  his  Coronation 
day.  Sir. 

Fal.  Comf,  thou  fhalt  go  to  the  Wars  in  a  Gown:  We 
will  have  away  thy  Cold,  and  I  will  take  fuch  order  that  thy 
Friends  (hall  ring  for  thee.  Is  here  all? 
.  Shal.  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number,  you 
muft  have  but  four  here,  Sir,  and  fo,  I  pray  you,  go  in  with 
me  to  Dinner. 

FaL  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  Dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth.  Matter 
Shallovj. 

Shal.  O,  Sir  J oh/tf  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all  Night 
in  the  Wind-mill  in  Saint  George\  Fields? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  good  Mafler  Shallow^  no  more  of 
that. 

:    Shal,  Ha  I  it  was  a  merry  Night.     And  is  Jane  Night^ 
worl^  alive  ? 

FaL  She  lives,  Mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  never  could  away  with  me. 
•:  Fal.  Never,  never:  She  would  always  fay  Ihe  could  not 
abide  Mi^^r  Shallow. 

-Shal.  I  could  anger  her  to  the  Heart:  She  was  then  a 
Bona-roba.     Doth  flie  hold  her  own  well? 

FaL  0\iyQ\AyUi{ktT Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay,  ftie  muft  be  old,  (he  cannot  chufe  but  be  old; 
certain  (lie's  old,  and  had  Robin  Night'WorkJ>y  old  Ntght^ 
wark^  before  I  came  to  Clement's  Inn. 

sii.  Thu's  fifty  five  years  ago. 

ShaL  Hah,  Coufin  Silence^  that  thou  hadft  feen  that, 
that  this  Knight  and  I  have  feen  :  Hab>  Sir  jfohn,  faid  I 
Hr//f 
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Fal.  We  have  heard  the  thimes  at  midnight,  Mafte^ 
Shallow; 

Shal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith,  Sivjohrfi  we 
have  .•  Our  watch  word  was  Hem-Boys.  Come,  let's  to  din- 
ner;  come,  let's  to  dinner :  Oh  the  days  that  we  have  feen  I 
Come,  come. 

BhU  Good  Matter  Corporate  Bardolph  ftand  my  Friend^ 
and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  Shillings  in  French  Crowns  for 
you :  In  very  truth.  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hang'd.  Sir,  as 
go;  and  yet  for  mine  own  part.  Sir,  I  do  not  care,  but  ra- 
ther becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and,  for  mine  own  part,  have  a 
defire  to  ftay  with  my  Friends,  clfc,  Sir,  I  did  not  care  for 
mine  own  part  fo  much. 

Bard.  Go  too;  ftand  afide. 

MohL  And  good  Mafter  Corporal  Captain,  for  my  old 
Dame's  fake  ftand  my  Friend  :  She  hath  no  body  to  do  any- 
thing about  her  when  I  am  gone,  ^nd  ftie  is  old  and  cannot 
help  her  felf :  You  ftiall  have  forty,  Sir. 

Bard.  Go  too ,"  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.  I  care  not,  a  Man  can  die  but  once;  we  owe  a 
death.  I  will  never  bear  a  bafe  Mind:  If  it  be  my  dcftiny, 
fo;  if  it  be  not,  fo.  No  Man  is  too  good  to  ferve  his  Prince  j 
and  let  it  go  which  way  it  wil!,  he  that  dies  this  year  is  quit 
for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  Fellow. 

Feeble.  Nay,  I  will  bear  no  bafe  Mind. 
,Fal.  Come,  Sir,  whifh  Men  fhall  I  have? 

ShaL  Four  of  whiclii  you  pleafe.  r 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you :  I  have  three  pound  fo  (tH 
Mouldy  and  Bulcalf.^ 

Fal.  Go  too :  WelL 

ShaL  Come,  Sir  yohn^  which  fouf  will  yoti  hav6? 

Fal.  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

ShaL  Marry  then,  Mouldy^  Bulcalfy  Feeble  and  Slmd<m^. 

FaL  Mouldy  and  Bulcalf:  For  you,  Mouldy,  ftay  at  homd 
'till  you  are  paft  Service  :  And  for  your  part,  Bulcalf,  grow 
'till  you  come  unto  it:  I  will  none  of  you* 

ShaL  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  do  not  yotir  felf  wrong,  they 
are  your  likelieft  Men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd  witk 
the  beft« 
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FaL  Will  you  tell  me,  Mafter  Shallay/j  how  to  ofaure  ^ 
Man  ?  Care  I  for  the  Limb,  the  Th^es,  the  Stature^  Bulk 
and  big  afTemblance  of  a  Man  ?  Give  me  the  Spirit,  Mafter 
ShalUw^  Where's  Wan  ?  You  fee  what  a  ragged  appearance 
it  is:  He  (hall  charge  you  and  difcharge  you  with  the  mo-^ 
tion  of  a  Pewterer's  Hanmier ;  come  off  and  on,  fwifter  than 
he  that  gibbets  on  the  Brewers  Bucket,  And  this  fame  half- 
fac'd  Fellow  Shadow,  give  me  this  Man,  he  prefents  no  mark 
to  the  Enemy,  the  fo-man  may  with  as  great  aim  levd  at 
the  edge  o(  a  Pen-knife :  And,  for  a  Retreat,  how  fwifily 
will  this  Feebky  the  Woman's  Tailor,  run  oflP.  O  give  me 
the  fpare  Men^  and  (pare  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a  Ca- 
lyver  into  Warfs  Hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold>  Warty  Traverfe  ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fal.  Come9  manage  me  your  Caly ver :  So,  very  well,  go 
to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O  give  me  always  a  little, 
lean»  old,  chopt,  bald  Sljor.  Well  faid>  Wart,  thou  art  a  good 
Scab :  Hold,  there's  a  Tefter  for  thee. 

ShaU  He  is  not  his  Craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it  right. 
I  remember  at  Afile-End-Greeny  when  I  lay  at  CUmenfs  Ina, 
I  was  then  Sir  Dagenet  in  Arthur's  Show,  there  was  a  little 
quiver  Fellow,  and  he  would  manage  you  his  Piece  thus  ; 
and  he  would  about,  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come 
you  in:  Rah,  tab,  tah,  would  he  fay;  Bownce,  would  he  fay, 
and  away  again  would  he  go,  and  again  would  he  come  :  I 
fhall  never  fee  fuch  a  Fellow. 

FaL  Thefe  Fellows  will  do  well,  Mafter  Shallow.  Fare- 
welj  Mafter  Silence^  I  will  not  ufe  many  Words  with  you  : 
Fare  you  well.  Gentlemen  both,  I  thank  you,  I  muft  a  dozen 
miles  tb  Night.     Bardolphy  give  the  Soldiers  Coats. 

ShaL  Sir  3^^A»,  Heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your  Affairs, 
and  fend  us  Peace.  As  you  return,  vifit  my  Houfe.  Lee 
our  old  Acquaintance  be  renewed :  Perad  venture  I  will  with 
you  to  the  Court. 

FaL  I  would  you  would,  Mafter  Shallow: 

ShaL  Go  to :  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word.  Fare  you  welL  {Exit'. 

FaL  Fare  you  well.  Gentlemen.      On,  Bardd^p  lead 

the  Men  away.    As  I  return  I  will  fetch  off  thtic  Jufti- 

ces:  I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Juftice  Shallow.    How  fub- 

}eSt  we  old  Men  are  to  this  Vice  of  Lying?  Thi^fameftarvM 

Janice  hath  done  nothing  but  ptate  to  mt  o{  the  wildeoefi 


of  King  Henry  IV.  1 15  3 

of  his  Youth,  and  the  Feats  he  hath  done  abou(  THrnbal* 
fireet^  and  every  third  word  a  Lie,  duer  paid  to  the  hearer 
than  the  Tiyr/^i Tribute.  I  do  remember  himatC/^ffl^n^^s  Inn, 
like  a  Man  made  after  Supper  of  a  Cheefe-paring.  When  he  was 
naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  World,  hke  a  forked  Radiih*  with  a 
Head  fantaftically  carv'd  upon  |it  with  a  Knife.  He  wasfbfor- 
lorn,  that  his  Dimenfions,  to  any  thick  fights  were  invifiUe* 
He  was  the  very  GeniHs  of  Famine ;  he  came  ever  in  the  rear* 
ward  of  the  faftiion :  And  now  is  this  Vice's  Dagger  become 
a  Squire,  and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John  of  Gamtt  as  if  he 
had  been  fworn  Brother  to  him  :  And  I'll  be  fworn  he  never 
faw  him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard^  and  then  he  burft  his 
Head,  for  crouding  among  the  Marfhals  Men.  I  faw  it,  and 
told  3^0iEiff  of  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  Name,  for  you  might 
have  trufs'd  him  and  all  his  Apparel  into  ap  Eel-skin :  The 
Cafe  of  a  Treble Hoboy  was  a  Manfion  for  him ;  a  Court; 
and  now  hath  he  Land  and  Beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  acquaint- 
ed with  him,  if  I  return  ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard  but  I  will 
make  him  a  Phiiofopher*s  two  Stones  to  me.  If  the  young  Dace 
be  a  Bait  for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no  rea(bn»  in  the  Law  of  Na- 
ture>  but  I  may  fnap  at  him.  Let  time  (hape,  and  there's  an  end. 

[ExCHHt. 


A  C  T  IV-     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Emer  tht  Archbijhop  of  York,    Mowbray,   Haftings,  and 

Colevile. 

Kri^.XT  7Hat  is  theForeft  caird? 

W  //4/.'Tis(7;!^^/rtftfForeft,and'tpIeareyour  Grace. 

Torks  Stand  here,  my  Lords,  and  fend  discoveries  forth* 
To  know  the  number  of  our  Enemies. 

Haft.  We  have  fent  already. 

Tark.  Tis  well  done. 
My  Friends  and  Brethren,  in  thefe  great  Affairs, 
I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  received 
New-dated  Letters  from  NorthHmberlandi 
Theur  cold  intent,  tenure  and  fubftance  thus. 
How  doth  he  wiih  his  Perfon,  with  fuchPcyn^x^ 
As  might  bcid  ibrtaoce  with  his  QaiSity » 
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The  which  lie  could  not  levy ;  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  Fortunes, 
To  Scotlandi  And  concludes  in  hearty  Prayers, 
That  your  Attempts  may  overlive  the  hazard, 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  OppoHte. 

Mow.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch  ground. 
And  da(h  theipfelyes  to  pieces. 

;      Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Hafi.  Now,  what  News  ? 

Mejf.  Weft  of  this  Foreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile. 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  Enemy: 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  j  udge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mow.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  Field. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Torks  What  well  appointed  Leader  fronts  us  here? 

Mow.  I  think  it  is  my  Lord  of  WeJimorUnd. 

Wefi.  Health  and  fair  Greeting  from  our  General, 
The  Prince,  Lord  John,  and  Duke  of  Lancsfier. 

Tork*  Say  on,  my  Lord  of  Wefimorland,  in  peace : 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  f 

Wefi.  Then,  my  Lord, 
Unto  your  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  jny  Speech.     If  that  Rebellion 
Came  like  it^  felf,  in  bafe  and  abjed:  Routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  Youth,  guarded  with  Rage^ 
And  countenanc'd  by  Boys  and  Beggary : 
I  fay,  if  damn'd  Commotion  fo  appear 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  fliape. 
You,  Reverend  Father,  and  thefe  Noble  Lords, 
Had  not  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  Form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  InfurreSion, 
With  your  fair  Honours,  You,  Lord  Archbifliop, 
Whofe  See  is  by  a  Civil  Peace  maintained, 
Whofe  Beard  the  Silver  Hand  of  Peace  hath  touch'd, 
Whofe  Learning  and  good  Letters  Peace  hath  tutor'd^^ 
Whofe  white  Inveftments  figure  Innocence, 
The  Dove,  and  very  bleffed  Spirit  of  Peace; 
Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  rranflatc  your  felf. 
Out  of  the  fpeuh  of  f  eac^^xWt  \i^3^u  {uc\;kGu<;€^ 
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Into  the  harfti  and  boiftVous  Tongue  of  War? 
Turning  your  Books  to  Graves,  your  Ink  to  Blood, 
Your  Pens  to  Launces,  and  your  Tongue  divine 
To  a  lowd  Trumpet,  and  a  Point  of  War? 

Tor^.  Wiicreforedo  I  this?  SothcQueftion  ftands. 
Briefly  to  this  thd :  We  are  all  difeas'd. 
And,  with  our  furfciting  and  wanton  hours. 
Have  brought  our  felves  into  a  burning  Feaver, 
And  wc  muft  bleed  for  it :  Of  which  Difeafe 
Our  late  King  Richard^  being  infefted,  dy'd. 
But,  my  moft  Noble  Lord  of  WefimorUnd^ 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  Phyfician, 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  Enemy  to  Peace, 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  Men  i 
But  rather  (hew  a  while  like  fearful  War, 
To  diet  rank  Minds,  fick  of  Happinefs, 
And  purge  th'  obftrudions  which  begin  to  flop 
Our  very  Veins  of  Life.   Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  Ballancejuftly  weighed. 
What  Wrongs  our  Arms  may  do,  what  Wrongs  we  fuffer, . 
And  find  our  Griefs  heavier  than  our  Oifences, 
We  fee  which  way  the  Stream  of  Time  doth  run. 
And  are  inforc'd  from  our  moft  quiet  there. 
By  the  rough  Torrent  of  Occafion, 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  Griefs, 
When  time  fhall  ferve,  to  Ihew  in  Articles, 
Which  long  e'er  this  we  ofFer'd  to  the  I^ing, 
And  might  by  no  Suit  gain  our  Audience : 
When  we  are  wronged  and  would  unfold  our  Gruff, 
We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  P'erfon, 
Even  by  thofe  Men  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  Day's  but  newly  gone, 
Whofe  Memory  is  written  on  the  Earth 
With  yet  appearing.  Blood  ;  and  the  Examples 
Of  every  minutes  inftance,  prefcnt  now,  ^ 
Hath  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  Arms : 
Not  to  break  Peace,  or  any  Branch  of  ity 

But  to  eftabliih  here  a  Peace  indeed,  f 

it 

Concurring  both  in  Name  and  Quality. 

Weft.  Whenever  yet  was  your. Al?ije^VdeivY^\ 
Wherein  have  y on  been  galled  by  t\\^¥^\^%\  .  ,^^ 
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What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  griitc  on  you. 
That  you  (hould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  Bobk 
Of  forg'd  Rebellion  with  a  Seal  divine  ? 

Tork*  My  Brother  General,  the  Commonwealth 
I  make  itoy  Quarrel  in  particular.  ^ 

Wefi.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fiichRedrefs; 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mow.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all. 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  Days  before. 
And  fuffer  the  Condition  of  thefe  Times 
To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  Hand  upon  our  Honours? 

Wefi.  O  my  good  Lord  Mcwhraj^ 
Conftrue  the  Times  to  their  Neceffities, 
And  you  (hall  fay,  indeed,  it  is  the  Time, 
And  not  the  King,  that  doth  you  Injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me. 
Either  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefentTime, 
That  you  (hould  have  an  inch  of  any  Gtouhd 
To  build  a  Grief  on :  Were  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfoll(s  Seignories, 
your  noble  and  right  well  remembred  Father's  ? 

^(w.  What  thing,  in  Honour,  had  my  Father  loft 
That  need  to  be  revived  and  breathed  in  me  ? 
The  King  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  State  ftood  then. 
Was  forc'd,  perforce  compcird  to  bani(h  him : 
And  when,  thzx.  Henry  BHlUnghroke  and  he 
Being  mounted,  and  both  rdwfed  ih  their  Seatf, 
Their  neighing  Courfers  daring  of  the  Spur, 
Their  armed  Staves  in  charge,  their  Beavers  down. 
Their  Eyes  of  Fire,  (parkling  through  fight  J  of  Steel, 
And  the  loud  Trumpet  blowing  theta  together : 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  (laid 
My  Father  from  the  Breaft  of  BMllingbroke; 
O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  Warder  down. 
His  own  Life  hung  upon  the  StaflF  he  threw, 
Then  threw  he  down  nimfelf  and  all  their  Lives^ 
That  by  Indi£lmenr^  and  by  dint  of  Sword, 
Have  (ince  mifcarried  under  BHllingbroks^ 

Wefi.  Yciu  fpeak^  Lord  M&wbrajy  now  you  know  not  what. 
The  E^rl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
Ja  £ff£l4f$d  the  moH  valiant  Gentleman* 
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Who:knows,  on  whom  Fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd? 

But  if  your  Father  had  been  Viftor  there. 

He  ne'er  had  born  it  out  of  Coventry. 

For  all  the  Country,  in  a  general  Voice, 

Cry*d  hate  upon  him;  and  all  their  Prayers,  and  Love, 

Were  fet  on  Hereford^  whom  they  doted  on. 

And  blefs'd,  and  grac'd,  more  than  the  King  himfelf. 

But  this  is  meer  digrefl^on  from  my  Plirpofe. 

Here  come  I  from  our  Princely  General, 

To  know  your  Griefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 

That  he  will  give  you  Audience;  and  wherein 

It  ihall  appear,  that  your  Demands  are  jufl. 

You  (hall  enjoy  them,  every  thing  fet  off 

That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  Enemies. 

Mow.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  OfFert 
And  it  proceeds  from  Policy,  not  Love. 

Wefi.  Mowbraj,  you  over- ween  to  take  it  (oz 
This  Offer  comes  from  Mercy,  not  from  Fear. 
Forlo,  within  a  Ken  our  Army  lyes; 
Upon  mine  Honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  Fear. 
Our  Battel  is  more  full  of  Names  thtin  yours. 
Our  Men  more  perfed  in  the  ufe  pf  Arms, 
Our  Armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  Caufe  the  beft ; 
Then  Retfon  will,  oar  Hearts  (houM  be  as  good. 
Say  you  not  then  our  Offer  is  compelled. 

Mow.  Well,  by  my  Will  we  (ball  admit  no  Parley. 
.  Weft.  That  argues  but  the  (hameof  your  Offence: 
A  rotten  Cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Haft.  Hath  the  Prince  Johm  a  full  Commiffion, 
In  very  ample  Virtue  of  his  Father, 
To  hear,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  Conditions  we  fliall  ftand  upon? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  General's  Name: 
I  mufe  you  make  fo  (light  a  Queftion. 

Tork:  Then  take,  my  Lord  oiWeftmerUmd^  this  Schedule^ 
For  this  contains  our  general  Grievances: 
Ilach  feveral  Article  herein  redrefs*d. 
All  Members  of  our  Caufe,  both  her(,  and  hence^ 
That  are  infinewed  to  this  AAion, 
Acquitted  by  z  true  fubflantial  Fotm^ 
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And  prefent  Executions  of  our  Wills,  "' 

To  us,  and  to  our  Purpofes  confined, 
We  come  within  our  awful  Banks  again, 
And  knit  our  Powers  to  the  Arm  of  Peace. 

JVe/t»  This  will  I  ftiew  the  General.     Pieafe  you,  Lords, 
In  fight  of  both  our  Battels,  we  may  meet 
At  either  end  in  Peace;  which  Heav'n  fo  frame. 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  Swords, 
Which  mud  needs  decide  it. 

Torki  My  Lord,  we  will  do  fo.  lExlt.  Weft. 

AIoTP.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  Bofom  telis  me. 
That  no  Condition  of  our  Peace  can  ftand. 

Hofi.  Fear  you  not  that,  if  we  can  make  our  Peace 
Upon  fuch  large  Terms,  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  Conditions  (hall  infift  upon. 
Our  Peace  (hall  ftand  as  firm  as  Rocky  Mountains. 

Mowr  Ay,  but  our  Valuation  (hall  be  fucb. 
That  every  flighty  and  falfe-derived  Caufe, 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  Reafon, 
Shall  to  the  King  tafte  of  this  Aftion ; 
That  were  our  Royal  Faiths,  Martyrs  in  Love, 
We  ftiall  be  winnowed  with  fo  rough  a  Wind, 
That  even  our  Corn  (hall  feem  as  light  as  Chaff, 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Torl^  No,  no,  my  Lord,  note  ihis;  the  King  is  weary 
Of  dainty,  and  fuch  picking  Grievances: 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  Death, 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  Heirs  of  Life; 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  Tables  clean. 
And  keep  no  Tell-tale  to  his  Memory, 
That  may  repeat,  and  Hiftory  his  Loli, 
To  new  Remeriibrance.     For  full  well  he  kno    w 
He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  Land, 
As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion : 
His  Foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  Friends, 
That  plucking  to  unfix  ao  Enemy, 
He  doth  unfaften  fo,  and  (hake  a  Friend. 
So  that  this  Land,  like  aaoffenfive  Wife, 
That  hatl\  enrag'd  him  o»,  to  offer  ftrokeSj 
As  he  is  ftriking,  holds  his  Infant  up. 

And 
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And  hangs  refolv'd  Correction  in  the  Arn), 
That  was  uprear'd  to  Execution. 

Hafi.  Bcfides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  his  Rods 
On  late  Offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  Inftrumcnts  of  Chaftifement: 
So  that  his  Power,  like  to  a  Fanglefs  Lion 
May  offer,  but  not  hold, 

Tork*  'Tis  very  true: 
And  therefore  be  affur'd,  my  good  Lord  Marflial, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  Atonement  well, 
Our  Peace  will,  like  a  broken  Limb  united. 
Grow  fl:ronger,  for  the  breaking, 

M9W.  Be  it  fo.  • 

Here  is  returned  my  Lord  of  Weftmorlmd. 

Enter  Wefl:morland. 

Wefi.  The  Prince  is  here  at  hand:  Pleafeth  yourLordftiip 
To  meet  his  Grace,  jufl:  diftance  'tween  our  Armies? 

Mow.  Your  Grace  of  31?rj^,  in  Heav'n's  Name  then  foj> 
ward. 

Tork^  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace,  my  Lord,  we  come*  ., 

Enter  Prince  John  £jf  Lancaftcr. 

Lan.  You  are  welt  encountred  here,  mj  CoM^xn  Mowtrraji 
Good  Day  to  you,  gentle  Lord  Arch-Bifliop, 
And  fo  to  you,  Lord  Haftings^  and  to  all. 
My  Lord  of  Tir/^,  it  better  fhew'd  with  you. 
When  that  your  Flock,  affembled  by  the  BclJ, 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  Expofition  on  the  holy  Text, 
Than  how  to  fee  you  here  ian  Iron  Man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  Rebels  with  your  Dnmi, 
Turning  the  Word  to  Sword,  and  Life  to  Death. 
That  Man  that  fits  within  a  Monarch's  Heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  Sun-(hine  of  his  Favour, 
Would  he  abufe  the  Countenance  of  the  King, 
Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach. 
In  fhadow  of  fuch  greatnefs?  With  you.  Lord  Bifliopi 
It  is  even  fo.     Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpokcn. 
How  deep  you  were  within  the  Books  of  Heav*n? 
To  us,  the  Speaker  in  his  Parliament; 
To  us,  the  imagine  Voice  of  Heat-n  it  fdt \ 
The  ver^  Opener,  and  InteUigcnctt 
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Between  the  Grace>  the  Sanftities  of  Heaven, 
And  our  dull  workings.     O,  who  (hall  believe* 
But  you  mifufe  the  reverence  of  your  Place, 
Bmploy  the  Countenance  and  Grace  of  Heav'n^ 
As  a  faife  Favourite  doth  his  Prince's  Nanoe* 
In  Deeds  difhonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up> 
Under  the  counterfeited  Zeal  of  Heav'n, 
,The  Subjeds  of  Heav  n's  Subftitute,  my  Father, 
Aild  both  againft  the  Peace  of  Heav'n>  and  him,    ^ 
Have  here  up-fwarmed  them. 

Tork*  Good  my  Lord  of  Lancajler^ 
I  am  not  here  againft  your  Father's  Peace: 
.But>  as  I  told  my  Lord  of  Wsftmorlandy 
The  time,  mif-order'd,  doth  in  common  Senfe 
Crowd  us,  and  cru(h  us,  to  this  monftrous  Fonx), 
To  hold  our  fafety  up,     I  fent  your  Grace 
The  Parcels  and  Particulars,  of  our  Grief, 
The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  {hov'd  from  the  Court : 
Whereon  this  Hj/draSon  of  War  is  born, 
Whofe  dangerous  Eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep. 
With  grant  of  our  moft  juu  and  right  defire ; 
And  true  Obedience,  of  this  Madnefs  cur'd. 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  Majefty. 

Mow.  If  nor,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  Fortunes 
To  the  laft  Man. 

Hafi.  And  though  we  here  fall  down. 
We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  Attempt : 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  (hall  fecond  them. 
And  fo,  fuccefs  of  mifchief  ihall  be  born. 
And  Heir  from  Heir  (hall  hold  this  Quarrel  up. 
Whiles  England  (hall  have  Generation. 

Lan.  You  are  too  (hallow,  Hajiings^ 
Much  too  (hallow. 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

Wefi.  Pleafeth  your  Grace,  to  anfwer  them  direAIy, 
How  far-fortb  you  do  like  their  Articles  ? 

Lan.  I  like  ttiem  all,  and  do  allow  them  well: 
And  fwear  here,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Blood, 
My  Father's  purpofes  have  been  miflxxik. 
And  fome,  about  him,  have  too  lavi(hly  , 
WreAcd  bis  Mcwng  and  Authotity  * 


My  Lord,  thefe  Griefs  (haU  be  with  fpeed  redreft  ; 
Upon  my  Life,  they  fliall.    If  this  may  pleafe  ypu, 
Difcharge  your  Powers  unto  their  feffend  Counties* 
As  me  will  ours;  and  here  between  the  Armies^ 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  andembracet 
That  all  their  Eyes  may  bear  thofe  Tokens  home. 
Of  our  reftored  Love  and  Amity. 

Tark,.  I  take  your  Princely  word,  for  thefe  redreflcs. 
^    Lan.'l  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  roy  word; 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  -Grace. 

Hafi.  Go  Captain,  and  deliver  to  the  Army 
This  News  of  Peace;  let  them  have  Pay,  and  part: 
I  know  it  will  well  pleafe  them. 

Hie  thee.  Captain.  [£Ar// Colevilcw 

Tork*  To  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  Wefim9rUnd. 
Wefi.  i  pledge  your  Grace: 
And  if  you  knew  what  pains  I  have  beftow*d. 
To  breed  this  prefent  Peace, 
You  would  drink  freely ;  but  my  Love  to  ye 
Shall  Ihew  it  felf  niore  openly  hereafter. 
York:  I  do  not  doubt  you. 
Wefi.  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  Lord,  and  gentle  Coufin  Ai/wbrdjl 

Mmv.  You  wilh  me  Health  in  very  happy  Seafon, 
For  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  ill. 

Torkz  Againft  ill  Chances  Men  are  ev^r  merry. 
But  Heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  Event. 

Weft.  Therefore  be  merry,  Coz,  fince  fudden  SorroMr 
Serves  to  fay  thus;  fonac  good  thing  comes  to  morrow* 
Torkz  Believe  me,  I  am  paffing  light  in  Spirit. 
Mirw.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own!  Rule  be  true. 
Lan.  The  word  of  Peace  is  rendered;  hark  how  they 
(hour. 
Mew.  This  bad  been  chearful  after  Vi(2ory. 
Tork^  A  peace  is  of  the  Nature  of  a  Conqucft.; 
For  then  both  Parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd. 
And  neither  Party  lofer. 
Lan.  Go,  my  Lord, 
And  let  ©ur  Army  be  difcharged  too.  [Exiu^^^ 

And,  jood  my  Lord>  fo  pleafe  you^  Vet  out  *tt^^% 
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March  by  us,  that  we  may  Perufe  the  Men, 
We  fhould  have  cop'd  withal. 

Bfjh.  Go,  good  Lord  H^Jlings^: 
And  e'er  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by.  [ExitHoO:. 

Lan.  I  trUft,  Lords,  we  (hall  to  night  lye  together. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 
Now  Coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  Army  ftill? 

Wefi*  The  Leaders,  having  Charge  from  you  to  ftand. 
Will  not  go  oflF  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 

Lan.  They  know  their  Duties. 

Enter  HaftingjS. 

Hafi.  Our  Army  is  difpers'd: 
Like  Youthful  Steers  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  Courfe 
Eaft>  Weft,  North,  South  :  Or  like  a  School  broke  up. 
Each  hurries  towards  his  Home,  and  fporting  Place. 

Wefi.  Good  Tidings,    my  Lord  HaftingSy  for  the  which 
I  do  arreft  thee.  Traitor,  of  High  Treafon : 
And  you  Lord  Arch-bifhop,  and  you  Lord  Mowbraj, 
.Gf  Capital  Treafon,  I  attach  you  both. 

Moiv.  Is  this  Proceeding  juft  and  honourable? 

Weft.  Is  your  Aflembly  fo  ? 

Tork*  Will  you  thus  break  your  Faith  ? 

Lan.l  pawn'd  you  none: 
I  promis'd  you  Redrefs  of  thefe  fame  Grievances 
Whereof  you  did  complain;  which  by  mine  Honour, 
I  will  perform,  with  a  moft  Chriftian  Care. 
But  for  you,  Rebels,  looktotafte  the  Due 
Meet  for  Rebellion,  and  fuch  Afts  as  yours. 
Moft  fliallowly  did  you  thefe  Arms  commence. 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  fooliftily  fent  hence. 
Strike  up  our  Drums,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftrayi 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  have  fafely  fought  to  Day. 
Some  guard  thefe  Traitors  to  the  Block  of  Death," 
Treafons  true  Bed,  and  yielder  up  of  Breath.         [Exeuntl 

Enter  Falftaffc  and  Colevile. 

Fal.  What's  your  Name,  Sir  ?  Of  what  Confideration  are 
you?  And  of  what  place,  I  pray? 

CoL  I  am  a  Knighr,  Sir: 
And  my  Name  is  Colevile  of  the  Dale. 

FdL  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  Name,  a  Knight  is  your 
Degree^   and  your  Place>  t\\e  Dik.    CoU'uiU  *L^ll  ftill  be 
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your  Name,  a  Traitor  your  Degree,  and  the  Dungeon  your 
Place,  a  place  deep  enough:  So  fliall  you  ftill  be  CoUviUx£ 
the  Dale. 
.     Cole.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falfiuff? 

Fal.  As  good  a  Man  as  he,  Sir,  who  e'er  I  am:  Do  yc 
yield.  Sir,  or  (hall  I  fweatfor  you?  If  Ido  fwear,  they  arc 
the  drops  of  thy  Lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  Death, 
therefore  rowze  up  Fear  and  Trembling,  and  do  obfervancc 
to  my  Mercy. 

CoU.  I  think  you  are  Sir3^<?/;;;f4^^^andin  that  thought 
yield  me. 

FaL  I  have  a  whole  School  of  Tongues  in  this  Belly  of 
mine,  and  not  a  Tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other  word 
but  my  Name:  And  I  had  but  a  Belly  of  any  indifFerency, 
I  were  fimply  the  moft  adive  Fellow  in  Enrope  :  My 
Womb,  my  Womb,  ray  Wgmb  undoes  me.  Here  comes  our 
-General. 

Enter  Prince  Jdlm  ofL^nc^iktXAnd  Weftmorland. 

Lan.  The  Heat  is  paft,  follow  no  farther  now. 
Call  in  the  Powers,  good  Coufin  Wejlmorland.   [Exit  Wefi* 
Now  Falfiaffy  where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thefe  tardy  Tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  Life, 
One  time  or  other,  break  fome  Callow's  Back. 

FaU  I  would  be  forry,  my  Lord,  but  it  fhould  be  thus: 
I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward  of 
Valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  Swallow,  an  Arrow,  or  a  Bul- 
let? Have  h  in  my  poor  and  old  Motion,  the  expedition  of 
Thought  ?  I  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very  extremeft  Inch 
of  Poffibility.  I  have  foundred  ninefcore  and  odd  Poftss 
And  here.  Travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have,  in  my  piire  and 
immaculate  Valour,  taken  Sir  John  Colcvile  oi  tht  Dale,  a 
moft  furious  Knighr,  and  valorous  Enemy:  But  what  of 
that?  He  faw  me,  and  yielded;  that  I  may  juft!y,  fay  with 
the  hook-nos'd  Fellow  of  Rome^  I  came,  faw,  and  over- 
came. 

Lan.  It  was  more  of  his  Courtefie,  than  your  Deferving. 

FaL  I  know  not;    here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him;    arid 
I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  bcok'd  with  the  reft  of  this 
days  deeds;  or,    I  fwear,    I  will  have  it  ii:v  ^  ^^\x\ocs^^% 
Ballad,  with  mine  own  Piflure  ot\  t\\^  to^  o^  V^^  CoVe'uWe 
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kiffing  my  foot :  To  the  which  courfe,  if  I  be  cnforc'd,  if 
you  do  not  all  (hew  like  gilt  two-pencei  to  Ijie;  and  I,  in 
the  clear  Sky  of  Fame*  o*er-lhine  you  as  much  as  the  full 
Moon  doth  the  Cynders  of  the  Element,  which  fhew  like 
Pins  Heads  to  her,  believe  not  the  word  of  the  Noble ;  there- 
fore let  me  have  right,  and  let  Defert  mount. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  heavy  too  mount. 

FaL  Let  it  (hine  then. 

Laft.  Thine's  too  thick  to  ftiine, 

FaL  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  Lord>  that  may  do 
me  good,   and  call  it  what  you  will. 

Lan.  Is  thy  Name  CoUvile  f 

Cole.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Lan.  A  famous  Rebel  art  thou,  ColeviU. 

FaL  And  a  famous  true  Subje&  took  him. 

Cole.  1  am>  my  Lord,  but  as  my  Betters  are. 
That  led  me  hither;   had  they  been  rul'd  by  me. 
You  fhould  have  won  them  dearer  thait  you  have. 

FaL  I  know  i^ot  how  they  fold  themfelves;  but  thou» 
like  a  kind  Fellow,  gav'ft  thy  felf  away ;  and  I  thank  thee^ 
for  thee. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

,LaH.  Have  you  left  purfuit? 

Wefi.  Retreat  is  made,  and  Execution  ilay'd* 

La».  Send  Colevile,  with  his  Confederates, 
To  Torkji  ^o  prefcnt  Execution. 
Slunt^  lead  him  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure* 

[Exit  Colevile» 
And  nowdifpatch  we  toward  the  Court,  my  l^ords; 
I  hear  the  King,  my  Father,  is  fore  fick ; 
Our  News  fhall  go  before  us  to  his  Majefty, 
Which>  Coufin*   you  fhall  bear,  to  comfort  him : 
And  we  with  fobcr  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

FaL  My  Lord,  Ibefeechyou,  give  me  leave  to  go  through 
Glocefierjhire\  and  when  you  come  to  Court,  ftand  my  good 
Lord,  'pray,  in  your  good  report. 

Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Falfiaff\  I,  in  my  condition. 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you,  than  you  deferve.  \Exlu 

FaL  I  would  you  had  but  the  Wit ;  'twere  better  than 
your  Dukedome.  Good  faith,  this  fame  young  ibber- 
blooded  Boy  doth  not  love  me,   not  ^  M.%ia  cannot  mdse 
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him  laugh;  but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  fto  Wine.  There's 
never  any  of  thefe  demure  Boys  come  to  any  proof ;  for  thin 
drink  d6th  fo  OV^f-cool  their  blood,  and  ftiaking  lAany  t^iih- 
Meals^  that  they  fall  into  a  kind  of  MtleGreen-ficknefs;  aAd 
then,  when  they  marry,  they  get  Wenches.  They  are  ge- 
nerally Fools,  and  Cowards ;  which  fome  of  us  (hould  hb 
too,  but  for  inflammation.  AgoodSherris*Sackhatha  tWe*- 
fold  Operation  in  it;  it  afcends  me  into  the  Brain,  dri«s  me 
there  all  the  fooliih,  and  dull,  and  crudy  Vapours,  whixrh 
environ  it;  makes  it  apprehend ve,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of 
nimble,  fiery,  and  delegable  Shipes ;  which  deiiver'd  o^er 
to  the  Voyce,  the  Tongue,  which  is  the  Birth^  becomes 
excellent  Wit.  The  fecond  property  of  yout  excellent  Sher* 
ris,  is,  the  warming  of  the  blood;  which  before,  coId^Md 
fettled,  left  the  LiVer  white  and  pale;  which  i$  the  Badge 
of  Pufillanimity,  and  Cowardice;  but  the Sherris  warms  it, 
and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards,  td  the  Parts  extremei 
it  illuminateth  the  Face,  which,  as  a  Beacon,  giVes  warning 
to  all  the  refi  of  this  little  Kingdom,  Man^  to  arm;  aiid 
then  the  Viral  Commoners,  and  inland  petty  Spirits,  mufter 
mt  all  to  their  Captain,  the  Heart ;  who  great,  and  puft  lip 
with  his  Retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  Courage  ;  and  this  Va- 
lour comes  of  Sherris^  So  that  Skill  in  the  Wea{>on  is  n^ 
thing,  without  Sack,  for  that  fets  it  a  work ;  and  LetrAing  a 
meer  Hoard  of  Gold,  kept  by  a  Devil,  till  Sack  comnlences 
it,  and  fets  it  in  Ad,  and  ufe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince 
Harry  is  valiant ;  for  the  cold  Blood  he  did  naturally  inherit 
of  his  Father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  fleril,  and  bare  Lind,  ma* 
nured^  husbanded,  and  till'd,  with  excellent  endeavout  of 
drinking  good  and  good  flore  of  fertil  Shetris,  that  he  is 
become  very  hor,  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufand  Sons, 
the  firfl  Principle  I  would  teach  them,  (hould  betofbrfweat 
thin  Potations,  and  to  addid  themfelves  to  Sack* 

Eftfer  Bardolph.  ' 
How  now,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  The  Army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gonr* 
FaL  Let  them  go ;  111  through  Gl^cefierjbirt^znd  there  will 
I  vifit  Mafler  Robert  Shallow^  Efquire :  I  have  him  already 
tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thusftU  and  fliortly 
wiB  I  feal  with  him.    Come  away.  \TE.xtw«fc^ 

Voz.  in.  U 
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S  C  E  N  E    11. 

£»rer  Xi'Mg  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  audGlouccRet. 

K.  Henry.  Now  Lords,  if  Heav'n  doth  give  fucccfsful  end 
To  this  Debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors. 
We  will  our  Youth  lead  on  to  higher  Fields, 
And  draw  no  Swords,  but  what  are  fanftifi'd. 
Our  Navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  Power  colle&cd. 
Our  Subftitutes*  in  abfence,  well  invefted. 
And  every  thing  lyes  level  to  our  wifli ; 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ftrength : 
And  pawfc  us,  till  thefe  Rebels,  now  a-foor. 
Come  underneath  the  Yoak  of  Government. 

tVar.  Both  which  we  doubt  not^  but  your  Majefty 
Shall  foon  enjoy, 

K,  Henrj.  Humphry,  my  Son  of  Gloucefter^   where  is  the 
Prince  your  Brother  ? 

Glo.  I  think  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  Lord,  at  Windf$r. 
Kk  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 
Gloi  I  do  not  know,  my  Lord. 

K.  Henr).  Is  not  his  Brother,r/7PW4iof  CUr^c^,  with  him? 
Glo.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  is  in  prefence  here. 
CUr.  What  would  my  Lord  and  Father  ? 
K.  Henry.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence^ 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince,  thy  Brother  ? 
He  loves  thee,   and  thoudo'ft  ncgleft  him,  Thomas; 
Thou  hafra  better  place  in  his  Affedion 
Than  all  thy  Brothers :  Cherifh  it,  my  Boy, 
And  Noble  Offices  thou  may'ft  effed 
Of  Mediation,  after  I  am  dead. 
Between  his  Greatnefs,  and  thy  other  Brethren,' 
Therefore  omit  him  not;    blunt  not  his  LovCj^ 
Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  Grace, 
By  feeming  cold  or  carelefs  of  his  will. 
For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferv'd : 
He  hath  a  Tear  for  Pity,  and  a  Hand 
Open  as  Day,  for  melting  Charity : 
Yet  notwithftanding,  being  incensed,  he's  Flint, 
As  humorous  as  Winter,  and  as  fuddcn 
As  Flaws  congealed  in  the  Spring  of  day. 
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His  Temper  therefore  muft  be  well  obferv'd : 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 

When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclined  to  mirth: 

But  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope> 

Till  that  his  paflions/  like  a  Whale  on  ground. 

Confound  themfclvjes  with  working.     Learn  this,  ThomAs^ 

And  thou  Ihalt  prove  a  ShelteJr  to  thy  Friends, 

A  Hoop  of  Gold  to  bind  thy  Brothers  ini 

That  the  united  Veffel  of  their  Blood, 

Mingled  with  Venom  of  Suggeftion, 

As  force,  perforce,  the  Age  will  pour  it  iri. 

Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 

As  jiconitumy  or  ra(h  Gun-powder. 

CUr.  I  (hall  obferve  him  with  all  care  and  love, 

K.  Henry.  Why  artthou  not  at  Windfor  with  him,  Thomas  I 

Clar.  He  is  not  there  tb  day;    he  dines  in  Londoh. 

K  Henrj.  And  how  accompanied?  Can'ft  thou  tell  that? 

G^ir.  With  Poinsy  and  other  his  continual  Followers. 

K.  Henry.  Mod  fubjed  is  the  fatteft  Soil  to  Weeds: 
And  He,  the  Noble  Image  of  my  Youth, 
1$  over-fpread  with  them;  therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  it  fclf  beyond  the  hour  of  Death. 
The  blood  weeps  from  imy  heart,  when  I  d6  ftiape. 
In  forms  imaginary,  th'  unguided  Days, 
And  rottcii  Time?,   that  yoU  Ihall  look  upon. 
When  I  am  fleeping  with  riiy  Ancieftors. 
For  when  his  head-ftrong  Riot  h^th  no  Curb, 
When  Rage  and  hot  Blood  are  his  Counfelldrs, 
When  Means  and  lavifti  Mannen  meet  together. 
Oh,  with  what  Wings  (hall  his  AflFeftions  fly 
Tow'rds  fronting  Peri),  and  oppos'd  decay  ? 

War.  My  gracious  Lord,  you  look  beyond  him  ijuite  : 
The  Prince  but  ftudies  his  Companions,    ^ 
Like  a  ftrange  Tongue  i  wherein,  to  gain  the  Lariguage^ 
*Tis  needful,  that  the  moft  immodeft  word 
Be  Iook*d  upoli,  and  learned;  which  once  attained, 
Vour  Highnefs  knows,    comes  to  no  farther  ufe, 
Buttobeknown,  and  bated.     So,  like  grofsteini'. 
The  Prince  will^  in  the  perfednefs  of  time, 
Caft  off  his  Followers  {  and  their  Memory 
Shall  ^15  9  Pattern^  or  a  Meafure  live. 
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By  which  his  Grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  otherSy 
Turning  paft  Evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Henry.  ^Tisfcldom^  when  the  Bee  doth  leave  her  Comb 
In  the  dead  Carrion* 

Enter  Weftmorland. 
Who's  here?  Wefimorland? 

Wefi.  Health  to  my  Soveraign^  and  new  happinefs 
Added  to  that,  that  I  am  to  deliver. 
Prince  John,  your  Son,  doth  kifs  your  Grace's  hand : 
Aiowhray^  the  Bilhop,  Scroops  Hafiings^   and  all,^      ^ 
Are  brought  to  the  Correftion  of  your  Law ; 
There  is  not  now  aKebel's  Sword  unfheath'd, 
But  Peace  puts  forth  her  Olive  every  where  : 
The  manner  how  this  Adion  hath  been  born. 
Here,  at  more  leifure,  may  your  Highnefs  read^ 
With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K.  Henry.  CXWefimarland,  thou  art  a  Summer  Bird, 
Which  ever,  in  the  haunch  of  Winter,  Cngs 
The  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harecourt. 
.Look,  here's  more  News. 

Hare.  From  Enemies  Hcav*n  keep  your  Maj eft y; 
And  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall, 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  oh 
The  Earl  of  Northumherlandy  and  the  Lord  Bardolf, 
With  a  great  Power  of  Englijb^  and  of  Scots^ 
Are  by  the  Sheriff  of  Tor^/hire  overthrown  : 
The  manner,  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 
This  Packet,  pleafe  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K.Henry,  And  wherefore  (hould  thefe  good  News 
Make  me  fick? 

Will  Fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full. 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouleft  Letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  Stomach,  and  no  Food, 
Such  are  the  Poor,    in  health;  or  elfe  a  Feafi', 
And  takes  away  the  Stomach;  fuch  are  the  Rich| 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  nor. 
I  fhould  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  News, 
And  now  my  Sight  Fails,  and  my  Brain  is  giddy. 
O  me,  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill* 
^^«  Comfort  your  Majefiy* 
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CU.  oh,  my  Royi!  Father. 

Wefi.  My  Soveraign^ord,  chear  up  your  felf,  look  up. 

War.  Be  patient.  Princes;  you  do  know,  thefe  Fits 
Are  with  his  Highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  frcnn  him,  give  him  Air: 
HtfH  ftraight  be  weH. 

CU.  No  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out;  thefe  Pangs, 
Th'inceffant  care,  and  labour  of  his  Mind, 
Hath  wrought  the  Mure,  that  (hould  confine  it  in. 
So  thin,that  Life  looks  through,and  will  break  out,  i 

Glo.  The  People  fear  rac ;  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfathcr'd  Heir?,  and  loathly  Births  of  Nature: 
The  Seafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  Year 
Mad  found  feme  Months  aflcep,  and  leaped  them  over.  ' 

CU.  The  River  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between ; 
And  the  old  folk.  Time's  doating  Chronicles, 
Say  it  did  fo,  a  little  time  before 
That  our  Grand-fire  Edward  fick'd,  and  dy'd.. 

War.  Speak  lower,  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers. 

Gh.  This  Apoplexy  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K»  Henry.  I  pray  yoti  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  fome  other  Chamber :  foftjy,  'pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noifemade,  my  gentle  Frrenrffr 
Unlefs  fome  dull  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whifper  Mufick  to  my  weary  Spirit. 

War.  Call  for  the  Mufick  in*  the  other  Room. 

K.  Henrj.  Set  me  the  Crown  upon  my  Pillow  here. 

CU.  His  Eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War.  Lefs  noife,  lefs  noife. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  CUrence  f 

CU.  I  am  here.  Brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 

P.  Henry.  How  now?   Rain  within  doorSt   and  nonet^ 
broad  {  How  doth  the  King  ? 

Glo.  Exceeding  ilf. 

P.  Henrj.  Heard  he  the  good  News  yet? 
Tell  it  him. 

Glo.  He  alter'd  mucfa^  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Henry.  If  he  be  fide  with  Joy, 
He*0  recover  without  Phyfick. 
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If^ar.  N'>t  fo  much  noife,  ray  Lords, 
Sweet  Prince,  Ipeak  low. 
The  King,  your  Father,  is  difpos'd  lo  flecp. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  Roora. 

War.  Wirt  pie Jfe  yoar  Grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

P.  Henry.  No;  I  will  fit,  and  watch  here  by  the  Kin^, 
Why  dotl^  the  Crown  lye  there,  upon  his  Pillow,  [^Exennt  M 
Being  fo  troiiblefome  a  Bed-fcUow  ?  but  P.  Henry. 

O  polifti'd  Perturbation  !  Golden  Care  f 
That  keep'ft  the  Ports  of  flumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  Night :  Sleep  with  it  nowj 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fwect, 
As  he  whofe  Brow,  with  homely  Biggen  bound. 
Snores  out  the  Watch  |of  Night.     O  MajeftyJ 
When  thou  do'ft  pinch  thy  Bearer,  thou  do*ft  fit 
Like  a  rich  Armor,  worn  in  heat  of  day. 
That  fcald'ft  with  fafety;  by  his  Gates  of  breath. 
There  lyes  a  downy  Feather,  which  ftirs  not  •. 
Did  he  fufpire,    that  light  and  weightlefs  Down 
Perforce  muft  move.  My  gracious  Lord  I  my  Father ! 
Thjs  (leep  is  found  indeed;  this  is  a  deep. 
That  from  this  Golden  Rigol  hath  divorc'd 
So  many  Endijh  Kings.     Thy  due  from  me. 
Is  Tears,  and  heavy  Sorrows  of  the  Blood, 
Which  Nature,  Love,  and  filial  Tenderne/s 
Shall,  O  dear  Father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly. 
My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  Imperial  Crown, 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place,  and  blood, 
Derives  it  felf  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  fits, 
Which  Heav*n  (hall  guard : 
And  put  the  World's  whole  ftrength 
Into  one  Gyant  Arm,  it  fhall  not  force 
This  Lineal  Honour  fronii  me.    This,  from  thee, 
\Vftl  I  to  mine  leave,  As  *tis  left  to  me.  [^*^^» 

Enter  Waiwick,   Cloucefter,  and  Clarence. 

K.  Henry.  Warwick!  GloHCefier!  Qarence! 

Cla.  Doth  the  King  call  ? 

War.  What  would  your  Majefty?  how  fares  your  Grace? 

K.  Henry.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  Lords  / 

Cl/t.  We  left  the  Prini^e,  my  Brpiher,  here,  my  Li<^c; 
Wlio  undertook  to  fit  and  >k  a^icVv  b^  -jovi*  * 
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.  K^Henrj.  The  Princeof??^/^/ where ishclletmefechiifir 

War.  The  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 

Glo.  He  came  not  through  the  Chamber  wkere  we  fiaid. 

K.  Henoj.  Where  is  the  Crown  ?    who  toolc  it  from  my 
PiUowf' 

flF^r.  When  we  with-drew,  my  Liege,  we  left  it  h^re. 

K.  Henry.  The  Prince  hath  ta*en  it  nence : 
<5o  feek  him  out. 

Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 
My  flecp,    my  death  ?    Find  him,    mjr.Lord  of  Warwic^^ 
Chide  him  hither;   this  part  of  his  conjoins 
With  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See,  Sons, .  what  things  you  are: 
How  quickly  Nature  falls  into  revolt. 
When  Gold  becomes  her  ObjeS  ? 
For  this,  the  foolifti  over-careful  Fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleeps  with  thought. 
Their  brains  with  care,  their  bones  with  induftry. 
For  this,  they  have  engroffed  and  pil'd  up 
The  cankerM  heaps  of  llrange-atchievM  Gold: 
For  this,  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invefl- 
Their  Sons  wit|h  Art,  and  Martial  Exercifes: 
When,  like  the  Be^,  culling  from  every  Flower 
The  virtuous  Sweets,  our  Thighs  packt  with  Way, 
Our  Mouths  with  Honey,  we  bring  it  to  the  Hive ; 
And  like  the  Bees,  are  murthered  for  our  pains. 
This  bitter  ta(le  yield  his  Engrofiments 
To  the  ending  Father. 

Enter  Warwick. 
Now  where  is  he,  that  will  not  (lay  fo  long. 
Till  his  friend's  fickncfs  hath  determined  me  ? 

War.  My  Lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  Room* 
Wafliing  with  kindly  Tears  his  gentle  Cheeks, 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour,  in  great  forrow. 
That  Tyranny,  which  never  quafft  but  blood. 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  wa(h*d  his  Knife 
With  gentle  Eye-drops.    He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Henrjf  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Lb,  where  he  comes.  .tCome  hither  to  m^^  Haty^j^  -. 

tfcawt  the  Ch^mhcr^  leave  us  here  iVotv^*  ^^^ll 

\3    A  -p.klwT 
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p.  Henrj.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

X".  Henrj.  Thy  wifli  was  Father,  Harrj^  to  that  thought : 
I  ftav  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Do'ft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  Chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  Inveft  thee  with  my  Honours, 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  fooliih  youth  / 
Thou  feek'ft  the  Greatnefs,  that  will  over-whelm  thee  : 
Stay  but  a  little;  for  my  Cloud  of  Dignity 
Is  held  from  falling,   with  fo  weak  a  wind. 
That  it  will  quickly  drop ;  my  Day  is  dim. 
Thou  haft  ftoln  that,  which  after  fome  few  hours 
Were  thine,  without  o£Fence;   and  at  my  death 
Thou  haft  feal'd  up  my  Expeftation. 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,  thou  lov'dft  me  not. 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  alfur'd  of  it* 
Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  Daggers  in  thy  thoughts. 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart. 
To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life. 
What !  can'ft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
,Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  Grave  thy  felf. 
And  bid  the  merry  Bells  ring  to  thy  ear. 
That  thou  art  Crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead ; 
Let  all  the  Tears,  that  ftiould  bedew  my  Herfc^ 
Be  drops  of  Balm,  to  fan Aifie  thy  Head : 
Only  compound  me  with  forgottten  duft ; 
Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  Worms : 
Pluck  down  my  Officers,  break  my^ Decrees; 
For  now  a  time  is  come,  to  mock  at  Form. 
Henrj  the  Fifth  is  Crown'd  i  Up  Vanity, 
Down  Royal  State  2  All  you  fage  CoufeUors  hence : 
And  to  the  EngUjh  Court,  aflfemble  npw 
From  ev'ry  Region,  Apes  of  idlenefs. 
No\^  Neighbour-CoQfines,  purge  you  of  your  Scum  1 
Have  you  a  Ruffian  that  willfwear?  drink?  dance? 
Revel  the  night?  rob?  murder?  and  coounit 
The  oldeft  fins,  the  neweft  kinds  of  ways? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more: 
England  (hzW  double  gild  his  trebble  guilr. 
England  (hill  give  him  Office,  Honour,  Might: 
For  thfi  Fifth  Ifarrjy  fromcurb'd  Licence  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  Reftraint,  and  t\i^  Hi\Mi  Boa 
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Shall  flefli  his  Tooth  in  every  InoocCDt. 

0  my  poor  King^oip,  Qck  with  civil  Bio ws. 
When  that  my  Care  could  not  with*  hold  thy  Riots* 
What  wilt  thou  doi  when  Riot  is  ^hy  Care? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  Wildernffs  again,\ 
Peopled  with  Wolves,  thy  old  Inhabitants* 

P.  Henry,  O  pardon  me,  my  Liege^      [Kns^ling^ 
But  for  my  Tears, 
The  moft  Iippedimentu  unto  my  Speech, 

1  had  fore-ftaird  this  dear  and  deep  rct^uke. 

E'er  you,  with  Grief,  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard  / 

The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.  There  is  your  Crown, 

And  he  that  wears  the  Crown  immortally. 

Long  guard  it  yours;  if  I  afFed  it  more, 

Than  as  your  Honour,  and  as  your  ReniDwn^ 

Let  me  no  more  from  this  Obedience  rife. 

Which  my  moft  true  and  inward  dutious  Spirit 

Teacheth  this  proftrate  and  €;xterior  bending* 

Heav'n  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 

And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Majefty, 

How  cold  it  ftruck  my  Heart.     If  I  do  feign, 

0  let  me,  in  my  prefent  wJldnefi,  dk^ 

And  never  live,  to  (hew  th  mcrcdujous  Woirld* 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed. 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead^ 
^And  dead  almoft,  my  Liege«  to  think  you  were) 

1  fpake  unto  the  Crown,  as  having  fenfc, 

And  thus  upbraided  it.  The  care  on  thee  depending. 

Hath  fed  upon  the  Body  of  my  Father, 

Therefore,  thou  beft  of  Gold  art  wotft  of  GoM. 

Other,  lefs  fine  in  Carrat,  is  more  precious, 

Prefcrving  life,  in  Med'cine  potabfc : 

But  thou,  moft  fine,  moft  honoured,  moft  renown'd. 

Haft  eat  the  Bearer  up. 

Thus,  my  Royal  Liege, 

Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  Head, 

To  try  with  it,  as  with  an  Enemy, 

That  had  before  my  Face  murder*d  my  Father» 

The  Quarrel  of  a  true  Inheritor : 

But  if  it  did  infed  my  Blood  with  foy^ 

Of  fwelJ  my  Thoughts  to  any  ftxaiu  o£  ^t\dt^ 
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If  any  Rebel,  or  vain  Spirit  of  mine. 

Did,  with  the  Icaft  AflFedion  of  a  Welcome, 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  ot  it> 

Let  Heav*n  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  Head, 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  VafTal  is, 

,Tbat  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it* 

IC  Henry.  O  my  Son  \ 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence. 
That  thou  might'ft  join  the  more,  thy  Father's  love. 
Heading  fo  wifeJy,  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither  Harrjy  fit  thou  by  my  Bed, 
And  bear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  Counfel 
That  ever  I  fliall  breath,   Hcjtv'n  knows,  my  Son, 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indireft  crookM-ways 
I  met  this  Crown;  and  I  my  felf  know  well 
How  troublcfome  it  fate  upon  my  Head. 
To  thee,  it  fhall  defcend  with  better  Quiet, 
Better  Opinion,  better  Confirmation: 
For  all  the  Soil  of  the  Atchievmcnt  goes 
With  me,  pito  the  Earth.     It  feem'd  in  me. 
But  as  an  Honour  friatch'd  with  boiftVous  Hand, 
And  I  bad  many  living,  to  upbraid 
My  gain  of  it,  by  their  Affiftances, 
Which  daily  grew  to  Qjiarrel,  and  to  Blood-ftiec^* 
Wounding  fuppofed  Peace.     All  thefe  bold  Fears, 
Thou  feelt,  with  peri!,  I  have  anfwered : 
For  all  my  Reign  haih  been  but  as  a  Scene 
Afting  that  Argument.  And  now  my  Death 
Changes  the  Mode:  For  what  in  me  was  purch^js'^d. 
Falls  upon  thee,  in  a  more  fairer  fort. 
So  thou  the  Garland  wear'ft  fucceffively; 
Yet,  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  fure,  than  I  could  do. 
Thou  art  nor  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  : 
And  all  thy  Friends,  which  thou  muft  make-thy  Friends, 
Have  but  their  Stings  and  Teeth,  newly  taken  out; 
By  whofe  fell  working,  I  was  firft  advanced. 
And  by  whofe  Power,  I  well  might  lodge  a  Fear 
To  be  again  difplac'd.    Which  to  avoids 
I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofc  now 
To  lestd  out  mzny  to  the  Holy  Land; 
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Left  reft,  and  lying  ftill,  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  unto  my  Staje.     Therefore,  my  Harrp 
Be  it  thy  Couife  to  bufie  giddy  Minds 
With  Foreign  Quarrels;  that  Adion,  hence  born  out. 
May  wafte  the  Memory  of  the  former  Days. 
More  would  I,  but  my  Lungs  are  wafted  fa. 
That  ftrength  of  Speech  is  utterly  deny?d  me. 
How  I  came  by  the  Crown,  O  Heaven  forgive : 
And  grant  it  may,  with  thee,  in  true  peace  live.' 

P.  tienrj.  My  gracious  Liege : 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me; 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  poffeffion  be ; 
Which  I,  with  more,  than  with  a  common  pain, 
•Gainft  all  the  World,  will  rightfully  maintain.    ' 

Enter  Lprd  John  ^/  Lancaftcr  snd  Warwick. 
K.Henrj.  Look,  look, 
Hcr€  comes  my  John,  of  Lancafier : 

Ldn.  Health,  Peace  and  Happinefs 
To  my  Rpyal  Father: 

k.  Henry.  Th©u  bring'ft  me  Happinefs,  Son  Johnj 
But  Health,  alack,  wiiH  youthful  Wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  wither*d  Trunk.     Upon  thy  fight 
My  worldly  Bufin^fs  makes  a  Period. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Warwick}. 
P.  Henrj.  My  Lord  of  Warwiek^ 
K.  Henrj.  Doth  any  Name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  Lodging,  ivhere  I  fir  ft  did  fwoon  ? 
War,  'Tis  call'd  Jernfalemy  my  noble  Lord. 
K.Henrj.  Laud  be  to  Heav'n  : 
Even  there  my  Life  muft  end. 
It  hath  been  prophefy'd  to  me  many  Years, 
I  ftiould  not  die  but  in  Jerufalem  : 
Whicb^  vainly,  I  fuppos'd  the  Holy-Land. 
Bat  bear  me  to  that  Chamber,  there  I'll  lye: 
In  that  Jerufalem,  ihall  Harry dit.  {Exeunt^ 


AC^ 
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ACTV.     SCENE  1. 

Hunter  Shallow,  Sileoce,  FalftaflPf  BardolplH  P^g^y  ^^  Davy. 

ShaU  T>  Y  Cock  and  Pye  you  ftiall  not  away  to  Night. 
JP  What,  Dayjy  I  fay. 

FdL  You  mud  excufe  me,  Mafter  R9ben  ShalUji^, 

Shal.  I  will  not  excufe  you :  You  ihaH  noc  be  excufed.  Ex- 
cufes  fhall  not  be  admitted:  There  is  no  excufe  fliall  ferve  : 
You  fhall  not  be  excus'd, 
.Why  Davy. 

Davy.  Here,  Sir. 

ShaU  Davij  Davj^  Davy^  let  me  fee,  Davy^  let  niefce; 
William^Cooii^bid  him  come  hit her^-^ Sir ^^^A;',  you  fhall  not 
be  excus'd. 

Davj.  Marry,  Sir,  thus:  Thofe  Precepts  cannot  be  fervyj 
and  again.  Sir,  ihall  we  fow  the  head-land  with  Wheat  t 

Shal.  With  red  Wheat,  Davy.  But,  for  fTtUiam^  Cook ;  are 
there  no  young  Pidgeons  ? 

Davy.  Yea,  Sir. 
Here  is  now  the  Smith's  Note  for  Shooing, 
And  Plough-Irons. 

ShaL  Let  it  be  cafl:,  and  paid — Sir  J^hpf^  you  Ihall  not 
be  excus'd. 

Davy.  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  Bucket  muft  needs  be  had. 
And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  flop  any  of  VK'i/r4;ff's  Wages  about 
tb«  Sack  he  lofl  the  other  day  at  Hinckley  Fair? 

ShaL  He  (hall  anfwer  it. 
Some  Pigeons,  Davy^  a  couple  of  fhort-lepg*d  Mens ;.  a|omt 
of  Mutton,  and  any  pretty  little  tiny  Kickfhaws,  tell  WiOUim 
Cook. 

Davj.  Doth  the  Man  of  War  ftay  all  Night,  Sh  f 

Shal.  Yes^  Davy. 
I  will  ufe  Jhim  weJI.    A  Friend  i'th*  Conrt  is  better  than  a 
Penny  in  Purfe,     Ufe  his  Men  wcW^Davy,  for  they  are  arrant 
Knaves,  and  will  back-bite. 

Davy.  No  worfe  than  they  are  bitten.  Sir;  for  they  have 

marvellous  foul  Linnen^ 

.-• 

S^^A  Well  conceited)  2>W7.    About  thy  bufinefs^  Dm/. 
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X>avy.  I  befeech  you^  Sir, 
To  countenance  WiOUm  Fifiroi  W^ncot^  agiinft  Cltment  Perked 
oftheHilL 

ShaL  There  are  many  Complaints,  Davj^  againft  that  Fijor^ 
that  Fifirhzn  arrant  Knave,  on  my  knowledge. 

Davj.  I  grant  your  Wor(hip  that  he  is  a  Knave,  Sir;  but 
yet*  Heaven  forbid,  Sir,  but  a  Knave  (hould  have  fomecoun* 
tenance  at  his  Friends  requeft.  An  honeft  Man,  Sir,  is  able 
to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  when  a  Knave  is  not.  I  have  ferv'dyour 
Worftiip  truly,  Sii;,  thefe  eight  years;  and  if  I  cannot  once 
or  twice  in  a  Quarter  bear  out  a  Knave  againft  an  honeft  Maa^ 
I  have  but  a  very  little  credit  with  your  Worftiip,  The 
Knave  is  mine  honeft  Friend,  Sir,  therefore,  I  befeech  your 
Worftiip,  let  him  be  countenanc'd* 

ShaL  Go  too, 
I  fay  he  ftiall  have  no  Wrong :  Look  about,  Davj* 
Where  are  you.  Sir  John  ?  Come,  off  with  your  Boon* 
Give  me  your  Hand,  Mafter  Bardolph. 

.Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Wor (hip. 

SmL  I  thank  thee,  with  att  my  Heart,  kind  Mafter  B^- 
dolfhj  and  welcome,  my  tall  Fellow  t  [7i  the  Paga 

Come,  Six  John. 

FaL  ril  follow  you,  ^ood  Mafter  Robert  ShMltnv.  Buf'^ 
do^h^  look  to  our  Horfes.  If  I  were  faw'd  into  Quantities^ 
I  (hould  make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded  Hermites  Staves^ 
as  Mafter  Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  fee  the  fern- 
blable  Coherence  of  his  Mens  Spirits  and  his:  They,  byoB* 
ferving  of  him,  do  bear  themfelves  like  foolifti  Juftices :  He) 
by  converfing  with  them,  is  turned  intoa  Juftice-Iike  Serving- 
man.  Their  Spirits  are  fo  married  inConjundion  with  the 
Participation  of  Society,  that  they  flock  together  in  confenc 
like  fo  many  Wild^eefc.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  Mafter  Shal^ 
kw»  I  would  humour  his  Men  with  the  imputation  of  being 
near  their  Mafter.  If  to  his  Men^  I  would  curry  with  Ma- 
fter Shalkwy  that  no  Man  could  better  Command  his  Ser- 
vants. It  is  certain,  that  either  wife  bearing  or  ignoram  Car* 
riage  is  caught,  as  Men  take  Difeafes,  oire  of  another :  There- 
fore let  Men  take  heed  of  their  Company.  I  will  derife 
Matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow  to  keep  Prince  Henn  in 
contioual  Laughter,  the  wearing  out  of  fix  Fafivve^tvs^^'^ 
is  four  Tcrmy,  or  two  Adion^^  aivd  Vvc  ftvAWw^'^  ^v^  ^^ 
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tervallHms.     O,  it  is  much  that  a  Lie  with  a  flight  Oatli^ 
and  a  Jcft  with  a  fad  Brow^  will  do  with  a  Fellow  that  ne- 
ver had  the  Ache  in  his  Shoulders.     O  you  ihall  fee  him 
laugh,  '1111  his  Face  be  like  a  wet  Cloak  ill  laid  up, 
ShaU  S'xxjohn.  > 

FaL   I  come,  Mafter  Shdlow ;  I  comCj  Matter  ShaU$'w. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Lord  Chief  Jufi'M. 

War.  How  now,  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  whither  away? 

Ch.Jufi.  How  doth  the  King? 

^Nar.  Exceeding  well :  His  Cares] 
Are  now  all  ended. 

Ch.yujli  I  hope  not  dead^ 

War.  He's  v/alk'd  the  way  of  Nature, 
And,  to  our  Purpofes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.Jnft.  I  would  his  Majefty  had  call'd  me  with  him^ 
The  Service  that  I  truly  did  his'  Life 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  Injuries. 

War.  Indeed  I  think  the  young  King  loves  you  not, 

Ch.jHJl.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arm  my  fclf 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  ^he  Time, 
Which  cannot  look  more  liideoufly  upon  me^ 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafie. 
Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancefter,  Glouceftcr  and  Clarence^ 

War.  Here  comes  the  heavy  ifTue  of  dead  Harry : 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worft  of  thefc  three  Gentlemen : 
How  many  Nobles  then  (hould  hold  their  Places, 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  Spirits  of  vile  fort? 

CLJufi.  Alas,  I  fear  all  will  be  over-turn'd. 

Lan.  Good  morrow,  Coufin  IVarwicI^  good  morroW^ 

Glo.  Clar.  Good  morrow^  Coufin. 

Lan^,  We  meet  like  Men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak» 

War.  We  do  remember ;  but  our  Argument  \ 

Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us  heavyi  - 
^•^^*  /^ca«  be  with  us^  U&  ^^  bt  \vetv<k^% 
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Glp.  O,  good  roy  Lord,  you  have  loft  a  Friend  indeed : 
Anil,  I  dare  fwcar,  you  borrow  not  that  Face 
Of  feeming  Sorrow,  it  is  fure  yoUr  own. 

Lm.  Tho*  no  Man  be  aflur'd  what  Grace  to  find. 
You  Hand  in  coldeft  Expedation* 
I  am  the  forrier,  would  'twere  otherwife. 

CUJ  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  j^cj[?«j4/y?rf/' fair. 
Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  Quality. 

Ch.Jufi.  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour. 
Led  by  th' Imperial  Conduft  of  my  Soul, 
And  never  fliall  you  fee  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  foreftall'd  Remifllon. 
If  Troth  and  upright  Innocency  fail  me, 
ril  to  the  King,  my  Mafter,  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

War.  Here  comes  the  Prince. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Qs.  Jufi.  Good  morrow,  and  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty^ 

P.  Henry.Ttiis  new  and  gorgeous  Garment,  Majefty, 
Sits  not  fo  eaiie  on  me  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  Sadn^s  with  fome  Fear; 
This  is  the  Engltjh^  not  the  TurklPj  Court: 
Not  Amurah  an  Amur^h  fucceeds, 
But  Harrjj  Harry.  Yet  be  fad,  good  Brothers, 
For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you: 
Sorrow  fo  Royally  in  you  appearSj,. 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fafllion  on, 
And  weir  it  in  my  Heart.     Why  then  be  fad. 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  Brothers, 
Than  a  joint-burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  Heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  aflur'd, 
ril  be  your  Father  and  your  Brother  too: 
Let  me  but  bear  your  Love,  I'll  bear  your  Cares; 
But  weep  that  Harrf%  dead,  and  fo  will  I. 
But  Harry  Uves,  that  Ihall  convert  thofe Tears 
By  number,  into  hours  of  Happine/s. 

Lan.  &c.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  Majefly* 

P.Henry. Yqm  all  fook  ftrangcly  on  me;  and  you  moft. 
You  are,  I  think,  affur'd  I  love  you  not.         \To  the  0&.  y^fi* 

Qj.  Jufl.  I  am  aflufd,  if  I  be  meafur'd  rightly. 
Your  Majefty  hath  n(5  juft^aufe  tor  {latc  me. 
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p.  Henrj.  No  I  How  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  Hopes 
So  great  Indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ?  [forget 

What  {  Rate  f  Rebuke !  and  roughly  fend  to  Prilbn 
Th* immediate  Hfiirof  Englandl  Was  this  eafie? 
May  this  be  walh'd  in  Lethe^  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  Juft.  I  then  did  ufe  the  Perfow  of  your  Father ; 
The  Image  of  his  Power  lay  then  in  me, 
And,  inth'Adminiflration  of  hi$Law> 
Whiles  I  was  bufie  for  the  Common- wealthy 
Your  Highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  Place, 
The  Majelty  and  Power  of  Law  and  Juftice, 
The  Image  of  the  King,  whom  I  prefented. 
And  flruckme  in  my  very  Seat  of  Judgment : 
Whereon,  as  an  Offender  to  your  Father, 
J  gave  bold  way  to  my  Authority, 
And  did  commit  you.     If  the  Deed  were  ilJ, 
Be  you  contented*  wearing  now  the  Garland, 
To  have' a  Son,  fetyour  Decrees  at  naught  ? 
To  pluck  down  Juftice  from  your  awful  Bench? 
To  trip  the  courfe  of  Law,  aw  blunt  the  Sword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  fafcty  of  your  Perfon  ? 
K'ay,  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  moll  Royal  Image, 
And  mock  your  workings  in  a  fecond  Body  ? 
tjueflion  your  Royal  Thoughts,  make  the  caft  yours; 
lie  now  the  Father,  and  propofe  a  Son  .• 
Hear  your  own  Dignity  fo  much  prophan'd, 
iSi'c  your  mofl  dreadful  Laws  fb  loofely  flighted; 
Behold  your  felf  fo  by  a  Son  difd«in*d : 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part, 
Ardin  your  Power foft-filencing  your  Son: 
A'fer  this  cold  confiderance,  fentenceme  ; 
An  J,  as  you  area  King,  fpeak  in  your  State, 
What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  Place, 
Mv  Perfon,  or  my  Liege's  Sovereignty, 

P.  Henry.  You  are  right  Juftice,  and  you  weigh  tki^  well; 
Th  refore  ftiU  bear  the Ballaoce,  and  the  Sword: 
Ard  I  do  wifh  your  Honours  may  increafe^ 
*TiU  you  do  live  to  fee  a  Son  of  mine 
Off  nd  you,  and  obey  you,-  as  I  did : 
So  ihall  I  live  to  {peak  my  Father's  words. 
Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  Man  fo  bold^ 

•Wax. 
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That  dares  do  f  ufticc  on*  my  proper  Soa; 

Afld  no  lefs  happy  having  fuch  a  Son, 

That  would  deliver  up  his  greatoeft  fo  / 

Into  the  hands  of  Juftice*    You  did  conunit  me ; 

For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  Hand 

Th*  unftained  Sword  that  jou  have  us'd  to  hesLv^ 

Wkh  this  Remembrance^  that  you  ufe  the  fame 

With  the  like  bold,  jufl:  and  impartial  Spirit 

As  you  have  done  'gainft  ine«    There  is  my  Hand^ 

You  fliall  be  as  a  Father  to  my  Youth. 

My  Voice  (hall  (bund  as  you  do  prompt  mine£ar» 

And  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  Intents 

To  your  well  pradis'd  wife  Directions. 

And  Princes  all,  believe  me,  Ibefeech  you; 

My  Father  is  gone  wild  into  his  Grave* 

<For  in  his  Tomb  lye  my  Atfeftions^ 

And,  with  his  Spirit,  fraly  I  furvive^  1 

To  mock  the  Expedatidns  of  the  World  t ' 

To  fruftrate  Prophefiesb  and  to  race  out 

RottoB  Opinion,  who  htfth  w^  me  down 

After  my  feeming.    The  tide  of  Blood  in  me 

Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  Vanity  'dll  now. 

Now  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  Sea; 

Where  it  (hall  mingle  with  the  fiate  of  Floods      j 

And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  M4Jefty% 

Now  call  we  our  High  Court  of  Parliament 

And  let  us  chufe  fuch  Limbsof  noble  Counfel 

That  the  great  Body  of  our  State  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  beft  governed  Nation  | 

That  War  or  Peace^  or  both  at  once»  may  be 

As  thv3gs  acquainted  and  familiar  to  un^ 

In  which  you.  Father,  flaiall  have  fonopibft  Hand* 

Our  Coronation  done,  we  w  ill  accite 

(As  I  befort  rememhced^  dl  out  State, 

And  (Heaven  conligning  to  my  good  Intents) 

No  Prince,  nor  Peer,  (hall  have  juflicaufe  to  fay^* 

Heaven  (horten  Harry^s  happy  life  one  day%  [^ExmBti 

VouIlL  X  SGE.\S.^ 
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S  C  E  N  E    IIL 

Enter  FaIfta£F^  Shallow,  Silence,^  Bardolph,  Page^  and  t)zyy. 

ShaL  Nay,  you  (haU^fee  miqe  Orchard^  ;Where  in  an  Ar- 
bor we  will  eat  a  laft  Years  Pippin  of  my  own  graffiog,  with 
a  Diih  of  CarrawaySf  and  fo  forth :  Come,  Cdufin  SiUnce; 
and  then  to  Bed* 
FmL  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 
ShaL  Barren,  barren,  barren:  Beggars  all,  beggars  all.  Sir 
John :  Marry,  good  Air.  Spread  Vavj^  fpread  Davj  i.  Well 
hid^Davj. 

FaL  This  Davj  ferves  you  for  goodufes;  he  is  yourSer- 
vingman,  and  your  Husbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  Vai^let,  a  good  Varlet,  a  very  good  Varler, 
Sivjohni  I  have  drank  too  much  Sack  at  Supper.  A  good 
Varlet.    Now  fit  down,,  now  fit  down :  Come,  Coufin. 

Sil.  Ah,  Sirrah,  quoth-a. 
We  Jhalldo  nothing  b$u  eat,  and  maks£podChear^      ,  C^^ngiag. 
jlnd  fraife  Heaven  for  the  mef^  Tear; 
When  Flejh  is  chap  and  FemaUi  dear 9 
^And  lufiy  Lads  ream  here  and  there  i 
So  merrily^  and  ever  among  fi  n^ilj 9  &c.' 

Fal.  There's  a  merry  Heart,  good  Mafter  Silence.  Ill 
drink  your  health  for  that  anon. 
ShaL  Good  Mafter  Bardolph :  Some  wine,  Davj. 
Davj.  Sweet  Sir,  fit;  V\\  be  with  you  anon;  moft  fweet 
Sir,  fit.  Mafter  ^4^^,  fit .*  Good  Mafter P^r,  fit:  Preface. 
What  you  want  in  Meat  we'll  have  in  Drink;  but  you  beao 
the  Heart's  all. 

ShaL  Be*  merry^  Mafter  Bardolph^  and  my  little  Soldier 
there,  be  merry. 

SiL  [Singing.]  Be  merrjy  be  merrjy  my  Wife  has  all,    . 
For\Women  are  Shrews j  both  port  and  tall ; 
{Tis  merry  in  Hallj  when  Beards  wag  alii 
Jlnd  welcome,  mirry  Shrovetide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry.    : 

Fat.  I  did  not  think  Mafter  Silence  had  been  aMao4>f  thk 
Mettle. 
Sil.  Who  I?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  e'er  now. 
X>4v.  There  is  a  di(h  of  Latl\^t<Qats_  for  you. 
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Ddv.  Your  Worlhip— ^111  be  with  you  ftreight.  A  Cup 
ofWine»Sin 

SiL  [Singing.]  A  Cnp  of  ff^mp 
Th0f's  brisk  andfine^ 
And  drink^  unto  the  Lemon  mine; 
jhfd  a  merry  Heart  lives  leng^. 

FaL  Well  faid,  Mafter  Silence. 

SiL  It  we  (hall  be  merry»  now  comes  in  the  fweet  ofthe 
Night. 

FaL  Health  and  long  Life  to  you,  Mafter  Silence. 

SiL  Fill  theCufH  and  let  it  come*  FU  pledge  you,werc'c 
a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

ShaL  Honeft  Bardolph^  welcome*;  if  thou  want'ft  any 
thing  and  wilt  not  calif  beftirew  thy  Heart.  Welcome  my 
little  tyny  thief>  and  welcome  indeed  too:  TUdriinii  to  Md- 
fter  Bardelphy  and  to  all  the  Cavileroes  about  Lendon. 

Ddv.  I  hope  to  fee  London>  once  e-er  I  dye* 

Bard.  If  I  might  fee  you  theff^  Davj. 

ShdL  You'll  crack  a  Quart  together  ?  Ha,  will  vou  not. 
Mz&tT  BdrdolphV^  »  '  ' 

Bdrd.  Yesi  Sir,  in  a  pottle  Pot. 

ShaL  I  thank  thee ;  the  Knave  will  ftick  by  th^e,  I  can 
aflure  thee  that.     He  will  not  out«  he  is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  ftick  by  him.  Sir. 

ShaL  Why,  there  fpoke  a  King;  Xacft  nothing,  be  merry* 
Look,  who's  at  Door  there,  ho :  Who  knocks  f 

Fat.  Why  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

SiL  [Singing;]]  i^  me  right,  and  dnb  me  Knight^  Samingo. 
Istnotfo? 

FaL  'Tis  fo. 

^iL  U\  ?  Why  then  fay  an  old  Man  can  do  fomewhat.  ^ 

Dnv.  If  ii;  pleafe  your  Worfliip  there's  one  Pifiel  come 
fiom  the  Coui[t  with  News. 

FaL  From  the  Court?  Let  him  come. 

JS^rrrPiftol. 
How  now,  Pifiol  ? 

Fl/t.  Sir  J^hn.  fave  youp  Sit. 

FaL  What  Wind  blew  you  hither,  PifielX 

Fifi.  Not  the  ill  Wind  which  blows  none  to  ^od,  (wcet 
Knight:    Thou  arc  now  one  of  <he  %t^iufe.  ^^ti>Rv  ^^ 
Koahn. 


It 84  The  Second  Part 

Sil.  Indeedj  I  think  be  be^  but  Goodman  PMjfofMatfipu 

Pifi.  Puffi  puffin  thy  teetb,  moft  recreant  Coward  lxJc» 
Sir  John  J  I  am  thy  Pifiol^  and  tl|y  Friend;  belter  skelter 
have  I  rode  to  thee,  and  tydings  do  I  brin^,  and  lucky  joy^ 
and  golden  Times,  and  happy  News  of  price. 

Fd.  I  prithee  now  deliver  them,  like  a  Man  of  this  World* 

Pift:.  A  footra  fir  the  World,  and  Worldings  bafe# 
I  /peak  of  Africa^  and  Golden  Jovs« 

FaL  O  b  Je  jifjrian  Knight,  what  is  thy  News  % 
'  Let  King  Covitha  know  the  truth  thereof. 

SiL  And  R$t$H'h0od,  ScarUu  and  John. 

Pifi.  Shall  dunghil  Curs  confront  the  HiUcw  f 
And  fhall  good  News* be  baffl'd  ? 
Then  Pifi^  lay  thy  head  in  Fury's  lap. 

SbdL  Honeft  Gentleman, 
I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pifi.  Why  then  lament  therefore. 

shaL  Give  me  pardon>  Sir. 
If,   Sir,   you  come  with  News  from  the  Courts  I  tab  it; 
there  is  buc  two  ways,  either  to  utter  them,  or  to  coooeal 
them.    I  am  Sin  under  the  King,  in  fome  Authority. 

Pifi.  Under  which  King) 
BiK^onian^*  fpeak,  or  dye. 

ShaL  Under  King  Harry , 

Pifi.  Hsattj  the  Fourth?  or  Fifth? 

ShaU  Harry  the  Fourth. 

Pifi.  A  footra  for  thine  Office* 
Sir  John^  thy  tender  Lamb-kin  now  is  King^ 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  Man,  I  (peak  the  truth. 
When  Pifiri  lies,  do  this,  and  ng-me^  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal.  What;,  is  the  old  King  dead? 

Pifi.  As  nail  in  door> 
The  things  I  fpeak  are  juft. 

Fal.  Away  Bardolfy  faddle  mv  Horfe,' 
Mafter  Rotert  Shallow^  chufe  wAat  Office  thoQ  wilt 
In  the  Land,   'tis  thine.    Pifioly   I  will  double  charge  diee 
With  Dignities. 

Bardm  O  joyful  day  f 
/  wouli  not  lake  a  Knighthood  for  my  Fortune. 
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P^.  What?  I  do  bring  gocxl  Nevs/ 

F4L  Carry  Rafter  Sikncf  to  Bed :  Mafter  Shallauf,  my 
Lord  ShalUWf  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  Fortune's  Steward. 
Get  on  thy  Boots,  we^U  ride  all  Night.  Oh,  fweet  Pifiol; 
away  tdrdolpbi  CamejPifipl^  utter  more  to  me;  and,  with.;!, 
devife  fomethingto  do  thy  felf  good.  Boor,  boot.  Mailer 
ShdUffw^  I  know  the  young  King  isflck  for  me.  Let  us  take 
any  Man's  Horfes :  The  Laws  of  England  are  at  my  G>m* 
snandment.  Happy  are  they  which  have  been  my  Friends ; 
and  wo  unto  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice. 

tifi.  Let  Vultures  vile  feize  on  his  Lungs  alfo : 
Where  is  the  Life  that  late  I  led,  fav  they  / 
Why  here  it  is,  welcome  thofe  pleafant  Days.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Hefiefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-iheet  4ndBe4dleu 


,  Hefiefs.  No,  thou  arrant  Knave,  I  would  I  might  die,  that 
I  might  have  thee  hang*d ;  thoiriiaft  drawn  my  Shoulder  out 
of  jeynt. 

2^f  Th^  Conftables  have  deliver^  her  over  to  me;  and 
tt^t  ihall  have  whipping  Cheer  enough,  I  warrant  her.  There 
t^th  been  a  Man  or  two>  lately,  killed  about  her. 

DaU  Nut-hook,  nut*hook«  you  lie:  Comeon.  rUtellthee 
M^I^ty  choif  danm'd  Tripe-vifag'd  Rafcal,  if  the  Child  I  now 
go  with  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  better  thou  hadft.firook 
thy  Mother,  thou  Paper-fac'd  Villain. 

H»fi.  Q  that  Sir  Jphn  were  come,  he  would  make  this  a 
bloody  day  to  fome  body.  But  I  would  the  Fruit  of  her 
Womo  might  mi^Tcarry. 

Bfod^  It  \%  dO|  you  (hall  have  a  dozen  of  Cufliions  a* 
gaio^  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  youbotli 
go  ^ith  me»  for  the  Man  is  dead  that  you  and  Pifioi  beat  a* 
IQon^  you. 

DfiL  I'll  tell  the<|  what,  thou  thin  Man  in  a  Cenfor ;  I 
will  have  you  as  foundly  fwing'd  for  this,  you  blue^bottPd 
Ro^e  ;  you  filthy  famiih'd  Corredioqer|  if  you  be  noc 
fwing'd  111  forfwear  half  Kirtles. 

M^ai.  Come»  come,  ypu  lhe•Knifi;ht•^tt^tlit^  ccs^cxt^ 
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Hofi.  Oy  that  right  fliould  thus  o^'crcome  might.  Well^ 
of  fiifferance  cpmes  eafe. 

DoL  Come,  you  Rogue»  come; 
Bring  me  to  a  Jufiicc. 

Hofi.  Yes,  come,  you  ftirv'd  Blood-faouud; 

DoL  Goodman  Death,  Goodman  Boi^es; 

Hoft.  Thou  Anatomy,  thou. 

DoL  Come,  you  thin  Thing : 
Corte,  you  RafcaL 

Bead.  Very  well.  [ExmM$. 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

Enter  two  Grooms^ 

I  Groom.  More  Rufhes,  more  Rufhes. 

z  Groom^  The  Trumpets  have  founded  twice.      .    ,  . 

I  Groom.  It  will  be  two  of  the  Clock  e'er  they  come  from 
the  Coronation.  [Exeunt  Gr^^ms. 

EnterTilR^tF,  Shallow,  Kftol,  Bardolph  and  Page.* 

FaL  Stand  here  by  me,  Mafter  Robert  ShaWnv$  I  wiH 
make  the  *King  do  you  Grace  :  I  will  lear  upon  him  as  he 
comes  by,  and  do  but  mark  the  Countenance  that  he  will 
give  me. 

PifloL  Blcfs  thy  Lungs,  good  Knight. 

FaL  Come  here,  Piftolj  ftand  behind  me.  O,  if  I^had 
had  time  to  have  made  new  Liveries,  I  would  have  beftow'd 
the  thoufand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  But  it  is  no  matter, 
this  poor  fhew  doth  better;  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I  had  tq 
fee  him. 

ShaL  It  doth  fo. 

FaL  It  fliews  my  earneftnefs  in  AffeAion. 

Pilt.  It  doth  h. 

Fal.  MyDevotion* 

Pifi:  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

FaL  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night. 
And  not  to  deliberate,  not  to  rememberj 
Not  to  have  patience  to  (hift  me, 

ShaL  It  is  moft  certain. 
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Fdli  But  to  (land  flained  with  Travel  and  Sweating  with 
defire  to  fee  him,  thinking  o£  nothing  elfe,  putting  all  Af- 
fairs in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  elfe  to  be  done  but 
to  fee  him.. 

Fiji.  'Tisfimper  idemi  for  abfqtu  hof  nihil  cfi.  'Tis  all 
..  in  every  part. 

Shal.  'Tis  fo  indeed. 

Pifi.  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  Noble  Liver,  and 
make  thee  rage.  Thy  Dolf  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  Thoughts 
is  in  bafe  Durance  and  contagious  Prifon;  hall'd  thither  by 
inoft  mechanical  and  clirty  Hands.  Rowze  up  Revenge  from 
fton  Den,  with  fell  AleSlo's  Snake,  foxDoPs  in.  Pifiol  fpeaks 
nought  but  troth. 

FaL  I  will  deliver  her. 

Pift.  There  roared  the  Sea ;  and  Trumpet  Clangour 
founds. 

Th&  Trumpets  found.    Enter  King  Henry  the  Fifths  bi$BrQtherif 

und  the  Lord  Chief  Jufiice. 

FdL  Save  thy  Grace,  KingAk/,  my  Yioy A  HaU 

Pifi.  The  Heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  moft  Royal  Imp 
of  Fame. 

FaL  Save  thee,  my  fweet  Boyt 

JS/i^.  My  Lord  Chief  Juftice  fpeak  to  that  vain  Maa* 

Ch.juft.  Have  you  your  Wits  ? 
]&ow  you  what  *tis  you  fpeak  ? 

FmL  My  King,  iny  Jove^.  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  Heart* 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  Man :  Fall  to  thy  Prayers : 
How  ill  white  Hairs  become  a  Fool  and  Jefter ! 
J  have  long  dream*d  of  fuch  a  kind  of  Man, 
So  furfeit-fweli'd,  foold,  and  fo  prophane; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  Dream^ 
M^e  lefs  thy  Body,  hence,  and  more  thy  Grace, 
Leave  gormandizing*     Know,  the  Grave  doth  gape 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  Men* 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  Fool-born  Jeft ; 
Prefume  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  w^,        . 
For  Heaven  doth  know,  fo  (hall  the  World  pcrcdVe, 
That  I  have  turned  away  my  former  felf. 
So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  Company. 
When  thou  doft  hear  I  am  as  I  have  be^^ 
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Approach  me,  and  thou  fhalt  be  as  theu  waAi 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  Riots ; 
.^TiU  then  I  banifli  thee»  on  pain  of  Deatii^ 
As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  Mifs-leader^ 
Kot  to  come  near  our  Perfon  by  ten  mile» 
For  (Competence  of  Life  I  will  a[lIow  yoUy 
That  lack  of  Means  enforce  you  not  to  Evil: 
'And>  as  we  hear  you  da  redeem  your  felves^ 
We  wi])^  according  tc^  our  Strength  and  Qualities^ 
Give  you  Advancement.  ReityourCharge»myLord» 
,To  fee  perfoKn'd  the  tenure  of  our  Word.    Set  on» 

Fat.  Mailer  Shallav/y  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound* 

ShaL  Ay  marry*  Sir  John^  which  I  beieech  you  to  letme 
iviy;e  home  with  me. 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,  Mr.  Shallow.  Do  not  you,  grieve 
tt  this;  I  ihajl  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him:  Look  you^  he 
muft  feem  thus  to  the  World*  Fear  not  your  Advanceraea^ 
I  witt  he  the  Man  yet  that  (hall  make  you  Greau 

^Mv  I  cannot  well  perceive  how,  unlefi  you  would  pwt 
ime  your  Doublet  and  ftuff  me  out  with  Straw.  I  beftei^ 
joviy  good  Sir  ^ohn^  let  Qie  have  five  hundred  of  my 
thou£ind«, 

FaL,  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  ipy  word*  This»  that  joa 
lieard,  was  but  a  colour. 

Shah  A  cobur,^  X  fear,  thatypu  will  die  in.  Sir  3Mmei>. 

FdL  Fear  no  Colours,  go  with  me  to  Dinger  ; 
Come  Lieutenant  Pijloly  come  Bardalfh^ 
I  fliall  be  fent  for  fbon  at  Night* 

Ch.Jufi.  Go  carry  Sir  John  Falfiajfta  the  Fleafy, 
!fake  all  his  Company  aloQg  with  him» 
/W.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

CL  Juft.  I  cannot  now  fpeal^  I  will  hear  you  foon* 
/Take  them  away. 

Fifi^.  Si  fort  una  me  tofminto^  fftrox  me  content  o^     L^^iipf% 

Manet  Lancafier,  and  Chief  Jufiice. 
JLaee;,  I  lit:&  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  King's,. 
He  hath  intent  his  wonted  Followers 
Shall  be  very  well  provided  for; 
Bat  are  b^nO^^d^  'till  their  Converfittjew 
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Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  in  tbc  World. 

a.Jf^.  And  fo  they  are. 

LoM,  The  Kii^  hadi  call'd  his  Parliunenr, 
My  Lord.  , 

Oh  Jtt^.  He  hath. 

Lm.  I  wilt  Uy  odds,  that  e'er  thisyear  expire. 
We  beu  our  Civil  Swords  and  Native  Fir* 
As  far  as  Franct.    I  heard  a  Bird  fo  fin^ 
Whole  Mufick,  to  my  thinlringi  {Jeas'dthe  King. 
•Come,  will  you  hence?  [fjpoMk 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 

Flrfi^  mj  Fear  I  then^  mj  CoHrtefey  lafip  my  SpetcW  JUy 
Fear  is  jottr  JiiJpleajHre\  mj  Cokrtejie.  myDrntyy  and  mj 
Speech^  to  beg  jour  Pardons.  If  yoH  looiQvr  agood  Speech  n(rw^ 
joH  undo  me  \  for  what  I  have  to  fa]  is  of  mine  own  makim^, 
and  what^  indeed^  IJhoHldfay,  willj  /  donht^  prove  mine  own 
Marring.  Bntf  to  the  Pnrpofe^  andfo  to  the  Fintnre.  Be  it 
known  to  yoMj  as  it  is  very  well^  I  was  lately  here  in  the  end 
of  a  diff  leafing  Play,  to  pray  jour  Patience  for  it^  and  to  pro^ 
wife  you  a  better  ;  /  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay  yoi^  with  this^ 
which  ift  like  an  ill  f^enture,  it  come  unluckily  home,  I  breakl 
andyose^  mj  gentle  C^reditors^  lofe.  Here!  promifed  you  I  would 
be,  ^nd  here  I  commit  mj  Body  to  yotar  Mercies  :  Batemefome, 
and  I  will  pay  you  fome^  and,  ap  mofi  Debtors  do,  promife 
ypts  infinitely. 

if  my  Tongue  cannot  entrpafyou  to  acquit  me^  wiUyou  com^ 
mand  mp  to  ufe  my  Legs  ?  Andyet  that  were  but  light  Payment^ 
to  Dance  ont  of  your  pebt :  But  a  good  Confcience  will  make 
any  pofJibU  SatisfaSlion^  and  fo  will  /.  All  the  Gentlewomen 
here  have  forgotten  me;  if  the  Gentlewomen  will  not^  then  tho 
Gentlemen  do  not  aoree  with  the  Gentlewomen,  which  was  ne*, 
verfeen  before  infuch  an  Ajfembly. 

One  word  more^  I  befeech  jou  ;  if  you  be  not  too  much  cloid 
with  fat  Meat,  our  humble  Author  will  continue  the  Story ^ 
with  Sir  John  in  ity  and  make  yat^  merry  with  fair  Katherine 
pf  France ;  where,  for  anj  thing  I  know^  Falftaff  fiall  die  of 
a  Sweat,  unlefs  already  he  be  ki^l*d  with  your  hard  Opinions  : 
for  Oldcaftle  died  a  Martyr^,  and  this  is  not  the  Man.  My 
Tongue  is  weary ,  when  my  L^gs  are  foo;  I  will  bid  you  good 
Nighty  and  fo  k»cel  down  before  you  ;  but  indeed  to  pray  for 
the  Qtteen. 
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7he  SCENE  lyes  for  Part  tf  the  fafi  A3 
in  England,  hut  durinj^  the  reft  ef  the  Flay 
fuhollj  in  Fiance. 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE 


OTor  a  Mufe  of  Fircy  that  would  afcend 
Ttjt  hrightejl  Heavn  of  Invention^ 
A  Kingdom  for  a  Stage^  Princes  to  dS^ 
jind  Monarchs  to  behold  the  fwelling  Scene. [ 
Tlhen  Jhonld  the  Warlike  Harry,  lil^  himfelf^ 
jiffume  the  Port  <?/Mars,  and  at  his  Heels^  " 
Leafht  in^  like  Hounds j  fJjould  Famine^  Sword^  and  Fin 
Crouch  for  Employments.     But  pardon^  Gentles  aU^ 
The  flat  unraifid  Spirit,  that  hath  dar'd^ 
On  this  unworthy  Scaffold^  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  Obje£i.   Can  this  Cock^Pit  hold 
T)&^  vafij  Field  of  France?  Or  may  we  cram 
Within,  this  W0oden  O,  tiae  virj  Caskfs 
That  did  affright  the  Air  at  Agincourt? 
O  pardon  I  fince  a  crooked  Figure  may 
jbtefi  in  little  place  a  Million^ 
And  let  usy  Cyphers  to  this  great  Accompt^ 
Ouyour  imaginary  Forces  work* 
Suppofe  within  the  Girdle  of  thefe  Walls 
AbreiM^  dt^o^mighty  Monarchies^^\y 

'Whofe  highj  up-^rearedy  landabmtingFtfmtSi: 
t  TheperiUous  narrow  Ocean  parts  af under. 
Piece  out  our  ImperfeSions  with  your  Thoughts: 
Jnto  athoufand  Parts  dividiC  one  Man^    .  < 
And  niidk^  imaginary  Pt^jfance. 
^19^2  Tl^hen  v;e  talk^  of  Horfes^  that  you  fi$i  tkom ' 
^Printing  their  proud  Hoofs  i'th*  receiving  &arfh  • 
For  ^tisyour  7%oughts  that  now  mufi  decl^imr  Kings, 
Carry  them  here  and  there;  jumping  o'er  Times  ; 
Turning  th*  accomplijhment  of  many  Tears 
Into  an  Hour-'glafs;  for  the  which  fupply. 
Admit Aue  Chorus  to  this  Hiflory ; 
MSb^  Pjt6Logue4ikfy  your  humble  Patience  pray^ 
Gtntly  to  hear^  kindly  t(h  judge  our  Play. 
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A  C  T  1.     SCENE    L 

Enter  the  Arch-Bijhop  ef  Canterbury,  and  Bifiop 
of  Ely. 

jirch-Bift>op  */CANTER.BURY. 

Y  Lord}  I'll  tell  you.  that  felf  Bill  is  Ui^J, 
Which  in  th' eleventh  Year  o'th'lafi  King'ji 

Heign 
Was  like,  and  had  indeed  agaiaft  us  pait'. 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time    ' 
Did  pufti  it  out  of  farther  Queftion. 
Ely.  But  how,  my  Lord,  fliall  wcrefift  it  now? 
Cant.  It  muft  be  thought  on :  If  it  pafs  againft  us. 
We  iofe  the  better  part  of  our  ^ffeCfion: 
For  all  the  Temporal  Lands,  which  Men  devout 
By  Teftament  have  given  to  the  Church, 
Would  they  ftrip  from  us;  being  valu'd  thus. 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  King's  Honour, 
Full  fifteen  Earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights, 
Six  thoufaad  and  two  hundred  good  E{<\wi» - 
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Add  to  relief  of  La^ars^  and  weak  Age 

of  indigent  faint  SouI$»  pad  corporal  Toil, 

A  httodred  Alras-houfes,  right  well  fupply'd ; 

And  to  the  Coffers  of  the  King,  befide, 

A  thoufand  pound  by  th'  Year.  Thus  runs  the  Bill* 

Elj.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cat$t^  'Twould  drink  the  Cup  and  all. 

Ely*  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cdntm  The  King  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard* 

Ely.  And  a  true  Lover  of  the  Holy  Church. 

Canfm  The  courfes  of  his  Youth  promised  it  not; 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  Father's  Body, 
But  that  his  Wildnefs  mortify'd  in  him, 
Seemed  to  die  too ;  yea  at  tnat  very  moment^ 
Confjderation,  like  an  Angel,  came, 
And  whipt  th' offending  Adam  out  of  him. 
Leaving  his  Body  as  a  Paradife, 
T*  invelope  and  contain  Celeftial  Spirits. 
Never  was  fuch  a  fudden  Scholar  made : 
Never  came  R^eforraation  in  a  Flood 
With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcowring  Faults : 
Nor  never  ^^r4-headed  Wilfulnefs 
So  foon  did  lofe  his  Seat,  and  all  at  once. 
As  in  this  King. 

Ely.  We  are  bleffed  in  the  Change* 

Caftt.  Hear  him  but  reafon  in  Divinity^ 
And  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wiih 
You  would  defire  the  King  were  made  a  Prelate. 
Hear  him  debate  of  Commonwealth  Affairs; 
You  would  fay,  it  hath  been  all  in  all  his  Study: 
Lift  his  Difcourfe  of  War,  and  you  (hall  hear 
A  fearful  Battel  rendred  you  in  Mu(ick« 
Turn  him  to  ary  Caufe  of  Policy, 
The  Gordian  Knot  of  it  he  will  unloofejl 
Familiar  as  his  Garter;  theif  when  he  fpeakSj 
The  Air,  a  Charter'd  Libertine*  is  ftill. 
And  the  mute  Wonder  lurketh  in  Mens  Ear^' 
To  fteal  his  fweet  and  honied  Sentences : 
So  that  the  Art  and  pradick  Part  of  Life 
Muft  be  the  Miftrefs  to  his  Theorique. 

Which  i$  i  wonder  how  his  Grace  (kould  glean  iu 
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Since  his  Addition  was  to  courfes  vain. 
His  Companies  unlettered,  rude,  and  fliallow. 
His  Hours  fiird  up  with  Riots,  Banquets,  Sports; 
And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy, 
Any  retirement,  any  fequeftration 
From  open  Haunts  and  Popularity. 

Ely.  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  Nettle, 
And  wholfom  Berries  thrive  and  ripen  beft, 
Neighbour'd  by  Fruit  of  bafer  quality : 
And  fo  the  Prince  obfcur'd  his  Contemplation 
Under  the  vail  of  Wildnefs ;  which,  no  doubts 
Grew  like  the  Summer  Grafs,  fafteft  by  Night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  Faculty. 

Cant.  It  muft  be  fo;  for  Miracles  are  ccas'd: 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  adsut  the  Means, 
How  things  areperfefted. 

Ely.  Bur,  my  good  Lord : 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  Bill> 
Urg'd  by  the  Commons?  Doth  his  Majefty  ; 

Incline  to  it,  or  no? 

Cant.  He  feeras  indifferent: 
Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  Part, 
Than  chcrilhing  th'exhibiters  againft  us:  *1 

For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 
Upon  our  Spiritual  Convocation, 
And  in  regard  of  Caufes  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  opened  to  his  Grace  at  large, 
As  touching  France^  to  give  a  greater  Sum 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  Clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  Predeceffors  part  withal. 

Ely.  HowdidthisOfferfeemtcceiv*d,myLordJ 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majefty : 
Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear. 
As  I  perceiv'd  his  Grace  would  fain  have  done, 
The  fcverals  and  unhidden  Paflages 
Of  his  true  Titles  to  fome  certain  Dulcedoms, 
And  generally,  to  the  Crown  and  Seat  of  France^ 
Derived  from  Edward^  his  great  Grandfather. 

Ely..  What  was  th'impediment  that  broke  this  off? 

Cant.  The  French  Ambaflador  upon  xImX  \tvft.\Tvx 
CravM  Audience;  and  the  Hour  1  tYi\nV\s  wmt^ 

Vol.  IlL  Y 
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To  give  him  hearing*  Is  ic  four  a  Clock  S 

Ely.  It  is* 

Cfn/.  Then  go  We  in  to  know  his  Embaffi«  t 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare. 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  Word  of  it. 

Ely.  ril  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it.  [E^innt. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Glouccfter,  Bedford,  Clarence,  Warwick, 

Weftmorland,  4«^  Exeter, 

JC  Henrj.  Where  is  my  gracious  Lord  ofCantcrturjl 

Exe.  Not  here  in  prefence. 

K.  Henry.  Send  for  him,*  good  Uncle. 

Wefi.  Shall  we  call  in  the  Ambaflador,  my  Liege? 

Km  Henry.  Not  yet,  ray  Coufin;  we  would  be  refolv'd. 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight. 
That  task  our  Thoughs,  concerning  us  aad  France. 
Enter  ^he  Arch-Bipof  0/ Canterbury,  and  Bijhop  of  Ely • 

Cant.  God  and  his  Angek  guard  your  facred  Throne^ 
And  make  you  long  become  it* 

K,  Henry.  Sure  we  thank  you* 
My  learned  Lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed. 
And  juftly  and  religioufly  unfold. 
Why  the  Law  Saliki,  that  they  have  in  France^ 
Or  fhould,  or  fhould  not  bar  us  in  our  Claim* 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  Lord, 
That  you  (hould  faihion,  wreft,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  Soul 
With  opening  Titles  mifcreate,  whofe  right 
Sutes  not  in  nativfc  Colours  with  the  truth : 
For  God  doth  know,  how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  Blood,  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  Reverence  ihall  incite  us  to* 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  Periba^ 
How  you  awake  our  flecping  Sword  of  War : 
We  charge  you  in  the  Name  of  God  take  heed. 
For  never  two  fuch  Kingdoms  did  contend 
Without  much  fall  of  Blood,  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 
Are  every  one,  a  Woe,  a  fore  Complaint, 
^Gainft  him,  whofe  Wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  Swofd^ 
That  make  fuch  wafte  in  brief  Mortality* 
Under  this  Conjuration,  fpeak  my  Lojra; 

For  we  will  hfar,  none*  apd  beli^Nc  iu  Heaiti 


King  Henry  V.  i^99 

That  what  you  fpcak  is  in  your  Confcicnce  waftjt. 
As  pure  as  Sin  with  Baptifro. 

Cant.  Then  hear  nic>  gracious  Soveraign,  and  you  Pccr$^ 
That  owe  your  felvcs,  your  Lives,  and  Services^ , 
To  this  Imperial  Throne,    There  is  no  Bar 
To  make  againft  your  Highnefs'  Claim  to  France^ 
But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond^ 
In  t  err  am  Salicam  Aiulieres  ne  fnccedanty 
No  Woman  (hall  fuccecd  in  Saliks  Land: 
Which  Salike  hzx\d»  the  French  unjuftly  glozc 
To  be  the  Realm  oi  France^  ^r\d  Pharamondi 
The  founder  of  this  Law  and  female  Bar, 
Yet  their  own  Authors  faithfully  affirm, 
That  the  Land  Salikg  is  in  Germany^ 
Between  the  Floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elve: 
Where  Charles  the  Great  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxons^ 
There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French : 
Who  holding  in  difdain  the  German  Women, 
For  fomc  difhoneft  manners  of  their  Life, 
Eftabliftit  then  this  Law;  to'wit,  No  Female  \ 

Should  be  Inheritrix  in  Salike  Land: 
Which  Salike^  as  I  faid,  'twixt  Elve  and  Sala^ 
Is  at  this  Day  in  Germany  call'd  Meifen. 
Then  doth  it  well  appear ;  the  Salike  Law 
Was  not  devifed  for  the  Realm  of  France  : 
OMpr  did  the  French  poflefs  the  Salike  Land, 
Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  Years 
After  defundion  of  King  Pharamondi 
Idly  fupposM  the  Founder  of  this  Law, 
Who  died  within  the  Year  ef  our  Redemption, 
Four  hundred  twenty  fix ;  and  CW/^^  the  Great 
Subdu'd  the  Saxonsy  and  did  feat  the  French 
Beyond  the  River  Sala,  in  the  Year 
Eight  hundred  five.  Befides,  their  Writers  fa3% 
King  Pepin^  which  depofed  Childerkk* 
Did>  as  Heir  general,  being  dcfcended 
Of  BUthild^  which  was  Daughter  to  Kint^  Clothair^ 
Make  Claim  and  Title  to  the  Crown  of  France; 
Hugh  Capet  alfo,  who  ufurp'd  the  Crown 
Of  Charles  t\it  Duke  of  Lorain j  fole  Hevt-tcv^V^ 
Of  the  true  Line  4od  Stoi;:k  of  CharUs  xVv^  G\^^x.^ 

Y  X 
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To  find  his  Title  with  fome  (hews  of  truth. 
Though  in  pure  truth  it  was  corrupt  and  naught, 
Convey'd  himfelf  as  th'Heir  to  th'Lady  Lingarc^ 
Daughter  to  CharUmain,  who  was  the  Son 
To  Lewis  the  Emperor,  and  Lewis  the  Son 
Of  Charles  the  Great:  Alfo  King  Lewis  the  Tenth, 
Who  was  fole  Heir  to  the  Ufurper  Capet^ 
Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  Confcience, 
^  Wearing  the  Crown  of  France^  'till  fatisfy'd. 
That  fair  Queen  Ifabel^  his  Grandmother, 
Was  Lineal  of  the  Lady  Ermengare^ 
Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  DuJce  of  Lorain : 
By  the  which  Marriage,  the  Line  of  Charles  the  Great 
Was  re-unitcd  to  the  Crown  of  France* 
So,  that  as  clear  as  is  the  Summer's  Sun, 
King  Pepin*s  Title,  and  Ffugh  Capefs  Claim, 
King  Lewis  his  Satisfadion,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  Right  and  Title  of  the  Female : 
So  do  the  Kings  of  France  upon  this  Day. 
Howbeitt  they  would  hold  up  this  Salikf  Law, 
To  bar  your  Highnefs  claiming  from  the  Female, 
And  rather  chute  to  hide  them  in  a  Net, 
Than  amply  to  make  bare  their  crooked  Titles, 
Ufurpt  from  you  and  your  Progenitors^  j^CIaim  ? 

K.  Henry.  May  I  with  Right  and  Confcience  make  this 
Cam.  The  Sin  upon  my  Head,  dread  Soveraign : 
For  in  the  Book  oi  NHmberSy  it  is  writ. 
When  the  Man  dies,  let  the  Inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  Daughter.    Gracious  Lord, 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  Flag, 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  Anceflors; 
Go,  my  dread  Lord,  to  your  great  Grandfire's  Tombs 
From  whom  you  claim ;  invoke  his  Warlike  Spirit, 
And  your  great  UnWe,  Edward  the  Black  Prince, 
Who  on  the  French  Ground  play'd  a  Tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  Power  of  France : 
Whiles  his  moft  Mighty  Father  on  a  Hill, 
Stood  fmiling,  to  bdhold  his  Lion's  Whelp 
Forage  in  Blood  of  French  Nobility. 
O  noble  EngliJJjj  that  could  entertain, 
.  With  bglfthtix  Forces,  the  full  Pride  of  Franch 
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And  let  another  half  ftand  laughing  by» 
And  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  adion. 

Efy.  Awake  renaembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puiflant  Arm  renew  their  Feats ;   • 
You  are  their  Heir,  you  fit  upon  their  Throne: 
The  Blood  and  Courage  that  renowned  them, 
Runs  in  your  Veins;  and  my  thrice-puilTant  Liege 
Is  in  the  very  Afaj-Movn  of  his  Youth, 
Ripe  for  Exploits  and  mighty  Enterprises. 

£xe.  Your  Brother  Kings  and  Monarchs  of  the  Earth 
Do  all  exped,  that  you  fliould  rouze  your  klf. 
As  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  Blood.  [might ; 

Wefi.  They  know  your  Grace  hath  caufe,  and  means,  and 
So  hath  your  Highnefs,  •never  King  of  England 
Had  Nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  Subjeds, 
Whofe  Hearts  have  left  their  Bodies  here  in  England^ 
And  lye  paviliion'd  in  the  Field  of  Franci^^ 
Qint.  O  let  their  Bodies  follow,  my  dear  filkge. 

With  Blood,  and  Sword,  and  Fire,  to  win  your  Right  ? 

In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  Spirituality 

Will  raife  your  Highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  Sum, 

As  never  did  the  Clergy,  at  one  time. 

Bring  in  to  any  of  your  Anceftors. 

K.  Henry.  We  muft  not  only  arm  t'invade  the  French^ 

But  lay  down  our  Proportions,  to  defend 

Agaiflft  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us. 

With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  thofe  Marches,  gracious  Sovcraiga,  * 

Shall  be  a  Wall  fuflScient  to  defend 

Our  Inland  from  the  pilfering  Borderers. 
JT.  Henry.  We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  Snatchers  ooly, 

Put  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot^ 

Who  hath  been  ftill  a  giddy  Neighbour  to  us: 

For  you  fliall  read,  that  my  great  Grandfather 

Never  went  with  his  Forces  into  France^ 

But  that  the  Scot^  on  his  unfurniHit  Kingdom, 

Came  pouring  like  a  Tide  into  a  Breach, 

With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force,  »  ; 

Galling  the  gleaned  Land  with  hot  aflays,  - 

girding  with  grievous  Siege,  Towns»dCa^\^'^> 
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That  England  being  empty  of  defence. 

Hath  (hook  and  trembled  at  th'  ill  Neighbourhood. 

Cant.  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  tharr  harm'd,  my 
For  hear  ber  but  exampl'd  by  her  felf,  L'^icge, 

When  all  her  Chivalry  hath  been  in  France^ 
And  (he  a  mourning  Widow  of  her  Nobles, 
She  hath  her  felf  not  only  well  defended. 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  Stray, 
The  King  of  Scots;  whom  (he  did  fend  to  France^ 
To  fill  King  Edward^s  Fame  with  Prifoner  Kings, 
And  make  his  Chronicle  as  rich  with  praife,  1 

As  is  the  Ouzy  bottom  of  the  Sea 
With  funken  Wrack,  and  fum-lefs  Trcafuries. 

Ely.  But  there's  a.  Saying  very  old  and  true. 
If  that  joH  will  France  win,  then  with  Scx)tland  firfi  begin. 
For  once  the  Eagle,  England^  being  in  prey. 
To  her  ungarded  Neft,  the  WeaStel,  Scot, 
Comes  fneakingy  and  fo  fucks  her  Princely  Eggs, 
Playing  th^  Moufe  in  abfence  of  the  Cat, 
To  fpoil  and  havock  more  than  (he  can  eat. 

Exe.  It  follows  then,  the  Cat  muft  flay  at  home : 
Yet  that  is  but  a  cru(h'd  neccflity ; 
Since  we  have  Locks  to  fafeguard  NeceflTaries, 
And  pretty  Traps  to  catch  the  petty  Thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  Hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
Th'advifed  Head  defends  it  felf  at  home: 
For  Government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confcnt, 
Congreeing  in  a  full  and  natural  clofe, 
Like  MuGck. 

Cant.  Therefore  doth  Heav*n  divide        % 
The  ftarc  of  Man  in  divers  Funftions, 
Setting  Endeavour  in  continual  Motion: 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  Aim  or  Butt, 
Obedience;  for  fo  work  the  Honey  Bees, 
Creatures  that,  by  a  Rule  in  Nature,  teach 
The  Aft  of  Order  to  a  peopled  Kingdom. 
They  have  a  King,  and  Officers  of  forts,  \ 

Where fome  like  Magiftrates  correct  at  home:  1 

OtherSj  like  Merchants,  venture  Trade  abroad:  3 

Others,  like  Soldiers  arm^d  in  x\vw  ftitv^^i, 


King  Henry  V.'  ijoj 

Make  boot  upon  the  Summer's  Velvet  buds : 

Which  Pillage^  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 

To  the  Tent-rRoyal  of  their  Emperor ; 

Who  buficd  in  his  Majefty,  furveys 

The  finging  Mafon  building  Roots  of  Gold^ 

The  civil  Citizens  kneading  up  the  Honey ; 

The  poor  Mechanick  Porters,  crowding  in 

Their  heavy  Burthens  at  his  narrow  Gate; 

The  fad-ey'd  Juftice,  with  his  furly  hum. 

Delivering  o'er  to  Executors  pale 

The  lazy  yawning  Drone,  I  this  infer. 

That  many  things  having  full  rrference 

To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufly  i 

As  many  Arrows  loofed  feveral  ways 

Come  to  one  mark ;  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  Town, 

As  many  fre(h  Streams  meet  in  one  fait  Sea; 

As  many  Lines  clofe  in  the  Dial's  center; 

So  may  a  thoufand  Aftions  once  a-foot. 

And  in  one  purpofe,>and  be  all  well  born 

Without  defeat.  Therefore  to  France,  my  Liege^ 

Divide  your  happy^  England  into  four, 

Whereof,  take  you  one  quarter  into.  Franctj 

And  you  withal  fhall  make  all  Gallia  (hake. 

If  wc  with  thrice  fuch  Powers  left  at  home. 

Cannot  defend  our  own  Doors  from  the  Dog, 

Let  us  be  worried,  and  our  Nation  lofe 

The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policy. 

K.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Meffengers  fent  from  the  DatffhiH^ 
Now  are  wc  all  refolv'd,  and  by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  Sinews  of  our  Power; 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  Awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.    Or  there  we'll  fit, 
Ruling  in  large  and  ample  Empery, 
O'er  France,  and  all  her,  almoft.  Kingly  Dukcdorts, 
Of  lay  thefe  Bones  in  an  unworthy  Urn, 
Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them ; 
£ither  our  Hiflory  (hall  with  full  Mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  Ads,  or  clfe  our  Grave, 
Like  TMrkifb  Mute,  fhall  have  a  Tongueleb  Mouth, 
Nat  worfhipt  with  a  waxe&  Epitaph. 
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Enter  jimbajfadors  •f  France. 
Now  arc  wc  well  prepared  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  Coufin  Danphini  for  we  hear. 
Your  Greeting  is  from  hini»  not  from  the  King. 

Amb.  May'tpleafe  your  Majefty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  Charge : 
Or  ihall  we  fparingly  fhew  you  far  off 
The  Daf^hm*s  Meaning,  and  our  EmbafBe. 

K.  Henrj.  We  are  no  Tyrant,  but  a  ChriiUan  King» 
Unto  whofe  Grace  our  Pamon  is  as  fubje&. 
As  are  our  Wretches  fetter'd  in  our  Prifons : 
Th  erefore  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainefs. 
Tell  us  the  DaHfhm.%  Mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then  in  few. 
You  Higbners>  lately  fending  into  Fratfccj 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  Predece(ror,King  Edward  the  Third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  Claim,  the  Prince  our  Mafter 
Says  that  you  Savour  too  much  of  your  Youth, 
And  bids  yoube  advis'd :  There's  nought  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  Galliard  won ; 
You  cannot  revel  into  Dukedoms  there : 
He  therefore  fends  you,  meeterfor  your  Spirit, 
This  Tun  of  Treafure;   and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you  let  the  Dukedoms  that  you  claim 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  fpeaks. 

K.  Henry.  What  Trcafure,  Uncle  ? 

Exe.*  Tennis-balls,  my  Liege. 

X.  Henry.  WearegladtheZ>4«ir^iE7/»isfopleafant  withus. 
His  Prefent,  and  your  Pains  we  thank  you  for ; 
When  we  have  match'd  our  Rackets  to  thefe  Balls» 
We  will  in  France^  by  God*s  Grace,  play  a  fet 
Shall  flrike  his  Father's  Crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him  he  hath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  Wrangler*. 
That  all  the  Courts  o( France  will  be  difturb'd 
With  Chaces.    And  we  underftand  him  well. 
And  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days. 
Not  meafuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 
We  never  valu'd  this  poor  Seat  of  England^ 
And  therefore  living  hence,  did  give  our  felf 
Tobsurbuouilkcncti  as 'tis  evtt  commor^ 
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That  men  are  merrieft  when  they  are  from  home  : 

But  tell  the  Daf^hin^  I  will  keep  my  State, 

Be  like  a  King,  and  Ihew  my  Sail  of  Greatnefs, 

When  I  do  rowfe  me  in  my  Throne  of  France. 

For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Majefty, 

And  plodded  like  a  Man  for  working  days : 

But  I  will  rife  there  with  ib  full  a  Glory, 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  Eyes  of  France^ 

Yea  ftrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 

And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince,  this  Mock  of  his 

Hath  turn'd  his  Balls  to  Gun-ftones,  and  his  Soul 

Shall  ftand  fore  charged,  for  the  wafteful  Vengeance 

That  fliall  fly  with  them:   For  many  a  thoufand  Widowi 

Shall  this  his  Mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  Husbands ; 

Meek  Mothers  from  their  Sons,  mock  Caftles  down : 

And  fome  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn. 

That  fliall  hav«  caufe  to  curfe  the  Dauphin^s  Scorn, 

But  this  lyes  all  within  the  Will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal,  and  in  whofe  Namb 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin^  I  am  coming  on. 

To  vcnge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  caufe. 

So  get  you  hence  in  Peace,  and  tell  the  Dauphin^ 

His  Jeft  will  favor  but  of  ftiallow  Wit, 

When  thoufands  weep  more  than  did  laugh  at  it* 

Convey  them  with  fafe  Conduft.    Fare  ye  well. 

[Exeanf  jimbajfadoru 
Exe.  This  was  a  merry  MeiTage. 
K.  Hilary.  We  hope  to  make  the  Sender  blufli  at  it : 
Therefore,  my  Lords,  omit  no  happy  hour^ 
That  may  ^ive  furtherance  to  our  Expedition ; 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  France^ 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  buflnefs# 
Therefore  let  our  Proportions  for  thefe  Wars 
Be  foon  coUefted,  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
l^hat  may  with  reafonable  fwiftnefs  add 
More  Feathers  to  our  Wings:  For  God  before. 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  Father's  door. 
Hierefore  ley  every  Man  now  task  his  thought. 
That  this  fair  Adion  piay  on  foot  be  broxi^ra*       \txeuni* 
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FloHriJh.  Enter  Chorus.    . 
Now  all  the  Youth  of  England  are  on  fire. 
And  filken  Dalliance  in  the  Wardrobe  lyes : 
Now  thrive  the  Armourers,  and  Honour's  thought 
Reigns  folely  in  the  brcaft  of  every  Man. 
They  fell  the  Pafture  now,  to  buy  the  Horfe, 
Following  the  Mirror  of  all  Chriftian  Kings. 
With  winged  heels,,  as;  EngUJh  Mercuries. 
For  now  fits  Expedation  in  the  Air, 
And  hides ja  Sword,  from  \ix\ts  unto  the  Point^^ 
With  Crowns  imperial,  Crowns  and  Coronets, 
Promised  to  Harrj,  and  his  Followers. 
The  French  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 
Of  this  mod:  dreadful  preparation. 
Shake  in  their  fear,  and  with  pale  Policy 
Seek  to  divert  the  EngUJh  pyrpofes. 
O  England t  Model  to  thy  inward  Greatnefs, 
Like  little  Body  with  a  mighty  Heart ; 
What  might'ft  thou  do,  that  Honour  would  thee  do,^ 
Were  all  thy  Children  kind  and  natural : 
But  fee,  thy  fault  France  kath  in  thee  found  out, 
A  neft  of  hollow  bofbms,  which  he  fills 
With  treacherous  Crowns,  and  three  corrupted  men:  , 
One  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge\  and  the  fecond. 
Heftrj  Lord  Scroop  of  Majham\  and  the  third. 
Sir  Thomas  Gray  Knight  of  Northumberland^ 
Have  for  the  Gilt  of  France^  (O  Guilt  indeed  I } 
Confirmed  Confpiracy  with  fearful  France, 
And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  Kings  muft  dye^ 
If  Hell  and  Tre^^on  hold  their  PromifcJ, 
£'er  he  take  fhip  for  France;  and  in  Southampton,^ 
Linger  your  patience  on,  and  well  digeft 
Th'abufe  of  diftatlce;  force  a  play : 
The  Sum  is  pay'd,  the  Traitors  are  agreed^ 
The  King  is  fet  for  London,  and  the  Scene 
Is  now  tranfported.  Gentles,  to  Southampton, 
There  is  the  Play-hbUfe  now,  there  muft  you  fir. 
And  thence  to  France  (hall  we  convey  you  fafe. 
And  bring  you  back :  Charming  the  narrow  Seas 
Vogive  you  gentle  Pafs ;  for  if  we  may, 
IVeJInot  offet^d  one  ftomacb^  n«W^  o\xx  W^r 
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But  till  the  King  come  forth,  arfd  not  till  then, 
Unto  Southampton .  Ao  we  fliift  our  Scene.  [Exh^^ 

Enter  Corporal  Nim,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolpb^ 

Bard.  Well  met,  Corporal  Nim,  .. 

Nim.  Good  morrow,  Lieutennnt  Bardolph. 

Bard.  What,  are  Ancient  Tifiol  and  you  Friends  yet  ? 

Nim.  For  my  part,  I  care  not :  I  fay  little;  but  when 
time  ihall  ferve,  there  fhall  be  fmiles,  but  that  Hiall  be 
as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight>  but  I  will  wink^  and  hold  out 
mine  Iron;  it  is  but  a  fxmple  one>  but  what  though?  It  will 
toft  cheefe^  and  it  will  endure  cold,  as  another  Man's  fword 
will;  and  there's  an  end. 

Bard.  I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft  to  make  you. Friends,  and 
well  be  all  three  fworn  Brothers  to  France:  Let  it  be  fo, 
good  Corporal  Nim. 

Nim.  Faith,  I  will  live  fo  long  as  I  may,  that's  the  ccr» 
tain  of  it;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longet,  I  will  do  as 
I  may :   That  is  my  reft ;  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  Corporal,  that  he  is  married  to  Nd 
Quickljy  and  certainly  (he  did  you  wrong,  for  you  were 
troth-plight  to  her. 

Nim.  I  cannot  tell.  Things  muft  be  as  they  may;  Men 
may  flcep,  and  they  may  have  their  Throats  about  them  at 
chat  time^  and  fome  fay,  knives  have  edges :  It  muft  be  as 
it  may,'  though  patience  be  a  tired  name,  yet  fhe  willpIod# 
there  muft  be  Conclufions;  well,  I  cannot  telJ. 

Enter  Piftol,  and  Quickly. 

Bard.  Here  comes  Ancient  Pifiol  and  his  Wife^  good  Cor- 
poral, be  patient  here.     How  now,  mine  Hoft  Pifiol f 

Vifi.  Bafe  Tyke,  cairft  thou  me  Hoft?  now  by  this 
hand,  I  fwear  I  fcorn  the  term ;  nor  ftiall  my  Nel  keep 
Lodgers. 

Quickt  No  by  my  troth,  not  long :  For  we  cannot  lodj^e 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  Gentlewomen  that  live  honeft- 
ly  by  the  prick  of  their  Needles,  but  it  will  be  thought  we 
keep  a  Bawdy-houfe  ftrtight.  O  welliday  Lady,  it  he  be 
not  hewn  now,  we  (hall  fee  wilful  Adultery  and  Murther 
committed. 

Bard.  Good  Lieutenant,  Good  Coporj^l,  offer  nothing 
here. 
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Pifi.  Pifli  for  thee,  IJlank  Dog  ;  thou  prick-ear'd  Cur  of 
Jfjland. 

Quick.  Good  Corporal  Nimy  ftiew  thy  Valour,  and  pu  t 
up  thy  Sword. 

Nim.  Will  you  (hog  off  ?  I  would  have  you  Solus. 

Pifi.  Solus,  egregious  Dog!  O  Vipcrvile;  The  jfhlus  in 
thy  mod  marvellous  Face,  the  folus  in  thy  Teeth,  and  in  thy 
Throat,  and  in  thy  hateful  Lungs,  yea  in  thy  Maw  perdy; 
and  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafty  Mouth.  I  do  retort 
the  folus  in  thy  Bowels;  for  I  can  take,  and  PifioVs  cock  is 
up;  and  flaftiing  fire  will  follow, 

Nim^  I  am  not  Barhafon  you  cannot  conjure  me :  I  have 
an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well;  If  you  grow  fou| 
with  me,  Pifiol^  I  will  fcour  you  with  my  Rapier^  as  I 
may  h\  fair  terms.  If  you  would  walk  off,  I  would  pi ick 
your  Guts  a  little  in  good  terms,  as  I  may,  and  that's  thq 
humour  of  ir. 

Pifi.  O  Bsfiggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  Wight, 
The  Grave  doth  gape,  and  doating  Death  is  near. 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard.  Hear  me.  Hear  me  ^hat  I  fay :  He  that  flrikes  the 
firfi:  ftroak,  I'le  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a  Soldier.. 

Pifi.  An  Oath  of  mickle  might,  and  fury  fliall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give:  Thy  fpiritsare 
nsoft  tall. 

Nim.  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair  terms, 
that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pifi.  Couple  a  gorge^  that  is  the  word.  Idcfie  thee  again. 
O  hound  of  Crcet^  think*ft  thou  my  Spoufe  to  get  ?  No,  to 
the  Spittle  ^o^  and  from  the  Powdring  tub  of  infamy,  fetch 
fcM-th  the  Lazar  Kite  of  CreJJi£s  kind,  Dol  Tear-fijeet^  flie  by 
hame,  and  her  efpoufe.  I  have>  and  I  will  hold  the  Ouon- 
dam  Quickly  for  the  only  ftie;  and  Pauca^  there's  enoiigH  to 
gd  to.  • 

Enter  the  Boy, 

Boy.  Mine  Hofl:  Pifiol^  you  muft  come  to  my  Maffer, 
and  yourlfeftefs:  He  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bea.  Good 
Bardolphy  put  thy  face  between  the  Iheets,  and  do  the  O^ce 
of  a  Warming-pan :  Faith,  he*s  very  il/. 

£arJ.  Aw^Yf  you  Rogue. 
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jQuicI^  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  Crow  a  pudding  one 
of  chefe  days ;  the  King  has  kiird  his  heart*  .  Good  Huf> 
band  come  prefently,  [Exit  Quicks 

Bard.  Come,  (hall I  make  you  two  Friends?  Wemuftto 
France  together;  why  the  Devil  ftiould  we  keep  Knives  to 
cut  one  another's  Throats  ? 

Pifi.  Let  Flouds  o'erfwell,  and  Fiends  for  Food  howl  on* 

Nim.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  Shillings,  I  won  of  you 
at  Betting. 

Fifi.  Bafe  is  the  Slave  that  pays. 

Nim,  That  how  I  will  have;   that's  the  humour  of  it, 

Pifi.  As  Manhood ihall compound;  pufh  home.    [Draoi^. 

Bard.  By  this  Sword,  he  that  makes  the  firft  thruft^ 
rie  kill  him;  by  this  Sword  I  will. 

Pijf.  Sword  is  an  Oath,  and  Oaths  muft  have  their  course. 

Bard.  Corporal  Nim^  and  thou  wilt  be  Friends,  be  Friends; 
and  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  Enemies  with  me  too;  pre- 
thee  put  up. 

Pifi.  A  Noble  ihalt  thou  have,  and  prefent  Pay,  and 
Liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to  thee,  and  Friendihip  ihall 
combine  ,  and  Brotherhood.  I'll  live  by  Nim ,  and 
Nim  (hall  live  by  me,  is  not  this  juft  ?  For  I  Ihali  Sutler  be 
unto  the  Camp,  and  Profits  Will  accrue.     Give  us  thy  hand» 

iVSw.  I  (hall  have  my  Noble? 

Pifi.  In  ca(h,  mod  juflly  paid. 

Nim.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  oPt> 

Enter  Hofteft. 

Ilcfi.  As  ever  you  came  of  Women,  come  in  quidkly 
to  Sir  John:  A  poor  heart,  he  is  fo  (hak'dof  a  burning  quo- 
tidian Tertian,  that  it  is  mod  lamentable  to  behold*  Sweet 
Men,  come  to  him. 

Nim.  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  Knight, 
that's,  the  even  of -it. 

Pifi.  Nim,  thou  haft  (poke  the  right,  his  heart  is  firaSed 
and  corrroborate. 

Nim.  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as  it  may; 
he  paifes  fome  humours  and  carreers. 

Pifi.  Let  us  condole  the  Knight,for,Lambkins,we  will  live* 

[Exe/^t» 
Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmorland^ 

Bed.  ForeGody  his  Grace  is  bold  to  tiu&t4\t&Tm\.cK:^* 
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Exe.  They  fliall  be  apprehended  by  and  by.       • 
ff^efi.  Ho\)\^  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves^ 
As  if  Allegiance  in  their  Bofoms  fate. 
Crowned  with  Faith  and  conftant  Royalty. 

Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  Man  that  was  his  Bedfellow! 
Whom  he  bach  lull'd  and  cloy*d  with  gracious  favours. 
That  he  ftiould,  for  a  Foreign  Purfe,   fo  fell 
His  Soveraign's  life  to  death  and  treachery. 

[Sound  TtHmpets. 
Enter  the  Kingy  Scroop,  Cambridge,  and  Gray. 
K.  Henry*  N.ow  fits  the  Wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  Lord  of  Cantbridge^  and  my  kind  Lord  of  Majham^ 
And  you  my  gentle  Knight,  give  mc  your  thoughts: 
Think  you  not,  that  the  Powers  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  paflage  through  the  Force  of  France  ? 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  aft. 
For  which  we  have  in  head  affembled  them.' 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  Liege;  if  each  Man  do  his  befl:« 
K.  Henry.  I  doubt  not  that,  fince  we  are  well  perfuaded. 
We  carry  not  a  Heart  with  us  from  hence. 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours : 
Kor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifli 
Succefs  and  Conquefl  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  Monarch  better  fear'd  and  lovy. 
Than  is  your  Mijefty;  there's  not,  I  think,  a  Subjeft 
That  (its  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  (hade  of  your  Government. 

Gray.  True ;  thofe  that  were  your  Father's  Enemies, 
Have  ftecpt  their  Gauls  in  Honey,  and  do  obferve  you 
^With  hearts  create  of  duty,  and  of  zeal. 

K.  Henry.  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thankfulncfsj 
And  (hall  forget  the  Office  of  our  hand. 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  defert  and  merit. 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scrojop.  So  Service  (hall  with  fteeled  (inews  toil. 
And  labour  (hall  refre(h  it  felf  with  hope. 
To  do  your  Grace  inceflant  fervices. 
K^Hcnry.  We  judge  no  lefs.  Uncle  of  Exmr^ 
Inlarge  the  Man  committed  y^fttid^^  ^ 
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That  taird  againft  our  Perfon :  We  confider» 
It  was  excefs  of  Wine  that  fet  him  on, 
And  on  his  more  advice,  We  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  Mercy>  but  too  much  Security: 
Let  him  be  puniih'd,   Soveraign,  left  Example 
Breed,  by  his  fufferance,  more  of  fuch  a  kind* 

K.  Henry*  O  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

C4m.  So  may  your  Highnefs,  and  yet  punifh  too« 

Grdy.  Sir,  you  fliew  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  LiSii 
After  the  tafte  of  much  CorreAion. 

K.  Henry.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me. 
Are  heavy  Orifons 'gain ft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults,  proceeding  on  diftemper. 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  ihall  we  ftretch  our  Eye 
When  Capital  Crimes,  chew'd,  fwa]Iow'd>  and  4^gt^cd 
Appear  before  us  f  We'll  yet  enlarge  that  Man, 
Though  Cambridge 9  Scroops  and  Gray^  in  their  dear  care 
And  tender  prefervation  of  our  Perfon, 
Would  have  him  punifh'd.    And  now  to  our  French  Caufes^ 
Who  are  the  late  Commiffioners  ? 

Cum.  I  one,  my  Lord, 
Your  Highnefs  bad  me  ask  for  it  to  day* 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,  my  Liege. 

Gray.  And  I,  my  Koyal  Soveraign* 

Km  Henry .  Then  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge^  there  is  yourS : 
There  yours  Lord  Scroop  of  Aiajham,  and  Sir  Knight* 
Gray  of  Northnmberlandj  this  fame  is  yours: 
Read  them,  and  know  I,  know  your  worthinefs* 
My  Lord  of  Weftmorlandj  and  Uncle  Exeter^ 
We  will  aboard  to  rllght.     Why,  how  now  Gentlemen? 
What  fee  you  in  thofe  Papers,  that  you  lofe 
So  much  Complexion  ?  Look  ye  how  they  change ! 
Their  Cheeks  arc  Paper.  Why,  what  read  you  there. 
That  hath  fo  cowarded  and  chacM  your  Blood 
Out  of  appearance  i 

Camb.  I  do  confefs  my  fault. 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  Highnefs  mercy; 

Cray.  Scroop.  To  which  w«  all  appeal. 

K.  Henry.  The  mercy  that»was  quick  in  us  but  late^ 
By  your  own  Counfel  is  fuppreft  and  kilPd  *. 
You  muft  pot  dare>  iox  fliame,  to  talk  ^  tdtxc^^ 
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For  your  own  Reafons  turn  into  your  Bofoms, 
As  Dogs  upon  their  Mafters^  worrying  you. 
See  you,  my  Princes  and  my  Noble  Peers, 
Thefe  Englijb  MonftersI  My  Lord  of  Cambridge  here. 
You  know  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
To  furnifli  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  Honour ;  and  this  Man, 
Hath  for  a  few  light  Crowns,   lightly  confpii^d 
And  fworn  unto  the  prafiices  of  France 
To  kill  us  here  at  Hampton.     To  the  which. 
This  Knight,  no  lefs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Ti^hzn  Cambridge  isy  hath  likewife  fworn.  ButO! 
What  fli all  I  fay  to  thee,  Lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  favage,    and  inhuman  Creature  I 
Thou  that  did'ft  bear  the  Key  of  all  my  Counfels, 
That  knew'ft  the  very  bottom  of  my  Sou!, 
That,  ajmoft,  might'ft  have  coin'd  me  into  Gold, 
Would'ftthou  have  pradis'd  on  me,  forthyufe? 
May  it  be  poffible,  that  Foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extraft  one  fpark  of  Evil 
That  might  annoy  my  finger?  Tis  fo  ftrange. 
That  though  the  truth  of  it  ftand  off  as  grofs. 
As  black  and  white,  my  Eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 
Treafon  and  Murther,  ever  kept  together. 
As  two  yo^  Devils  fworn  to  either's  purpofe. 
Working  fo  grofly  in  a  Natural  Caufe, 
That  admiration  did  not  hoop  at  them. 
But  thou,  'gainft  all  Proportion,  didft  bring  in 
Wonder  to  wait  on  Treafon,  and  on  Murther: 
And  whatfoever  cunning  Fiend  it  was  • 
That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepofteroufly. 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  Hell  for  excellence  : 
And  other  Devils  that  fuggefl:  By-Treafons, 
Do  botch  and  bungle  up  Damnation, 
With  Patches,  Colours,  and  with  Fornds,  being  fetcht 
From  gliftVing  Semblj^nces  of  Piety  : 
But  he  that  tempered  thee,  bad  thee  ftand  up, 
Gave  thee  no  inftance  why  thou  (houldft  do  Treafon, 
Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  oame  of  Traitor. 
IF  that  fame  Daemon  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus. 
Should  with  his  Lion-cate  vaiV\L  iVvt  >w\voU  ^otld^ 
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He  may  return  to  vafty  Tartar  back. 
And  tell  the  Legions,  I  can  never  win 
A  Soul  fo  eafie  as  that  EngUJhmafis. 
Ohy  how  haft  thou  with  Jealoufie  infedicd 
The fweetnelis of  Affiance/  Shew  Men  dutiful? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.    Seem  they  Grave  and  Learned  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.  Come  they  of  Noble  Family  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.     Seem  they  Religious? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.     Or  are  they  ipare  in  Diet, 
Free  from  grofs  Paflion,  or  of  Mirth,  or  Anger, 
Conftant  in  Spirit,  not  fwerving  with  the  fiiood, 
Garni(h*d  and  deck'd  in  modeft  Complement, 
Not  working  with  the  Eye,  without  the  £ar> 
And  but  in  purged  Judgment  truftihg  neither  ? 
Such  and  fo  finely  boulted  didft  thou  feem: 
And  thus  thy  Fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot. 
To  make  thee  full  fraught  Man,  the  beft  endued 
With  fome  fufpicion,    I  will  weep  for  thee* 
For  this  revolt  of  thine  methinks  is  like 
Another  fall  of  Man.    Their  Faults  arc  open, 
Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  Law 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  Pra&ices. 

Exe.  I  arreft  thee  of  HighTreafon,  by  the  Name  of  Ri* 
vhard  Earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafbn,  by  the  Name  of  Thomas 
Lord  Scroof  of  Mafljam. 

I  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon,  by  the  Name  of  Thgmas 
Srejj  Km^toi  Northumberland. 

Scro9p.  Our  Purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcover*d« 
And  I  repent  my  Fault  more  than  my  Death; 
Which  I  befeech  your  Highnefs  to  forgive. 
Although  my  Body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me  the  Gold  of  France  did  not  feduce^ 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive. 
The  fboner  to  effed  what  I  intended ; 
But,  God  be  thanked  for  prevention, 
iVhich  I  in  fufferance  heartily  will  rejoyce  for, 
ieleeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Gray.  Never  did  faithful  Subject  more  rejoyce 
^t  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  Treafon^ 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  my  ftlf. 
Vox.  ///.  Z  "Ptw^wA^ 


!■■   _ 
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Prevented  from  a  damned  Enterprize : 

My  Fault,  but  not  myBody^  pardon,  Sovereigfu 

K.H£nr].  God  quit  you  in  his  Mercy ;  hear  your  Sentence  f 
You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  Royal  Pcrfon, 
Join'd  with  an  Enemy  proclaim'd,  and  from  his  Coffers 
Keceiv'd  the  golden  Earned  of  our  Death ; 
Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  King  to  flaughter) 
His  Princes  and  his  Peers  to  Servitude, 
His'Subjefts  to  Oppreffion  and  Contempt, 
And  his  whole  Kingdom  into  Defolation: 
Touching  our  Perfon,  feek  we  no  Revenge, 
But  we  our  Kingdom's  fafety  muft  fo  tender, 
Whofe  Ruin  you  three  fought,  thlt  to  her  Laws 
We  do  deliver  you.     Get  you  therefore  hence. 
Poor  miferable  Wretches,  to  your  Death ; 
The  tafte  whereof  God  of  his  Mercy  give 
You  patience  to  endure,  and  true  Repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  Offences.     Bear  them  hence*       [Exeunt. 
Now,  Lords,  for  France^  the  Enterprize  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you  as  us,  like  glorious. 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  War, 
Since  God  fo  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  Treafon  lurking  in  our  wayi 
To  hinder  our  beginning.     We  doubt  not  now. 
But  every  Rub  is  fnK)othed  in  our  way^ 
Then  forth,  dear  Country-men;  let  us  delivei" 
Our  PuifTance  into  the  Hand  of  God, 
Putting  it  ftreight  in  expedition. 
Chearly  to  Sea,  the  figns  of  War  advance. 
No  King  of  England^  if  not  King  of  France^  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Piftol>  Niro,  Bardolph,  Boy,  and  Hofteis. 

JUofi:  Prethee  Honey,  fweet  Husband^  let  me  bring  thee 
to  Staines*  * 

Piftol.  No,  for  my  manly  Heart  doth  yem,  *BardMk^ 
be  With :  Nimy  rouze  thy  vaunting  Veins :  Boy,  brifUe  ttiy 
Courage  up  5  for  Faljlaff  he  is  dead,  and  we  muft'  ycm  thcit- 
fore. 

Bard.  Would  I  were  with  him  wherefot'er  he  i$j  citfatt 
in  Heaven,  or  in  Hell. 

Hejt.  Nay,  fure,  he's  not  in  Hell ;  he's  in  Aritmif^  Bo^ 
fom,  if  ey^r  Man  went  to  Anhm\  ^poxi  he  OideafiMr 
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end,  and  went  away  and  it  had  been  any  Chrifom  Child> 
a  parted  juft  between  Twelve  and  One,.tv'A  at  the  turning 
o*th'  Tyde ;  for  after  I  faw  him  fpmble  with  the  Sheets, 
and  play  with  Flowers,  and  {mile  upon  his  Fingers  end,  I 
knew  there  was  but  one  way ;  for  his  Nofe  was  as  fharp  as  a 
Pen,  and  a  Table  of  Green  Fields.  How  now.  Sir  Johni 
quoth  L  What  Man?  be  a  good  Cheer;  fo  a  cried  out,  God, 
God,  God,  three  or  four  times  :  Now  1,  to  comfort  him, 
bid  him  a  ihould  not  think  of  God{  I  hop'd  there  was  no 
need  trouble  himfelf  with  any-fuch  Thoughts  yet :  fo  a  bad 
me  lay  more  Clothes  on  his  Feet:  I  put  my  Hand  into  the 
Bed  and  felt  them,  and  they  w^e  as  cold  xis  a  Stqne  .*  Then 
I  felt  to  his  Knees,  and  fo  up^^ard  sand  upward,  all  was  as; 
cold  as  any  Stone.  \         ^  :    - 

JVim.  They  fay  he  cried  ouf  of  ^ack.  ..  ., 
Hojf.  Ay,  that  adid.    .  .  s    ,  ;..    .    .    / 

Sard.  And  of  Women.    ,: 
Hofi.  Nay,  that  a  did  not.  ,  /. 

Boy.  Yes,   that  a  did,  and  faid  they  ^w^e^  Pevils   In- 
carnate. .  i    .  ,    .. 

Hoft.  A  could  never  abide.; Carnation,    'twa^'  a  Colour 
he  never  lik'd.  .:       . 

Boj.  A  faid  once^    the.  Deule  woidd  r^ave  him  about 
Women.  ^        •: 

Hofi.   A  did  in  fome  fort,  indeed,  handle  Women;  but 
then  he  was  rheumatick  and  talk'dof  the  ^y horeof  Babylon. 
Boj.  Do  you  not  remember  a  faw  -a  Flea  ftick  iipon  Bar^ 
JolfVs  Nofe,^:And  faid  it  was  a  black  Soul  burning  in  tjell. 

Bard.  Well^  the  fuel  is  gone  that  maintaiii^d  that  Fire : 
That's  all  the  Riches  I  got  in  his  Service. 

Nim.  Shall  we  fliogg  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from 
ShoHthampton. 

Pifi.  Corner  let's  away.  .  My  Love,  give  me  thy  Lips : 
Look  to  my  Chattels,  and  Moveables ;  let  Sen(es  rule ; 
the  world  is.  Pitch  and  pay ;  truft  none,  for  Oaths  are  Straws, 
Mens  Faiths  are  Wafer-Cakes,  and  hold-faft  is  the  only  Dog; 
my  Duck,  therefore,  Cavcto  be  thy  Counfellor.  Go,  clear 
thy  Chriftals.  Yoke-fellows  in  Arms,  let  us  to  France^  like 
Horfe-lecches,  my  Boys,  to  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  Blood 
to  fuck. 
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toy.  And  that* s  but  unwholfome  F€k>cI»  they  fay. 

Pifi.  Touch  her  foft  Mouth,  and  march* 

Bard.  Farewel,  Hoftcfs. 

Nim.  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it;  but  adieu. 

Pift.  Let  Houfwifery  appear;  keepdofe,  I  thee  comnafid. 

Hoft.  Farewel;  adieu.  [Exettm. 

Enter  the  Preach  Kingy  the  Danphin^  the  Daks  rf  Burgundy^ 

and  the  Conftable* 

Fr.King.  Thus  comt  the  EngUJh  with  fuU  Power  upon  us» 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  anfwer  Royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Britain, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans  mall  make  forth, 
And  you.  Prince  Dauphin^  with  all  fwift  djrpatch; 
To  line  and  new  repair  our  Towns  of  War 
With  Men  of  Courage,  and  with  means  defendant : 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce 
As  Waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  Gulf. 
It  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident 
>As  Fear  may]teach  us,  out  of  late  Examples, 
L^  by  the  JPatal  and  Tit^^td  Englijh, 
Upoh  our  Fields. 

Dau.  My  mod  redoubted  Father, 
It  is  moft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  Foe: 
For  Peace  it  felf  fliould  not  fo  dull  a  Kingdom, 
(Tho'  War,  nor  no  known  Quarrel  were  in  queftion^ 
But  that  Defences,  Mufters,  Preparations, 
Should  be  maintained,  aflembled  and  colle&ed. 
As  were  a  War  in  expedation. 
Therefore,  I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth. 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  fliew  of  Fear; 
No,  with  no  more  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bufied  with  a  Whitfon  Morris-dance : 
For,  my  good  Liege,  (he  is  fo  idly  King'd, 
Her  Scepter  fo  fantaftically  bom. 
By  a  vain,  giddy,  /hallow,  humorous  Youth, 
That  Fear  attenas  her  not. 

Con.  O  Peace,  Prince  Dauphin^ 
You  are  too  much  miflaken  in  this  King : 

fjuettion  your  Grace  the  late  ^\nS[idQis« 
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With  what  greit  State  he  heard  their  Embaflie^' 
How  well  fupply'd  with  Noble  Councellors, 
How  modeft  in  exception,  and,  withal. 
How  terrible  in  conftant  Refolution : 
And  you  ftiall  find  his  Vanities  fore-fpent 
Were  but  the  out-fide  of  the  RamM  Brutms^ 
Covering  Difcretion  with  a  Coat  of  poUy ; 
As  Gardeners  do  with  Ordure  bide  thofe  Roots 
That  fhall  firft  fpring,  and  be  moA  delicate.   . 

Dau.  Well,  'tis  not  fo,  my  Lord  High  Conflable* 
But  tho'  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter: 
In  caufes  of  Defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
The  Enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems. 
So  the  Proportions  of  defence  are  fiU'd; 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projeftion,^ 
Doth,  like  a  Mifer,  fpoil  his  Coat  with  /canting 
A  little  Cloath. 

Fr.  King.  Think  we  King  Harry  ftrong  5  . 

And  Princes,  look,  you  ftroogly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  Kindred  of  him  hath  been  fleih'd  upon  us : 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  Paths; 
Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  Shamf^ 
When  Creffj  Battel  fatally  was  ftruck. 
And  all  our  Princes  captiv*d  hy  the  Hand 
Of  that  black  Name;,  £^u;4r^,  black  Prince  of  Jfalcsi 
Whiles  that  his  Mountain  Sire*  on  Mountain  ftandiog» 
Up  in  the  Air,  crowned  with  the  Golden  Sun. 
Saw  his  Heroick  Seed,  and  fmil'd  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  Nature,  and  deface 
The  Patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  Fathers 
Had  twenty  Years  been  made.    This  is  a  Stem 
Of  that  Vidorious  Stock;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  him. 

Enter  a  Mejfengerm 

'Mejf*  Ambafladors  from  Harrj,  King  of  EngUnd^ 
Do  crave  admittance  toyourMajefty. 

Fr.  King.  We'll  give  them  prefent  Audience. 
Go,  and  bring  them. 
You  fee  this  Chaf^  i%  hotly  followed^  Friends. 
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Dau.  Turn  Head,  and  ftop  purfuit;  for  Coward  Dogs 
Moil  fpend  their  Mouths,. when  what  they  feem  to  threaten 
Runs  far  before  them*    Good  my  Sovereign, 
Take  up  the  Engliflj  fliort,  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  Monarchy  you  are  the  Head : 
Self-love,  my  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  Sin, 
As  felf-negleSing. 

Enter  l£,xtttr. 

Fr.  King.  From  our  Brother  of  England  ? 

Exe.  From' him,  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majefiy : 
He  wills  you  in  the  Namd  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  devcft  your  ielf,  andlay  apart 
The  borrowed  Glories,  that,  by  gift  of  Heaven, 
By  Law  of  Nature,  and  of  Nations,  'longs 
To  him  and  to  his  Heirs ;  namely,  the  Crown ; 
And  all  wide-ftretched  Honours  that  pertain. 
By  Cuftom  and  the  Ordinance  of  Times, 
Unto  the  Crown  of  France.  That  you  may  know 
TTis  no  finifter,  nor  no  awkward  Claim,   .  ^ 

Pick'd  from  the  Worm-holes  of  long-vaniih*d  days. 
Nor  from  the  duft  of  old  Oblivion  rak'd. 
He  fends  you  this  moft  memorable  Line^ 
In  every  Branch  truly  demonffrative. 
Willing  you  over-look  his  Pedigree ; 
And  when  you  find  him  evenly  derived 
From  his  moft  fam'd  of  fainous  Anceflors, 
Edward  the  Third ;  he  bids  you  then  refign 
Your  Crown  and  Kingdom  indireftly  held 
From  him,  the  native  and  true  Challenger. 

Fr.  King.  Or  elfe  what  follows  ? 

Exe.  Bloody  conftraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  Crown 
Even  in  your  Hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it. 
And  therefore  in  fierce  Tempeft  is  he  coming. 
In  Thunder  and  in  Earthquake,  like  ^Jovei 
That  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel!. 
He  bids  you,  in  the  Bowels  of  the  Lord,  • 

Deliver  up  the  Crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  Souls  for  whom  this  hungry  War 
Opens  his  vafty  Jaws  5  and  on  your  Head 
Turning  the  Widow's  Tears,  the  Orphans  Crys, 
TAe  dead  Mens  Bloods,  the  privy  MaVdtii^  Gtoixvs, 
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For  Husbands,  Fathers,  and  betrothed  Lovers, 
That  Ihall  be  fwallowed  in  this  Controverfie. 
This  is  his  Claim,  hisThreatning,  and  my  Meflage^ 
Unlefs  the  Dauphin  be  in  prefence  here. 
To  whom  exprefly  I  bring  Greeting  too. 

Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  further :  ' 
To  morrow  ihall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  Brother  of  England. 

Dan.  For  the  Daufhin^ 
I  fland  here  for  him;  what  to  him  from  England?    "  '^ 

Exe.  Scorn  and  Defiance,flight  Regard,  Contempt,  \ 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  miC-become 
The  mighty  Sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at.  '.  ' 

Thus  fays  my  King;  ^and  if  your  Fatner'sHighncfs  ;    !, 

Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  Demands  at  large. 
Sweeten  the  bitter  Mock  you  fent  his  Majefty  5 
He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  Anfwer  of  it. 
That  Caves  and  womby  Vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  Trefpafs,  and  return  your  Mock 
In  fecond  Accent  of  his  Ordinance.  '  '  * 

Dan.  Say,  if  my  Father  tender  fair  return. 
It  is  againft  my  will ;  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  Odds  with  England  i  to  that  end. 
As  matching  to  his  Youth  and  Vanity, 
I  did  prefcnt  hirn  with  the  Paris  Balls. 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louver  ftiake  for  it. 
Were  it  the  Miftrefs  Court  of  mighty  Europe  i         ' 
And  be  affur'd  you'll  find  a  difference. 
As  we,  his  Subjefts,  have  in  wonder  found. 
Between  the  Promife  of  his  greener  days 
And  thefe  he  mafters  now;  now  he  weighs  Time 
Even  to  the  utmoft  Grain,  that  you  fhall  read 
In  your  own  Loffes,  if  he  ftay  in  France. 
j^   Fr.  King.  To  morrow  fhall  you  know  our  mind  at  full. 

[Flourijb. 

Exe.  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay. 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  Land  already. 

Fr.  King.  You  fh-all  be  foon  difpatch'd  with  fair  Conditions. 
A  Night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  ^wfe 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  Confequence.  \]E-xtunt 

z  ^ 
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A  C  T  II.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Chorns.  '  \ 

'TpHus  with  imagined  Wing  our  fwift  Scene  flies, 
X    In  motion  of  no  kf$  celerity. 
Than  that  of  Thought*  Suppofe  that  you  have  feen 
The  well  appointed  King  at  Dover  Peer, 
Embark  his  Royalty;  and  his  brave  Fleet, 
With  filken  Streamers,  the  young  Phoftus  fanning ; 
Play  .with  your  Fancies ;  and  in  mem  behold* 
Upon  the  Hempen  Tackle,  Ship  Boys  climbing; 
Hear  the  ihrill  Whiftle,  which  doth  Order  give 
To  (bunds  confus'd ;  behold  the  threaden  Sails, 
Born  with  th'  invifible  and  creeping  Wind, 
Draw  the  huge  Bottoms  thro'  the  Fiirrow'd  Sea« 
Breafting  the  lofty  Surge.     O,  do  but  think 
You  (land  upon  the  Rivage,  and  behold 
A  City  on  tn  inconftant  Billows  dancing; 
For  fo  appears  this  Fleet  Majeftical* 
Holding  due  courfe  to  HarfieMr.     Fdlow»  follow. 
Grapple  your  Minds  to  fternage  of  this  Navy, 
And  leave  your  England  as  dead  Midnight,  ftiU, 
Guarded  with  Grand{]res>  Babies  and  old  Women, 
Either  paft,  or  not  arriv'd  to  pitch  and  puiflance  :^ 
For  who  is  he,  whofe  Chin  is  but  enrich'd 
With  one  appearing  Hair,  that  will  not  follow 
Thefe  cuird  and  choice  drawn  Cavalien  to  France\ 
Work,  work  your  Thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  Siege  i 
Behold  the  Ordnance  on  their  Carriages, 
With  fatal  Mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harflenr. 
Suppofe  th'  Ambaifaaor  from  the  French  comes  back. 
Tells  Harrj^  That  the  King  doth  offer  him 
Katharine  his  Daughter,  and  with  her  to  Dowry 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  Dukedoms* 
The  Offer  likes  not;  and  the  nimble  Gunner 
With  Lynftock  now  the  deviliih  Cannon  touches* 

»    ^  [j^larm^  and  Chambers  gp  eff. 

"  And 
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And  down  goes  all  beforre  him.    Still  be  kind. 
And  ech  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  JJE^it^ 

Enter  King  Htmy,  Exeter,  Bedford,  xn^  Glouccfter,  with 

Scaling-Ladders  as  before  Harflcur* 
K.  Hmrf.  Once  irfore  unto  the  Breach* 
Dear  Frieods  once  more ; 
Or  clofc  the  Wall  up  with  our  EngUfb  dead : 
In  Peace  there*s  nothing  fo  becomes  a  Man 
As  modeft  ftillnefs  and  humility : 
But  when  the  bbft  of  War  blows  in  our  Ears^ 
Then  imitate  the  aSion  of  the  Tyger ; 
Stiffen  the  Sinews,  fummon  up  the  Blood, 
Difguife  fair  Nature  with  hard-fa vour'd  Kage; 
Then  lend  the  Eye  a  terrible  afpeft ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  Head, 
Like  the  Brafs  Cannbn,  let  the  Brow  o'erwhelm  it. 
As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  Rock 
0*er-hang  and  jutty  his'  confounded  Bafe, 
SwiU'd  with  the  wild  and  wafteful  Ocean. 
Now  fet  the  Teeth,  and  ftretch  jhe  Noftril  wide. 
Hold  hard  the  Breathy  and  bend  up  every  Spirit 
To  his  full  height.     On,  you  nobleft  Englijh^ 
Whole  Blood  is  fet  from  Fathers  of  War-proof  5 
FatherSy  that  like  fo  many  AUxandersy 
Have  in  thcfe  parts  from  Morn  *till  Even  fought. 
And  flieath'd  their  Swords  for  lack  of  Argument; 
Dishonour  not  your  Mothers ;  now  atteft. 
That  thofe  whom  you  call'd  Fathers  did  beget  you. 
Be  Copy  now  to  Men  of  groffer  Blood, 
And  teach  them  how  to  War ;  and  you,  good  Yeomen, 
Whofe  Limbs  were  toiade  in  England^  (hew  us  here 
The  niettle  of  your  Pafture:  Let  us  fwear, 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not; 
For  there  is  no*  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe. 
That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  Eyes. 
I  fee  you  ftand  like  Greyhounds  in  the  flips, 
Straining  upon  the  Starr.     The  Game's  a-foot : 
Follow  your  Spirit;  and  upon  this  Charge, 
Cry*  God  for  Harrj^  England^  and  St.  George. 

[Alairm^  and  th^whKS  \  %^  ^^ 
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Enter  Nim,  Barpolph,  Piftol,  and  Boy. 

Bard.  On,  on,  on,,  on,  on,  to  the  Breach,  to  the  Breach. 

Nim/^Pny  thee.  Corporal,  flay,  the  Knocks  are  too 
hot;  and  for  mine  own  parr, .  I  have  not  a  Cafe  of  Lives ; 
the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  Very  plain  Song  of  it. 

Pift.  The  plain  Song  is  moft  juft;  for  humoufs  do  abound: 
Knocks  go  and  come :  God's  VaiTals  drop  and  dye ;  and  Sword 
and  Shield,  in  bloody  Fields  doth  win  immortal  Fame» 

Boj.  Would  I  were  in  an  Ale^houfe  in  Ltrndoff^  I  would 
give  all  my  Fame  for  a  Pot  of  Ale,  and  fafery.  *- 

Pift.  And  I;  if  wifhes' would  prevail  with  mc,  my  pur- 
ppfe  ihould  not  fail' with  me;  but  thether  would  I  hye.     '   " 

Boy.  As  duly>  but  not  as  truly,  as  Bird  doth  fing^  on 
bough. 

Enter  Fluellen;^-  '      • 

Flft.  Up  to  the  breach,  you  Dogs;  avant,  you  Cullioni^ 

Pift.  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  Mould,  abate 
thy  Rage,  abate  thy  manly  Rage ;  '  abate  thy  Rage,  gre^ 
Duke.  Good  Bawcock,  bate  thy  Rage,  ufe  lcnity>  fwett 
Chuck. 

Nim»  Thefe  be  good  humous ;  your  Honour  wins  bad 
humours.  \^Ext$nt. 

Boj^  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three 
Swamers.  I  am  Boy  to  them  all  three,  but  all  they  three,, 
though  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  Man  to  me; 
for  indeed  three  fuch  Antiques  do  not  amount  to  a  Man; 
for  Bardolphf  he  is  white-liver'd,  and  rcd-fac'd ;  by  the 
means  whereof,  a  faces  it  out,  but  fights  not;  for  Pi/tolj  he 
hath  a  killing  Tongue,  and  a  quiet  Sword  ;  by  the  means 
whereof,  a  breaks  V^ords,  and  keeps  whole  Weapons"; 
for  Nim,  he  hath  heard,  that  Men  of  few  Words  are  the 
beft  Men,  and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay  his  Prayers*  left  a 
Ihould  be  thought  a  Coward  ;  but  his  few  bad  words  arc 
matcht  with  as  few  good  Deeds ;  for  a  ntver  broke  any 
Man*s  head  but  his  own,  and  that  was  againft  a  Poft,  when 
he  was  drunk.  They  will  fteal  any  thing,  and  call  it  Pur- 
chafe.  Bardolph^ole  a  Lute-cafe,  bore  it  twelve  Leagues, 
and  fold  it  for  three  half-pence.  Nim  and  Bardolph  are 
fworn  Brothers  in  filching  ;  and  in  Calice  they  ftole  a  fire- 
/hqveh  I  knew,  by  that  piece  of  Service,  the  Men  would  carry 
Caa/y,  They  would  have  me  ^s  ^^itavVv^x  V\\Ja^tTvs  Pockets, 
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as  theii?  Gloves  or  their  Hand-kerchers;  which  mskes  xnuch 
againfl  my  Manhood,  if  I  would  take  from  another's  Pocket, 
to  put  into  mine;  for  it  is  plain  pocfcetting  up  of  Wrongs. 
1  mufl  leave  them,  and  feekfome  better  Service  ;  their  Vil- 
lany  goes  againft  my  .weak  Stomach,  and  therefore  I  muft 
caft  it  up.  ■  .   .  lExh  Bo]. 

i^  Enter  Gower. 
zGuwir.  Gaptaia.  BluelUny  you  muft  come  prefently  to  the 
JMines;  the  Duke  oi  Glottcefier  would  fpeak  with  you, 

Rh.:  To  the  Mines  ?  Tell  you  the  Duke,  it  is  not  (6 
good  to  come  to  the  Mines;  for  look  you,  the  Mines  are 
not  according  to  the  Difciplines  of  War;  the  Concavities  of 
it  is  oot  fufficient ;  for  look  you,  thV  adverfary,  you  may 
difcufs  unto  the  Duke,  look  you,  is  digt  himfelf  four  yards 
under  the  Countcrniioes;  by  Chejbu^  I  think  a  will  plow  up 
aU,  if. there  is  not  better  direftions, 

Gewer.  .The  Duke  of  Ghftcefierj  to  whom  the  Order 
of  the  Siege  is  given,  is  altogether  direfted  by  znlrijb  man, 
a  vety  valiant  Gentleman,  Pfaith. 

Fi».:  It  is  Captain  Mackmorricey  is  it. not? 

Cirwer.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Chejhn  he  is  an  Aft,  as  is  in  the  World,  I  will 
verifie  as  much,  in  his  Beard  ;  he  has  no  more  direftionsin 
the  true  difciplines  of  the  Wars,  look  you,  of  the  Roman 
difciplines,  than  is  a  Puppy-dog. 

^Emer  Mackmorrice,  and  Captain  Jamy. 

Gower.  Here  a  comes,  and  the  Scots  Captain,  Captain 
Jamjy  with  him. 

Elu.  Captain  Jamj  is  a  marvellous  valorous  Gentleman, 
that  is  certain,  and  of  great  expedition  and  knowledge  in  the 
aunciant  Wars,i  upon  my  particulfc  knowledge  of  his  di- 
red:ions;  hy  Che fm  he  will  maintain  his  Argument  as  well 
as  any  Military  Man  in  the  World,  in  theDifciplincs  of  the 
priftine  Wars  of  the  Romans. 

yamj.  I  fay  gudday.    Captain  FlHcllen. 

Flu.  Godden  to  your  Worlhip ,     good  Captain  James. 

Gnver.  How  now.   Captain  Mackniorrice,  have  you  quit 
the  Mines?  have  the  Pioneers  given  o'er? 

Mack.  By  Chrifh,  Law,  tifli  ill  done;  the  Workifligive 
over;  the  Trompet  found  the  Retreat.    "B^  tcrj  Va\A  V 
fwcar,  and  hy  my  E2tliQt'^  Soul,  the  Wotk  \ftv  *i\\  ^otv^%  vt 
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ilh  give  over  f  I  would  have  Mowed  up  the  Town,  foChri(h 
five  me,  law,  in  an  hour.  O  ti(h  ill  done,  tiih  ill  done; 
by  my  Hand  ti(h  ill  done. 

FIh,  Captain  Mackmorrice,  I  befeech  you  now,  will 
you  vouchfafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with  you, 
as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplines  of  the  War, 
the  Rom4n  Wars,  in  the  way  of  Argument,  look  you,  and 
friendly  communication ;  partly  to  facisfy  my  Opinion,  and 
partly  for  the  fatisfatSion,  look  you,  of  my  Mind,  as  touch* 
ing  the  diredion  of  the  Military  difcipline,  that  is  the 
Point. 

Jamy^  It  fall  be  varv  gud>  gud  feith,  gud  Ciptens  bath, 
and  I  fall  quit  you  wicn  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occafion; 
that  fal  I  marry* 

Macl^  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  foChriih  fave  me:  The 
Day  is  hot,  and  the  Weather,  and  the  Wars,  and  the  King, 
and  the  Duke ;  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the  Town  is  be- 
feech'd ;  and  the  Trumpet  calls  us  to  the  Breach,  and  we 
talk,  and  by  Chri(h  do  nothing,  'tis  fhamefor  us  all;  fo  God 
fa'me  'tis  fhame  to  ftand  ftilL'it  is  fhame  by  my  hand;  and 
there  is  Throats  to  be  cut,  and  W«fks  to  be  done,  and  there 
ill)  nothing  done,  fo  Chrifli  fa'me  law. 

jfamy.  By  the  Mes,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  thcmfelves 
to  flomber,  ayle  degud  fervice,  or  lie  ligge  i'th'  ground  for 
it;  ay,  or  go  to  death;  and  He  pay't  as  valoroufly  as  laiay, 
that  fal  I  furely  do,  the  breff  and  the  long;  marry,  I  wad  full 
fain  heard  fome  queftion  'tween  you  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Mackmorrkey  I  think,  look  you,  under 
your  correftion,  there  is  not  many  of  your  Nation. 

Mack*  Of  my  Nation?  What  ifli  my  Nation?  Ifti  a  Vil- 
lain, and  a  Baftard,  and  iKnave,  and  a  Kafcal !  What  ifli 
my  Nation?  Who  talks  of  my  Nation? 

FIh.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife  than  is 
meant.  Captain  Mackmorrice,  peradventure  I  (hall  think  you 
do  not  ufe  me  with  that  affability,  as  in  difcretion  yoH  ojaght 
to  ufe  me,  look  you,  being  as  good  a  Man  as  your  felf  both 
in  the  difciplines  of  Wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth, 
and  in  other  particulars. 

Mackz   I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  Man  as  my  felf,  fo 
Cbrsib  fave  me,  I  will  cut  oflF  your  head. 
Gowcr.  Gentlemen  both,  you  h«V\  m\&^^  tick  other. 
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yM99^.  At  that*s  a  foul  fault.  [^  Pdrley  f$Hmded. 

Gower.  The  Town  founds  a  Parley. 

FIh.    Captain  Maekmorrkcj   when  there  is  more  better   ^ 

opportunity  to  be  requir'd,  look  yoy,  I  will  be  fo  bold  at 

CO  tell  you,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  War,   and  there  is  an 

end.  [ExtMMt 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  all  his  Train  before  the  Gates. 

K.  Henry.  How  yetrefolves  the  Governorof  the  Town? 
This  is  the  lateft  Parle  we  will  admit : 
Therefore  to  our  beft  mercy  give  your  fdvcj. 
Or  like  to  Men  proud  of  deftrudion^ 
Defie  us  to  our  worft;  for  as  I  am  a  Soldier, 
A  Name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  beft; 
If  I  begin  the  batt'ry  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchieved  Harfltmr^ 
Till  in  her  afties  (he  lye  buried* 
The  Gates  of  Mercy  (hall  be  all  ihut  up. 
And  the  flifli'd  Soldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart. 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,    (hall  range 
WithConfcience  wideas  Hell,  mowing  like  Grafs 
Your  freih  fair  Virgins,  and  your  flowring  Infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me»  if  impious  War, 
Arrayed  in  flames  like  to  the  Prince  of  Fiends^ 
Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  all  fell  feats, 
Enlinck  towafte  and  defoktion? 
What  is't  to  me,  when  you  your  felves  are  capfe. 
If  your  pure  Maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hoc  and  forcing  Violation  ? 
What  Rein  can  hold  licentious  Wickednefs* 
When  down  the  Hill  he  holds  bis  fierce  Career  ? 
We  may  as  bootlefs  fpend  our  vain  Command 
Upon  tn*  enraged  Soldiers  in  their  Spoils 
As  fend  Precepts  to  the  Leviathan 
To  come  a-(hoar.  Therefore,you  men  ofHarflcur^ 
Take  pity  of  your  Town  and  of  your  People, 
Whiles  yet  my  Soldiers  are  in  my  Command, 
Whiles  yet  the  cool  andtemperate  Wind  of  Grace 
O*er-blows  the  filthy  and  contagious  Clouds 
Of  heady  Murther,  Spoil,  and  Villany. 
If*not;  why  in  a  moment  look  to  fee 
The  blind  and  bloody  Soldier,  with  CouWvui^d 
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Defire  the  Locks  of  your  flirill-fhrieking  Daughters; 
Your  Fachers  taken  by  the  filver  Beards* 
And  their  mod  reverent  Heads  daiht  to  the  Walls : 
Your  naked  Infants  fpitccd  upon  Pikes, 
While  the  mad  Mothers,    with  their  howls  confus'd. 
Do  break  the  Clouds;  as  did  the  Wives  of  Jcwry^ 
At  Herod*s  bloody-hunting  flaughter-men. 
What  fay  you?   Wril  you  yield,   and  this  avoid ? 
Of  guilty  in  defence  bj  thus  deftroy'd  ? 

Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  Our  expeSation  hath  this  day  an  end: 
The  Dauphm^  of  whom  Succours  we  entreated. 
Returns  us,   that  his  Powers  are  yet'  ndt  ready, 
.  To  raife  fo  great  a  Siege.  Therefore,  great  King, 
We  yield  our  Town  and  Lives  to  thy  foft  Mercy: 
Enter  our  Gates,  difpofe  of  us  and  ours. 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenfible. 

K.  Henry.  Open  your  Gates:  Come, Unkle  £;ctf/^r. 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfienr^   there  remain. 
And  fortifie  it  ftrongly  'gainft  the  French  : 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all  for  us,  dear  Unkle; 
The  Winter  coming  on,  and  Sickne(s  growing 
Upon  our  Soldiers,  we  will  retire  to  Calais. 
To  night  in  Harfleur  we  will  be  your  Gueft, 
To  morrow  for  the  March  we  are.addreft. 

[^Flonri/by  and  enter  the  TeWn. 
Enter  Katherine  and  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Kath.  Alice^  tn  as  efie  en  jingUterre,   &  tn  parlois  iien  Ic 
Langnage. 

Alice.  Vn  peHy  Madame. 

Kath.  Je  te  prie  de  nsenfeigner^   il  fant  que  fapprenne  d 
parler.     Comment  appelle  vous  la  main  en  Anglois\ 

Alice.  La  main^  il  eft  appelle^  de  Hand. 

Kath.  De  Hand. 

Alice.  Etledojt. 

Kath,  Le  dojt^  me  foj  je  onblie  le  doyt^  mats  je  me  fimnin^ 
draj  le  doyt^  je  penfe  quHls  ont  appelle  desfingresy  ohj  defingfts, 

Alice.  La  main,   de  Handy    le  doyt,  le  Fingres^    Je  penfe 
que  je  fnis  le  hon  ejcolier. 

Kath.  J'aj  gaigne  denz^motsd'AngUiiviftement^  commeiu 
^j^ficlUvoHS  Us  angles  ? 


King  Henry  V.  ^  5  2.7 

Alice.  Lcs  onglcsy  Us  app€llons  de  Nayles. 
S  Kath.   Dc  NajUs  efcomez>i   dius  moj^  Jijefark  bUni  de 
Ma^d^  de  Fingre^t  de  Najles. 

Alice.  Ceji  fnen  dit  Madame^  il  eft  fort  bon  Anglois. 

KatL  Dites  moy  en  jinglois  le  hras. 

Alice..  Be  Armcy  Madame. 

Kath.  Et  le  Coude. 

Alice.  B:  Elbow. 

Kath.  H Elbow  z   Je  men  faitz»  la  repetition  de  tons  Us   % 
mots  que  vom  m^aviz,  apprins  des  a  prefent. 

Alice.  //  eft  trop  difficile  Madame,  comme  je  fenfe. 

Kath.    ExcHje  moj  Alice^ '  efcome,   d Handy  de  Fingre^  de 
NayleSi  £  Arme^  de  Bilbow. 

Alice,  D^  elbow,  Madame.  • 

Kath.  O  Seigneur  Diest,  je  nfen  oublie  d*Elbow»  comment 
Appelle  vous  le  col? 

Alice.  De  Neckj  Madame» 

KsLth.  De  Necl^  ^  lemantonj  '     .     . 

Alice.  De  Chin. 

Kath,  DeSin^  le  col,  de  Neckj  le  manton,  deSin*, 

Alice.  Osij.  Saufvoftre  honneur  jp»  verite  vou^  prenoncies 
les  mots  auffi  droiS^  que  le  Natifs  d^Angleterre. 

Kath.  Je  ne  dome  point  d*apprendre  par  la  grace  de  Diein, 
^  en  pen  de  temps. 

Alice.  N*avezJ  vom  pas  dejta  oublie  ce  que  je  vous  aj  t»- 
feigni.  \       \    J 

Kath.   Non^  je  reciter aj  a  vous  promptement  d^Hand^  de 
Fingre,  de  Nayles^  Madame. 

Alice.  De  Najles^  Madame^ 

Kath.  De.NajleSy  de  Armey  de  Ilbow* 

Alice.  Sa  uf  voftre  honneur  it  Elbow. 

Kath.  Ainji diS'je  d'ElboWy   de  Neck^^  de  Sin:  cdmrntnt 
appelle  vous  les  pieds  (^  de  robe. 

Alice*  Le  Foot  Madame,  ^  le  Count.  - 

Kath.  LeFooty  f^  le  Count':  O  Seigneur  Dieu!  ce  font  des 
fnotsmauvaiSy  corruptible  ^  in^udique,  (^non  pour  les  Dames 
it  Honneur  dufer :  Je  ne  voudrois  prononcer  ces  mcts  ilevane 
les  Seigneurs  de  France y  pour  tout  le  mondel  11  faut  le  Footy 
&  le  County  neantmoins.  Je  reciter aj  nn autrefois  ma lefou 
sufembky  d Handy  de  Fingriy  de  Najles^  d'Armc%  diEihiSTp^ 
de  Necky  de  Sin,  de  Feet,  de  Count. 
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Alice.  Excellent^  Maddme^ 

Kath.  Ccfi  ajfez,  pour  unt  f§is,  dUons  nom  en  J^fntr^  [Exeuilf; 
MMcr  the  King  of  France,  the  Dauphin,  Dttks  of  Briuio,  the 

Cenfidhle  of  France,  aiuL  ethers. 
Fr.  K.  *Tis  certain  he  hath  pafs'd  the  TkxwtvSeme. 
Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  Lord, 
Let  us  not  live  in  France;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  Vineyards  to  a  Barbarous  People. 

Dmh.  O  Dieu  vivantl  (hall  a  few  Sprays  of  us* 
The  emptying  of  our  Father's  Luxury, 
Our  Syens,  put  in  Wild  and  Savage  Stock, 
Spirt  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  Oouds,  * 
And  over-look  their  Grafters? 

Brit.  NermMSy  but  Baftard  Normans^  Nertnan  Baftardst 
Mort  de  md  vie.  if  thuat  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal*  but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedom, 
To  buy  a  flobbry  and  a  dirty  Farm 
In  that  nook'ihotcen  I  He  of  Albion. 

Con.  Dieu  de  Batailles !  where  have  they  this  Mettle  { 
Is  not  their  Climate  foggy,  raw,  and  duUi 
On  whom,  as  in  defpight,  the  Sun  looks  pale, 
'Killing  their  Fruit  with  Frowns?  Can  fodden  Water, 
A  Drench  for  Sur-reytfd  Jade,  their  Barly*brotb, 
Decoft  their  cold  Blood  to  (uch  valiant  heat? 
And  (hall  our  quick  Blood  fpirited  with  Wine, 
Seem  frofty  ?  O  1  for  the  Honour  of  our  Land, 
Let  us  not  hang  likd  roping  Ificles 
Upon  our  Houfes  Thatch,  whiles  a  more  frofty  People 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  Youth  in  our  rich  Fields : 
Poor  we  may  call  them,  in  their  Native  Lords* 

Dau.  By  Faith  and  Honour* 
Our  Madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay. 
Our  Mettle  is  bred  out,  and  they  will  give 
Their  Bodies  to  the  Luft  of  Englijh  Youth, 
To  New-ftore  France  with  Baftard  Warriors. 

Brit.  They  bid  us  to  the  Englijh  Dancing  Schools^ 
And  teach  Lavalta*s  high,   and  fwift  C/trranto\ 
Saying,  our  Grace  is  only  in  our  Heels, 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  Run-aways. 

^Fr.  King.  Where  is  Montjoj^thcHtvAdl  fpeed  him  heQCfy 
Lee  him  greet  England  with  out.ftxit^  Defiance. 
Vp  Princes,  and  with  Spirit  oi  Honout^A^td^  W«% 
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More  (harper  than  your  Swords,  hie  to  the  Fieldi 

Charlts  Delabreth,  High  Conftable  of  France  i 

You  Duke  of  Orleans^  Bonrbonj  and  of  Berrj^ 

Alanfon^  Brabant^  Bar^  and  BnrgHndj^ 

Jaques  Chatilliony  RambareSj  ViiHdemontj 

Beaumont y  GrandpreCy  RoHjficj  and  F^fdconbridge^ 

LojSy  LefiraUy  BoHciqually  and  CharalojSy 

High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Loi^ds,  and  Kings  i 

For  your  great  Seats,  now  quit  you  of  great  fhames: 

Bar  Harry  England^  that  fweeps  through  our  Land 

With  Penons  painted  in  the  Blood  o\  Harfieur : 

Rufli  on  his  Hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  Snow 

Upon  the  Vailies,  whofe  low  Vaffal  Seat 

The  Alps  doth  fpit,  and  void  his  rheutn  upon. 

Go  down  upon  him,  you  have  Power  enoughs 

And  in  a  Captive  ckariot,  into  Roan 

Bring  him  our  Prifoner. 

Con.  This  becofbes  the  Great. 
Sorry  am  I  his  Numbers  are  fo  h^^ 
His  Soldiers  fick,  and  familht  in  their  March:] 
For  I  am  fure,  when  he  fliall  fee  our  Army, 
He'll  drop  his  Heart  into  the  fink  of  Fear, 
Aod  for  Atchievement,  offer  us  his  Kanfom. 

Ft.  King.  Therefore  Lord  Conftable,  hzSit  oti  Mount jojt 
And  let  him  fay  to  England^  that  we  fend. 
To  know  what  willing  Ranfom  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphin^  you  (hall  ftay  with  us  in  Roan^ 

Dau.  Not  I,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty. 

Fr^  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  (hall  remain  with  ti5# 
Now  forth  Lord  Conftable  and  Princes  iall ; 
And  quickly  brin^  us  word  of  England^  FalL  [Exiunu 

Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen. 

Gow.  How  now, Captain  FlueUen^comt  you  from  the  Bridge? 

Fli^  I  atfure  you,  ther6  is  very  excellent  Services  com- 
mitted at  th€  Bridge. 

Gov/.  Is  the  Duke  o(  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu.  The  Duke  o(  Exeter  is  as  magnslnimous  as  Agamem" 
nbn^  and  a  Man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  Sou),    and 
my  Healrt,  and  my  Duty,  and  my  Life,  and  my  Living,  and 
my  Ottcrrtoft  I^ower.     He  is  not,  God  be  prailed^vxd^V^^^^'* 
any  hurt  in  the  World,  but  keeps  iVie  Bnd«  toa^  N-iSx^^^^  ^ 

V6L.m.      ~  A  a  ^"^"^ 
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with  excellent  Dtifcipline.  There  is  an  ancient  Lieutenant 
there  at  the  j^ridge^  I  think  in  my  very  Confcience  he  is  as 
Valiant  a  Man  as  Mark  jinthonj^  and  he  is  a  Man  of  no  Efti- 
mation  in  the  Worlds  but  I  did  fee  him  do  as  gallant  Service. 

Gow.  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

FIh.  He  is  caird  Ancient  Piftal. 

Gow.  I  kn6w  him  noK 

'JEnter  Piftol. 

JFiu.  Here  is  the  Mad. 

Pi/f.  Captain,  I  theebefeech  to  do  me  favours :  The  Duke 
of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

FIh.  I,  I  praife  God,  and  I  have  merited  fome  love  at  his 
hands. 

Pifi.  Bardolph^  a  Soldier  firm  and  found  of  Heart,  and  of 
buxom  Valour,  hath  by  cruel  Fate,  and  giddy  Fortune's  fu- 
rious fickle  Wheel,  that  Goddefs  blind,  that  ftands  upon  the 
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Flfi.  By  your  Patience,  ancient  Pifiol:  Fortune  is  painted 
blind,  with  a  Muffler  before  her  Eyts,  to  fignifie  to  you, 
that  Fortune  is  blind;  and  (he  is  painted alfo  with  a  Wheeli 
to  fignifie  to  you,  which  is  the  Moral  of  it,  that  fhe  is  turning 
and  inconftanr,  ahd  mutability,  and  variation;  and  her  Foot, 
look  you,  is  fixed  upoh  a  Spherical  Stone,  which  rowles, 
and  rowles,  and  rowles ;  in  good  truth,  the  Poet  mak^s  a 
mbft  excellent  defcription  of  it:  Fortune  is  an  excellent  KJch 
ral. 

Pifi.  Fortune  is  Bardolfh*sf'0€y  and  frowns  on  him;  for  he 
hath  ftoln  a  Paxy  and  Hanged  muft  a  be  ;  Damned  Death; 
let  Gallows  gape  for  Dog,  let  Man  go  free,  and  kt  not 
Hemp  his  Wind-pipe  fuffocate;  but  Exeter  hath  given 
the  Doom  of  Death  for  Pax  of  little  Price.  Thcrefiare 
go  fpeak,  the  Duke  Vili  hear  thy  voice  ;  and  let  not  Bar- 
dplph'syitdl  Thread  be  cut  witla  edge  of  Penny-Coritnd  vile 
reproach.     SpeakfCaptain  for  his  Life,  and  I  will  thee  uequiie. 

Flu.  Ancient  Pifiolf  I  do  partly  underftapd  your  mean- 
ing. .      . 

Pifi.  Why  then  re  Joyce  therefore. 

Flfi.  Certainly  Ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rdojce  at; 
for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  Brother,  I  would  defire  the 
Duke  to  ufe  his  good  Pleafure,  and  put  him  to  Execution; 
for  DifcipVme  ought  to  be  ufed. 
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Pift.  pie,  and  be  damn'dy  and  F^iq  for  thyFriendihip. 

Ft/^.  It  is  well. 

Pifi.  The  Fig  of  Spain.  ^Exh  Vitt: 

Flu.  Very  good. 

60U/.  Why,  chis  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  Rafca),  I  remem- 
ber him  now;   a  Bawd,  a  Cut-purfe. 

Flif.  I'll  aflure  you^  a  utt'red  as  prave  words  at  the  Fridge, 
as  you  (hall  fee  in  a  Summers  Day;  but  it  is  very  well;  what 
he  has  (poke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant  you,  when  time 
is  ferve. 

Gow.  Why  *iis  a  Gill,  a  Foof,  a  Rogue,  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  Wars,  to  grace  himfelfat  hii  return  into 
London,  under;  the  form  of  a  Soldier;  and  fuch  FeUows  are 
perfed  in  the  Great  Comn>anders  Names,  and  they  will 
learn  you  by  rote  where  Services  were  done;  at  fuch  and 
fuch  a  Sconce,  at  fuch  a  Breach,  at  fiich  a  Convoy;  who 
came  of  bravely,  who  was  (hot,  who  difgrac'd,  what  terms 
the  Enemy  flood  on ;  and  this  they  con  perfeftly  in  the  Phrafe 
of  War,  which  they  trick  up  with  new-tuned  Oaths;  and 
what  a  Beard  of  the  Generals  Cut,  and  a  horrid  Sutc  of  the 
Ggmp,  wi)i  do  among  foaming  Bottle5>  and  Ale-wa(h'd  wits, 
is  wo(»derfA}I  to  be  thought  on ;  but  you  nmft  learx)  to  know 
filch  (landers  of  the  Age,  or  elfe  you  may  be  marvdloufly 
mtftook. 

FIh.  I  tell  you  what.  Captain  Gower ;  I  do  perceive  he  i$ 
not  the  Man  that  he  would  gladly  make  (hew  to  the  World 
he  is;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  Coat,  I  will  tell  him  my  mind; 
hear  you,  the  King  is  coming,  and  I  muft  fpeak  with  him 
fnom  -the  Pridge.  , 

Drnm  and  Colours.     Enter  the  King  and  his 

foor  Soldiers* 

Flu.  God  plefs  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  How  now  Fluellen^  cam'ft  thou  from  the  Bridee  ? 

Flu.  r,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty:  The  Duke  of  Exeter  nt$ 
very  gallantly  maintained  the  Pridge;  the  French  is  gone 
off,  look  you,  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave  Paffages ; 
n^rry,  th*  athverfary  was  have  poire(Eon  of  the  Pridge,  but 
hci  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke  of  Exeter  is  Mafter 
of  the  Pridge:  I  can  tell  your  Majefty,  the  Duke  is  a  prave 
Man. 

^  Mewy.  What  Men  have  you  loft^  FUwlUn?  , 

Aa  ^  *^^ 
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Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'athverfary  hath  been  very  great,^ 
reafonable  great;  marry  for  my  part»  I  think  the  Diuce  hath 
loft  never  a  Man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  executed  for 
Robbing  a  Church,  one  Bardolphy  if  your  Majefty  Jcnow 
the  Man;  His  Face  is  all  Bubukles,  and  Whelks,  and  Knobs* 
and  flames  a  Fire>  and  his  Lips  ^lows  at  his  Nofej  and  it  is 
like  a  Coal  of  Fire»  fometimes  plue*  and  foiiietimes  red,  but 
his  Nofe  is  executed,  and  his  Fire's  out. 

K.  Hemj.  We  would  have  all  fuch  OflFenders  fo  cut  o£F, 
and  we  give  exprefs  charge,  that  in  our  Marches  through 
the  Country,  there  be  nothing  coropcll'd  from  the  Villages; 
nothing  taken,  but  paid  for;  none  of  the  French  upbraided 
or  abufed  in  difdainful  Language;  for  when  Lenity  and 
Cruelty  play  for  a  Kingdom,  the  gentler  Gamefter  is  the 
fooneft  Winner. 

Tmkp  foandi.     Enter  Mountjoy. 
Mount.  You  know  me  by  my  Habir.  [thee  } 

K. Henry.  Well  then,  I  know  thee;  what  (hall  I  know  of 
Mount.  My  Mafter's  Mind. 
K.Henrj.  Unfold  it. 

Mount.  Thus  fays  my  King:  Say  thou  to  Harry  of  En£' 
land,  though  we  feem'd  dead,  we  did  but  fleep:  Advan- 
tage is  a  better  Soldier  than  Ka(hnefs.  Tell  him,  we  could 
have  rebuked  him  at  Harflcur^  but  that  we  thought  not 
good  to  bruife  an  Injury,  'till  it  were  full  ripe.  Now  we 
fpeakupon  our  Gue»  and  our  Voice  is  imperial :  England  ihall 
repent  his  Folly,  fee  his  Weak^iefs,  and  admire  our  Suffe- 
rance. Bid  him  therefore  confider  of  his  Ran(bm,  which 
muft  proportion  the  Lofles  we  have  born,  the  Subjeds  we 
have  loft,  the  Diigrace  we.  have  digefted;  which  in  weight 
to  re-anfwer,  his  Pettinefs  would  bow  under.  For  our 
LofTes,  his  Exchequer  is  too  poor;  for  th'effufion  of  our 
Blood,  the  Mufter  of  his  Kingdom  too  faint  a  Number; 
and  for  our  Difgrace,  his  own  Perfon  kneeling  at  our  Feet, 
but  a  weak  and  worthlefs  Satisfa6bion.  To  this  add  Defi- 
ance; and  tell  him  for  conclufion*  he  hath  hetray*d  his  Fol- 
lowers, whofe  Condemnation  is  pronounced.  So  far  my  King 
and  Mafter;  fo  much  my  Office. 
JC  Henry.  What  is  thy  Name  ?  I  know  thy  Quality. 
Moknt.  Mount  joy. 

Kmifinfj 
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JT.  Henry.  Thou  do'ft  thy  OflSce  fairly.  Turn  thee  bacb 
And  tell  thy  King,  I  do  not  feek  him  now, 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais, 
Without  impeachment^;  for  to  fay  the  fooch. 
Though  *tis  no  Wifdom'to  confefs  fo  much. 
Unto  an  Enemy  of  Craft  ind  Vantage, 
My  .People  are  with  Sicknefs  much  enfeebled, 
,  My  Numbers  leffen'd ;  and  thofe  few  I  have^ 
Almoft  no  better  than  fo  many  French ; 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee.  Herald, 
I  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  EngUp  Legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen.  Yet  forgive  me,  Godt 
That  I  do  brag  thus;  this  your  air  of  ir^w^ 
Hath  blown  that  Vicejn  me;  I  muft  repent. 
Go  therefore  tell  thy  Matter,  here  I  am; 
My  Ranfpm  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  Trunk ; 
My  Army,  but  a  weak  and  fickly  Guard : 
Yet  God  before,  tell  him  w^  will  come  on. 
Though  Ftanee  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  Neighbour 
Stand  in  dur  way.  There's  for  thy  Labour,  Aionntjoj. 
Go  bid  thy  Matter  well  advifc  himfelf. 
If  we  may  pafs,  we  will;  if  we  be  hindred, 
We  (hall  your  tawny  Ground  with  your  red  Blood 
Difcolour;  and  fo  AtoHntjoj  fare  you  well. 
The  fum  of  all  our  Anfwer  is  but  this: 
We  would  not  feek  a  Battel,  as  we  are, 
l^Qx  as  we  are,  we  fay,  we  will  not  fliun  it : 
So  tell  your  Matter.  ^ 

Mount.  I  ftiafl  deliver  fo :  Thanks  to  your  Highnefs.[£^i^ 

GU.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upop  us  npw. 

K.Henrj.  Wt  are  in  God*s  hand,  Brother,  not  in  theirs; 
March  to  the  Bridge,  it  now  draws  toward  Night, 
Beyond  the  River  we'll  encamp  pur  felvcs. 
And  on  to  morrow  bid  them  march  away.  \Exeunt» 

Enter  the  Conftable  of  France,  the  Lord  Rambures,  Orleans^ 

Dauphip,  with  others. 

Con.  Tut,  I  have  the  beft  Armour  of  the  World;   would 
it  were  day. 

Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  Armour;  but  kt  my  Hiorfe 
have  his  due. 

^Qtflr.  It  is  the  bed  Horfe  of  Euroft.  ^^^ 
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Orl.  Will  it  never  be  Morning? 

Dan.  My  Lord  of  OrUans^    ind  my  Lord  High  Conftt* 
ble^  you  talk  of  Hotfe  and  Armour  i 

Orl.  You  are  fts  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  Prince  in 
the  World. 

J^an.  What  a  long  Night  is  thi^)  I  will  not  chtnge  my 
Horfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  Paftemsi  ch'ha ;  he 
bounds  from  the  Earth,  as  if  his  Entrails  were  hnr$ ;  /> 
Cheval  volant^  l\it  Pegdfms,  qkUl  a  Us  ngrines  de  fim.  Whe^ 
I  beftride  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a  Hawk;  he  trots  the  Airj 
the  Earth  fings,  when  he  touches  it ;  the  bafeft  Hdrn  d 
his  Hoof  is  more  Mufical  than  the  Fife  of  Htrma. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  Nutmeg. 

Dan.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  Gingdr.  It  is  a  Beaft 
for  Perfeus ;  he  is  pure  Air  and  Fire ;  tnd  the  dull  Ele- 
ments of  Earth  and  Water  never  appear  in  him,  but  on* 
ly  in  patient  flilnefs  while  his  Rider  mounts  him;  he 
is  indeed  a  Horfe*  and  all  other  Jades  ybu  fiiay  c^ill 
Beafts« 

Coff.  Indeed  my  Lord,  it  is  a  mofl:  abfolute  and  excelletlt 
Horfc. 

Dan.  It  is  the  Prince  of  Palfrays,  his  Neigh  i%  like  the 
bidding  of  a  Monarch,  and  his  Countenance  enforces  Ho- 
mage. 

Orl.  No  more,  Coufin, 

Ban.  Nay,  the  Man  hath  no  wit,  that  Cannot  from  tht 
ridng  of  the  Lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  Lafhb,  vary  #S 
ferved  praife  on  my  Palfray ;  it  is  a  Theitae  i^^  fluent  as  the 
Sea :  Ttrfn  the  Sands  into  eloquent  Tongues,  toid  my  Horfe 
is  argument  for  thtoi  all;  tis  a  fubjedi:  fbr  a  Sovetaigt^  to 
redfoh  on,  ixA  for  a  Soveraign's  Soveraigh  to  ride  on ;  and 
for  the  WbrM,  familiar  to  us,  and  unkhoWn^  tx>  lay  a  piit 
their  particular  Fundions,  and  wonder  dt  him,  I  onc6 
writ  n  Sonnet  in  his  praife  and  began  thus,  WMir  ff  Ns^ 
fffrc      ■■■■ 

Orl.  I  have  heard  a  Sonnet  begin  fo  to  ones  Miftre& 
Dm.  Then  did  they  inriitate  that,  which  I  towfoM  to 
my  Courfer,  for  my  Horfe  is  my  Miftrefs* 
Ofi.  YoOT  Miftreft  bears  welU 
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Dau.  Me  well,  which  is  the  prcfcript  praifc  and  perfe- 
Aion  of  a  good  and  particular  Miftref^ 

Cou.  Nay,  for  methought  Yefterday  your  M iftrefs  Ihrewd- 
ly  Ihook  your  back. 

Dau.  So  perhaps  did  yours. 

Con.  Minq  was  not  bridled. 

Dau.  O  then  belike  flie  was  old  and  gentle*  and  you 
Tode  like  a  Kerttt  of  Ireland^  your  French  Hofe  oflF,  and  ih 
your  firait  Stroffers. 

Coxf.  You  have  gopd  judgement  io  Horfenjanihip. 

Dau.  Be  warn'a  by  me  th^n;  they  that  ride  (q,  and  ride 
not  wSrily,  fall  into  foul  Bogs;  I  had  rather  have  ipy  Horfe 
to  my  Miftrefs, 

CoH.  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  M iftrefs  a  ffd^. . 

Dau.  I  tell  thee,  Conftablc,  my  Miftrefs  wcar$  his  own 
Hair. 

Cfft.  I  could  make  as  true  a  Boaft  as  that,'iri  Had  a  Sow 
to  my  Miftrefs. 

Dol.  Le  chien  eft  retourni  a  fon  frvfre  vprni^fe^iitj  ^  la 
truie  lavie  au  hourkier;  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  any  thing. 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  uft  my  Horie  for  my  Miftrefs,  or  any 
fuc:h  Proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpoft* 

Ham.  My  Lord  Conftable,  the  Armour  that;  I  faw  in 
your  Tent  to  Night,  are  thofe  Stars  or  Suns  upon  it? 

Con.  Stars,  my  Lord. 

Dau.  Some  ol  them  will  fal)  to  morrow»  I  hop^. 

Con.  And  yet  my  Sky  (hall  not  want. 

D4U.  That  may  bev  for  you  bear  a  miqy  fiipeJrftaoii}Iy» 
and  'twere  more  honor  fome  were  away. 

Con^  £v'n  as  ypur  Horfe  bears  ypur  praUes»  who  wquld 
trot:  as  well,  were  (bme  of  your  brags  difinounted. 

Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert. 
Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to  morrow  a  Mile^  and 
my  way  (hall  be  paved  with  Englijb  Faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  (hould  be  fac'd  out  of 
my  way ;  but  I  would  it  were  Morning,  for  I  would  lain 
be  about  the  Ears  of  die  Englijb* 

Ram.  Who  will  go  Ha?ard  with  mc  for  twenty  Pri- 
foners  ? 


K^  \ 
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don.  You  muft  firftgo  your  felf  to  hazard^  e'cf  you  have 
them. 

Pan.  *Tis  Mid-night,  Til  go  arm  my  felf.  lExit. 

OrL  The  Dauphin  longs  for  Morning. 

Ram.  He  longs  to  cat  the  Englijh. 

Con.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

OrL  By  the  white  Haod  of  my  Lady»  he's  a  gallant 
Prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  Foot,  that  (he  may  tread  out  the 
Oath. 

OrL  He  is  fimply  the  moft  adive  Gentleman  of  France. 

Con.  Doing  is  aftivity,  and  he  will  ftill  be  doing.  ^ 

OrL  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  npn^  to  morrow ;  he  will  keep  that 
good  Name  ftilK 

OrL  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that>  by  one  that  knows  him  better  than 
you. 

OrL  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf,  and  he  faid  he  cai'd 
not  who  knew  it. 

OrL  He  needs  not,  it  is  hidden  Virtue  in  him. 

Con.  By  my  Faith|  Sir,  but  it  is  y  never  any  body  faw 
it,  but  his  Lacquey ;  'tis  a  hooded  Valour,  and  when  it  ap- 
pears, it  will  bate. 

OrL  Ill-will  never  faid  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  Proverb  with.  There  is  Flaturj  in 
Friendjhif. 

OrL  And  I  will  take  up  that  with,  Give  the  Devil  his 
due. 

Con.  Well  plac'd;  there  Hands  your  Friend  for  the  De- 
vil ;  have  at  the  very  Eye  of  that  Proverb  with,  A  Pox  of 
the  DeviL 

OrL  You  are  the  better  at  Proverbs,  by  how  much  a 
Foots  Bolt  is  foon  pot. 

Con.  You  have  (hot  over. 

OrL  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  you  were  ovcr-ihot. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord  high  Conftable,  the  EngHJb  lye  within 
fifteen  hundred  Paces  of  your  Tents. 
Cfff,  Who  hath  meafur'diVv^Gto\xcidL\ 
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Mef.  The  Lord  Grandpree. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  moft  expert  Gentleman^  Would  it 
were  day*  Alas  poor  Harry  of  England ;  he  longs  not  for 
the  Dawning>  as  we  do. 

Orl.  What  a  wretched  and  pecvifh  Fellow  is  this  King 
of  England^  to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  Followers  fo  far 
out  ot  his  knowledge. 

CoH.  If  the  Englijh  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  would 
mn  away. 

OrU  That  they  lack;  for  if  their  Heads  had  any  intel- 
ledual  Armour*  they  could  never  wear  any  fuch  heavy 
Head-pieces. 

Ram.  That  Ifland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  Crea- 
tures; their  Maftiffs  are  of  unmatchable  Courage. 

OrL  Fooliih  Curs>  that  run  winking  into  the  Mouth  of 
a  RuJJiaH  Bear,  and  have  their  Heads  crufli'd  like  rotten  Ap- 
ples ;  you  may  as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant  FIea>  that  dare 
to  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  Lip  of  a  Lion. 

Con.  Jiifl:,  juft;  and  the  Men  do  fympathize  with  the 
Mafti£Fs,  in  robuftious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their 
Wits  with  their  Wives ;  and  then  give  them  great  Meals  of 
Beef,  and  Iron  and  Steel ;  they  will  eat  like  Wolves,  and 
fight  like  Devils. 

OrL  Ay,  but  thtk  Engli/h  arc  flirewdly  out  of  Beef. 

Con.  Then  Ihall  we  tind  to  morrow,  they  have  only 
Stomachs  to  eat>  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm; 
come»  fhall  we  about  it? 

OrL  It  is  now  two  a  Clock ;  but  let  me  fee,  by  ten 
We  fiiall  have  each  a  hundred  Englijhmen.  [Exeumm 


ACT  III.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Chorus. 

NO  W  entertain  Conjedure  df  a  time. 
When  creeping  Murmur  and  the  poring  Dark 
Fills  the  wide  Veflel  of  the  Univerfe, 
From  Camp  to  Camp,  through  the  foA\\>j^otc^y.  ^^\^v^^^ 


1 33 1  Iffe  LIFE  of 

The  Hum  of  either  Army  ftilly  found?. 
That  the  fixt  Centinels  almoft  receive 
The  fecrct  Whifpers  of  each  others  Watch. 
Fire  anfwers  fire,  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Each  Battel  fees  the  others  umber'd  face. 
Steed  threatens  Steed,  in  high  and  boaftful  Neighs 
Piercing  the  Night's  dull  Ear ;  and  from  the  Tents, 
The  Armourers  accomplifliing  the  Knights, 
With  bufie  Hammers  clofing  Rivets  up, 
<Bivc  di«adful  Note  of  Preparation. 
,The  Country  Cocks  do  crow,  the  Clocks  dojtowl; 
And  the  third  Hour  of  droufie  Morning  nam'd. 
Proud  of  their  Nu  mbers,  and  fecure  iolSoul* 
The  confident  and  over-lufty  French^ 
Do  the  low-rated  Englijh  play  at  Dice : 
And  chide  the  criple-tardy-gated  Night, 
Who  like  a  foul  and  ugly  Witch  do*s  limp 
So  tedioufly  away.   TTae  poor  condemned  EngUJh, 
Like  Sacrifices,  by  their  watchful  Fires 
Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 
The  Mornings  Danger :  and  their  geflure  fad. 
Inverting  lank-lean  Cheeks,  and  War-worn  Coats, 
Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  Moon 
So  many  horrid  Ghods.     O  now  who  will  behold 
The  Royal  Captain  of  this  ruin*d  Band 
Walking  from  Watch  to  Watch,  from  Tent  to  Tent, 
Let  him  cry,  Praife  and  Glory  on  his  Head: 
For  forth  he  goes,  andvifits  all  his  Hoft, 
Bids  them  good  morrow  with  a  modeft  Smile, 
And  calls  them  Brothers,  Friends,  and  Country-men. 
Upon  his  Royal  Face  there  is  no  Note, 
How  dread  an  Army  hath  enrounded  him ; 
Nor  doth  he  Dedicate  one  jot  of  Colour 
Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  Night : 
But  freihly  looks,  and  over-bears  Attaint, 
With  chearful  Semblanc^   and  fweet  Majefty: 
That  every  Wretch,    pining  and  pale  before. 
Beholding  him,  plucks  Comfort  from  his  Looks. 
A  Largek  univerfal,  like  the  Sun, 
His  liberal  Eye  doth  give  to  evety  otve, 
iThawing  cold  Fear,  tUt  mtm.  w\4  ?,^ti\Vt  ift. 


King  Henry  V.  ^35^ 

Behold,  as  may  Unworthinefs  define, 
A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  Night. 
At*d  fo  our  Scene  muft  to  the  Battel  fly  : 
Where,  O  for  pity,  we  (hall  much  difgrace, 
With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foils 
^Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous) 
The  Name  of  Aginconru     Yet  fit  and  fee. 
Minding  true  things,  by  what  their  Mock'ries  be.    '  {B^K 
Enter  King  Henry,  Bedford,  and  Gloucefter. 
K.  Henry.  Gfo%r,  'tis  true  that  we  are  in^great  danger. 
The  greater  therefore  ftiould  our  Courage  be. 
Good  morrow,  ^xoihtx  Bedford :  God  Almighty, 
There  is  fome  Soul  of  Goodnefs  in  things  Evil, 
Would  Men  obfervingly  diftil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  Neighbour  makes  us  early  Stirrers, 
Which  is  both  Healthful,  and  good  Husbandry. 

Btfidcf,  they  are  our  outward  Confciences, 

Atld  Preachers  to  us  all;  admonifliing, 

That  we  (hould  drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 

Thus  may  we  gather  Honey  from  the  Weed, 
Atld  make  a  Moral  of  the  Devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham : 

A  good  foft  Pillow  for  that  good  white  Head 

Were  better,  than  a  churlifti  Tuff  of  France. 

Erping.  Not  fo  my  Liege,  this  Lodging  likes  me  better. 

Since  I  may  fey,  now  lye  I  like  a  King. 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  good  for  Men  to  love  their  prefent  paiOj 

Upon  Example,  fo  the  Spirit  is  eafed  : 

And  when  the  Mind  is  quickned,  out  of  doubt 

The  Organs,  though  Defund  and  Dead  before. 

Break  up  their  drowfie  Grave,    and  newly  move 

With  cafted  flough,  and  frelh  celerity. 

Lend  me  thy  Cloak,  SitThomas:  Brothers  both, 

Com^mend  me  to  the  Princes  in  our  Camp : 

Do  my  good  morrow  to  them,  and  anon 

Defire  them  all  to  my  Pavillion. 
Glo.  We  fliall,  my  Liege. 
Erping.  Shall  I  attend  your  Grace? 
K.  henry.  No,  my  good  KnigVit*. 

Go  with  my  Brothers  to  my  Lords  o£  England : 
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I  aBid  my  Bc^om  mufl  debate  a  while, 
Afid  then  I  would  no'ocher  Companyt 

JEry.Tfae  Lord  in  Heaven  blefs  thee,  noble  Harry.  [Exetmt. 

£.  Hcmj.  God  a  mercy,  ojd  Hearts  thou  fpeak'fl:  cheai>- 

folly. 

Enter  PiftoL 

Fifim  Qm  va  U? 

KmHinrj^  A  Friend. 

R/?.  Difcufs  unto  me,  art  thou  Officer,  or  art  thou  bafe, 
com^iDon  and  popular  I 

KmHenry^  I  am  a  Gentleman  of  a  Company* 

P/j?.  Trail'ft  thou  the  puiffant  Pike? 

JL  Htmjm  Even  fo :  What  are  you  ? 

Tifi^^  As  good  a  Gentleman  as  the  Hmperer. 

JC  Htwrj^  Then  yoii  arc  better  than  the  King, 

?kj£.  The  King's  a  Bawcotk,  and  a  Heart  of  Gold,  a  Lad 
«if  Life,  an  Imp  of  Fame,  of  Parents  good,  of  Fift  mod  va- 
liant r  I  kifs  his  dirty  Shooe>  and  from  Heart'ftring  I  love 
the  lovely  Bully.     What  is  thy  Name? 

K^Hcnrj.  Harrj  U  Roy. 

Prfi.  Le  Jioj  I  a  Cornip  Name :  Art  thou  of  Cornijb  CrCW  ? 

K*  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  Wekhman. 

ftSt.  Know^ft  thou  Fluellen\ 

K.  Henry ^  Yes» 

Bijt.  Tell  him  Til  knock  his  Leek  about  his  Pate  upon 
JSt.  Davys  day. 

JC  Hemy.  Do  not  you  wear  your  Daggef  in  your  Cap  that 
(by,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Fif.  Art  thou  his  Friend  ? 

X.  Henrj.  And  his  Kinfman  too, 

F//?.  The  Figo  for  thee  then. 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  you :  God  be  with  you. 

P//.  My  name  is  ViftolL  cajl'd.  \Exii. 

JT.  Henrj.  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenefs. 

[Manet  King  Henry. 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Cow.  Captain  Fluellen. 

Fh.  So,  in  the  Name  of  Jefu  Chrift,  fpeak  fewer :  It  is 

the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  World,  when,  the 

irue  2nd  auncient  Prcrogatifes  and  Laws  of  the  Wars  is  not 

Aept:  If  you  ^oul4  take  the  ^a[\t\^Wxto  ^%OTiVGv^^'t^^ 
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of  Pompey  the  Great,  you  fliall  find>  I  warrant  yoti,  dut 
there  is  notiddle  tadclle,norpibble  babble  in  PvtxffysCsmfz 
I  warrant  you,  you  ihall  find  the  Ceremonies  of  the  Wars;* 
aftd  the  Cares  of  it,  and  the  Forms  of  it,  and  the  Sdbricij 
of  it, .  and  the  Modefty  of  it,  to  be  otherwife* 

G0Wm  Why,  the  Enemy  is  loud,  your  hear  him  all 
Night. 

Flu.  If  the  Enemy  is  an  Afs  and  a  Fool,  and  a  prattf^ 
Coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  Ihould  alfo,  lodk 
you,  be  an  Afs,  and  a  Fool,  and  a  prating Coxcomhy  inyottr 
own  Confcience  now  ? 

Gow.  I  will  (peak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you,  and  befeechyou,  that  you  wilL  l^Exemmm 

K.  Henry.  Tho'  it  appear  a  little  out  of  faihion. 
There  is  much  Care  and  Valour  in  this  Wekhman. 

Enter  thru  Soldiers^  John  Bates,  Alexander  Courts  40ul 

'  Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  Morning,  whidi 
breaks  yonder  ? 

Bat€s.  I  think  it  be  ;  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to  de-^ 
fire  the  approach  of  day. 

■  Williams.  We  fee  yonder  the  Beginning  of  the  day,  bnc 
I  think  we  ihall  never  fee  the  End  or  it«  Who  goes 
there  ? 

K.He9trj.  A  Friend. 

Will.  Under  what  Captain  ferve  you? 

JT,  Henry.  Under  Sir  John  Erpingbam. 

WUl.  A  good  old  Commander,  and  a  moft  kind  Gentle- 
man: I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  Eftare? 

K.  Henry.  Even  as  Men  wrack'd  upon  a  Sand,  that  lodk 
to  be  wafli"d  off  the  next  Tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  Thought  to  the  King? 

K. Henry.  No,*  nor  is  it  meet  he  ftiould:  For  though  I 
fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  King  is  but  a  Man,  as  I  am  .* 
The  Violet  fmells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me ;  the  Element 
fhews  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  all  his  Seofes  have  but  hu* 
man  Conditions.  His  Ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  Nakednefi 
he  appears  but  a  Man ;  and  tho*  his  AfFedions  are  higher 
mounted  than  ours,  yet  when  they  fioop  they  ftoop  with 
the  like  Wing :  Therefore,  when  he  fees  rcafotv  c^i  ^c»v^ 
as  we  do,  his  Fears>  out  of  doubt,  be  o£  tVit  ^^xci^  x^\^  ^% 
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«»ur;  ar* ;  ;  x,  !•  zTsir.  ^ii  3^:  jl  i»ljC  p:»i5^  niir  -vxii  say 

I  iti>ri  1,  i:  cv>i  i  li'^zj:  n  'a:,  at  oij^  vJi  fcTrfrV  ia  the 
lluamt  ->  --v  *i*  }» ii,  cTjI  :o  I  vi*-^  Ls  '•inE,  a^d  I  by 

/i  Htnrj^  hy  cr  tr'Xj^  I  -r lI  I'^Ki  ht  Cocfoa^ce  of 
dte  K:ri^i  I  zlvJkiu  vscSd  dsc  v:^  zjiizitJ  i=T mhszc hot 

^^it^^f.  Thtn  w--Id  k*  -rsre  litre  il^irf ;  fa  ihookl  he  be 
{LTt  to  '^  ri'fvintd,  and  a  mirj  p>sr  Mers  Liva  fared. 

t^^tltnrj.  I  d«rt  lay,  ycu  lo«e  Lii3  ncc  id  iJ  ta  viihliim 
krre  a!/r.c;  h'jwfotvtr,  yr>u  fpuk  this  to  fstl  other  Mens 
Mindt.  Mctr.ir.ks  I  could  t/jl  die  ary  where  fo  cocteDCed  as 
in  the  King's  G>mpa;:y ;  his  Caufe  being  jufi,  and  hisQoar- 
kI  honouraolT. 

/f(//«  7' hat's  more  than  we  krow. 

Bates.  Ayi  or  more  than  we  fliould  feek  after,  for  we 
know  cnou{.^h,  if  we  know  v/care  the  King's  SubjeSs :  If  his 
CJatifc  I>e  v/ronp)  our  Obedience  to  the  King  wipes  the  Crime 
of  it  out  of  ir« 

7f^//.  but  if  the  Caufe  be  not  good>  the  King  himCblf 
hath  a  heavy  Reckoning  to  make,  when  all  thofe  Legs,  add 
Arms  and  iicads  chop'd  off  in  a  Battel,  fliall  join  together 
at  the  litter  day,  and  cry  all.  We  djdaeftich  a  PUce ;  fcMne 
.Sweariii^f  f'^'nc  crying  tor  a  Surgeon ;  fome  upon  their  Wives 
Icfttpo^^r  behind  them ;  Tome  upon  the  Debts  they  owe;  (bme 
upon  their  Children  rawly  left :  I  am  afear'd  there  are  few 
die  well  that  die  in  Battel ;  for  how  can  they  charitably  dif- 
pofc  of  any  thing  when  Blood  is  their  Argument  ?  Nqw,  if 
tlicfc  Men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for  the 
King,  tli.it  led  them  to  it,  whom  to  difobey,  were  agaifift 
all  proportion  of  Subjedion, 

AT.  Ihpiry.  So,  if  a  Son,  that  is  by  his  Father  feot  about 
Mcrchaiuli/c>  do  (infully  mifcarry  upon  the  Scl^  the  impu- 
tation of  his  Wickednefs,  by  your  Rule,  fhould  be  impofed 
upon  his  Father  that  fcnt  him;  or,  if  a  Servant,  under  his 
Mallei's  Command,  tranfporting  a  fum  of  Mony,  be  aflail'd 
by  Robbcrs»  nnd  die  in  many  irreconcird  Iniquities;  you 
mny  coll  tlxQ  bulinefs  of  tU  Maftec  the  Author  of  the  Sf r- 
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vant's  Damnation;  but  this  is  nrot  fo ;  The  King  is  not  bound 
to  anfwer  the  particular  endings  of  his  Soldien,  the  Father 
of  his  iSon,  nor  the  Mafter  of  his  Servant;  for  they purpofe 
not  their  Death,  when  they  purpofe  their  Services.  Befidesj 
there  is  no  King,  be  his  Caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs>  if  it  come 
to  the  Arbitrement  of  Swords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  un- 
fpotted  Soldiers:  Some,  peradvepture,  have  on  them  the  guilt 
of  premeditated  and  contrived  Murther;  (bme,  of  beguil- 
ing Virgins  with  the  broken  Seals  of  Perjury;  feme,  making 
the  Wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle 
Bofom  of  Peace  with  Pillage  and  Robbery.  Kow,  if  tl^efe 
Men  have  defeated  the  Law,  and  out-run  Native  Puni^- 
ment ;  though  they  can  out-ftrip  Men,  they  have  no  Wings 
to  fly  from  God.  War  is  his  B  eadlc.  War  is  his  Vengeance  ; 
fo  that  here  Men  are  puni(h*d,  for  before  breach  of  the  Kiqp*s 
Laws,  in  now  the  King's  Quarrel;  where  they  feared  the 
Death,  they  have  born  Life  away,  and  where  they  would  be 
fafe  they  peri(h.  Then  if  they  die  unprovided,  no  more  h 
the  King  guilty  of  their  Damnation,  than  he  was  before  cuil- 
ty  of  thofe  Impieties,  for  the  which  they  are  now  vintcd* 
Every  Subjed's  Duty  is  the  King's,  but  every  Subjed's 
Soul  is  his  own.  1  herefore  (hould  every  Soldier  in  the 
Wars,  as  every  fick  Man  in  his  Bed,  wafh  every  Moth  but 
of  his  Confcience :  And  dying  fo.  Death  is  to  him  ad^n- 
t^cs  <^r  not  dying,  the  time  was  blefledly  loft,  wherein  fuch 
preparation  was  gained ;  and  in  him  that  efcapes,  it  W4sre  not 
Sin  to  think  that  making  Cod  fo  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  out- 
live that  day  to  fee  his  Greatnel^  and  to  teach  others  haw. 
tjiey  fiiouid  prepare. 

mlL  'Tis  certain,  every  Man  that  dies  ill,  the  i^l  is  upon 
his  own  Head,  the  King  is  not  to  anfwec  for  it. 

Baus.  I  do  not  defire  he  ihould  anfwer  for  me,  and  yet 
I  determine  to  fight  luflily  for  him. 

K.  Henrf.  I  my  felf  heard  the  King  (ay,  he  would  not  he 
ranfom'd. 

VJill.  Ay,  hefaid  fo,  to  make  us  fight  chearfuUy ;  but  when 
our  Throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  raniom'd,  and  we  ne*er  the 
wifer. 

K.  Htnrj.  If  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his  word 
after. 
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WilL  You  pay  him  then;  that's  a  perilous  (hot  out  of  arr 
£Ider-Gun>  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure  can  do  againft 
a  Monarch ;  you  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn  the  Sun  to 
Ice>  with  fanning  in  his  Face  with  a  Peacock's  Feather: 
You'll  never  truft  his  Word  after  f  Come,  *tis  a  fooliih 
faying. 

K^Henrj.  Your  Reproof  is  fomething  too  round,  Ifliould 
be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 
WUU  Let  it  be  a  Quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 
K,  Henrj.  I  embrace  it. 
Will.  How  ftiall  I  know  thee  again? 
K.Henrj.  Give  me  any  Gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it 
in  my  Bonnet :  Then  if  ever  thoti  dar'ft  acknowledge  it,  I 
will  make  it  my  Quarrel. 
WilL  Here's  my  Glove ;  give  me  another  of  thine. 
K.  Henry.  There, 

Jf^Ul.  This  will  I  alfowearin  my  Cap;  if  ever  thou  come 
to  me,  and  fay,  after  to  morrow.  This  is  my  Glove,  by  thii 
Hand  I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  Ear. 

K.  Hcnrj.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it  I  will  challenge  it. 
Will.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 
K.  Henrj.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  tho*  I  take  thee  in  the  King^s 
Company. 
Will.  Keep  thy  Word :  Fare  thee  well. 
Bates.  Be  Friends,  you  Englijb  Fools,  be  Friends ;  we  have 
French  Quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to  reckon. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers. 
K.  Henrj.  Indeed,   the  Trench  may  lay  twenty  FreMch 
Crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us,  for  they  bear  them  on  thcii' 
Shoulders ;  but  it  is  no  Englijh  Treafon  to  cut  French  Crowns, 
and  to  morrow  the  King  himfelf  will  be  a  Clipper. 
Upon  the  King !  let  us,  our  Lives,  our  Souls, 
Our  Debts,  our  careful  Wives,  our  Children,  and 
Our  Sins,  lay  on  the  King ;  he  muft  bear  all 
O  hard  Condition,  twin-born  with  Greatnefs, 
Subjed  to  the  breath  of  every  Fool,  whofe  Senfe 
No  more  can  feel,  but  his  own  wringing. 
What  infinite  heart-eafe  mufl;  King's  negled» 
That  private  Men  enjoy? 
And  what  have  Kings  that  Privates  have  not  too^ 
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Save  Ceremony,  fave  general  Ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  Idol  Ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  God  art  thou?  that  fuffer'ft  more 
Of  mortal  Griefs  than  do  thy  Worfliippen. 
What  are  thy  Rents  ?  What  are  thy  comings  in  / 

0  Ceremony,  Ihew  me  but  thy  worth : 

What  I  is  thy  Soul  of  Adoration  ?  .    .;./ 

Art  thou  ought  elfe  but  Place,  Degree,  and  TartOp 

Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  Men? 

Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy,  being  fear'd) 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'ft  thou  oft>  inftead  of  Homage  fweet. 

But  poifon'd  Flattery?  O  be  fick,  great  Grcatnefi^ 

And  bid  thy  Ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

Think'ft  thou  the  6ery  Feaver  will  go  out 

With  Titles  blown  from  Adulation?  ..  .  : 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bendmg!  '; 

Can*ft  thou,  when  thou  commaod'ft  the  beggars  kaee^v   . 

Command  the  health  of  it  ?  No,  thou  proud  Dretm, 

That  play 'ft  fo  fubtilly  with  a  King's  Repofe) 

1  am  a  King  that  find  thee ;  and  I  know, 
'Tis  not  the  Balm,  the  Sceptery  and  the  Ball, 
The  Sword,  the  Mace,  the  Crown  Imperial, 
The  enter-tiffued  Robe  of  Gold  and  Pearl, 
The  farfed  Title  running  'fore  the  King, 

The  Throne  he  fits  on ;  nor  the  Tide  of  Pomp^ 
That  beats  upon  the  high  (hoar  of  this  Wprld: 
No,  not  all  thefe  thrice-gofgeous  Ceremonies^ 
Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  Bed  Majeftical, 
Can  fleep  fo  foundly  as  the  wretched  Slave  t 
Who,  with  a  Body  fiU'd,  and  vacant  Mind, 
Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  diftrefsfol  Bread, 
Never  fees  horrid  Night,  the  Child  of  Helt: 
But  like  a  Lacquey,  from  the  Rife  to  Set^ 
Sweats  in  the  Eye  of  Phmbu$\  and  all  Night 
Sleeps  in  Eljfium ;  next  day  after  dawn. 
Doth  rife  and  help  Hjfirim  to  his  Horfe^ 
And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  Year  ,  . 
With  profitable  Labour  to  his  Grave : 
And,  but  for  Ceremony,  fuch  a  Wretch,' 
Winding  up  days  with  Toil,  andKi^bu  Vi£d  ^tt^\ 
Vol.  III.  Bb 
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Had  the  fore*hand  and  vantage  of  a  King. 
The  Slave,  a  Mensber  of  the  Country's  peace. 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  grofs  Brain  little  wots. 
What  Watch  the  King  keeps  to  maintain  the  Peace; 
Whofe  houri  the  Peafant  beft  advantages. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  Lord,  your  Noble*,,  jealous  of  your  abfence. 
Seek  through  your  Camp  to  find  you. 

JC  Henry.  Good  old  Knight,  colled  thenoi  all  together> 
At  my  Tent :  I'll  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  ihall  do't,  my  Lord.  [£xiV. 

K.  Henry.  O  God  of  Battels,  fteel  my  Soldiers  Hearts* 
Poffefs  them  not  with  Fear :  Take  from  them  now 
The  fenfe  of  reckoning  of  the  oppofed  Numbers: 
Pluck  their  Hearts  from  them.  Not  to  day,  O  Lord^ 

0  not  to  day,  think  not  upon  the  Fault 
My  Father  niade,  in  compafCng  the  Crown. 

1  Richards  Body  have  interred  new. 

And  on  it  have  bellowed  more  contrite  Tears 
Than  from  it  iffued  forced  drops  of  Blood. 
Five  hundred  Poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay. 
Who  twice  a  day  their  withered  Hands  hold  up 
Toward  Heaven,  to  pardon  Blood : 
And  I  have  built  two  Cbauntries^ 
Where  the  fad  and  folemn  Priefls  fing  flitt 
For  Richard's  Soul.     More  will  I  do ; 
Th<^all  that  I  can  dp  is  nothing  worth, 
SiqcWjhat  my  Penitence  comes  after  all, 
Ifl^Ollpg  Pardon. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Gh.  My  Lie^- 

K.  Henry.  My  Brother  Glo'fier's  Voice  ? 
I  know  thy  Errand^  I  will  go  with  thee: 
The  Day,  my  Friend,  and  all  things  fiay  for  me.     [^Exeunt* 

Enter  the  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures,  and  Beaumont. 

OrU  The  Sun  doth  gild  our  Armour,  up,  my  Lords. 

Dan.  Monte Cheval:  My  IrlorrCj  Fkkt  LacqnajiHzl 

OrL  Oh  brave  Spirit/ 

Dau.  Fhycr  les  Cienx  ^  la  terre. 

Orl.  Rien  puis  le  air  (^  fin. 

Daui  Geny  Coufin  OxUmu 
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Enter  ConfidbU. 
Now  my  Lord  Conftable ! 

Con..  Hark  how  our  Steeds  for  prefent  Service  neigb* 
Ddu.  Mount  them,  and  make  Incifion  in  their  Hide5> 
That  their  hot  Blood  may  fpin  in  EngUjh  Eyes, 
And  d'out  them  with  fuperfluous  Courage :  Ha  I 

Ram.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our Horfes Blood? 
How  ihall  we  then  behold  their  natural  Tears? 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  The  Englijb  are  embattelFd,  yoxx  French  Peers, 
Con.  To  Horfe,  you  gallant  Princes,  ftreight  to  Horfe. 
Do  but  behold  yond  poor  and  ftarved  Band, 
And  ^our  fair  fhew  (hall  fuck  away  their  Ssuls, 
Leaving  them  but  the  (hales  and  husks  of  Men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  Hands, 
Scarce  Blood  enough  in  all  their  lickly  Veins, 
To  give  each  naked  Curtle-ax  a  ftain, 
ThztoVLV  French  Gallants  (hall  to  day  draw  out. 
And  (heath  for  lack  of  Sport.     Let  us  but  blow  on  them. 
The  vapour  of  our  Valour  will  o'er-turn  them. 
'Tis  politive  'gainft  all  exception,  Lords« 
That  our  fuperfluous  Lacqueys  and  our  Peafants, 
Who  in  unnecefTary  adion  fwarm 
About  our  Squares  of  Battel,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  Field  of  fuch  a  hilding  Foe, 
Tho*  we  upon  this  Mountain*s  Bafis  by 
Took  (land,  for  idle  Speculation :  • 

But  that  our  Honours  muft  nor.    What's  to  fay? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do  j 
And  all  is  done ;  then  let  the  Trumpets  foupd 
The  Tucket  Sonuance,  and  the  Note  to4i(DuS^.*  * 
For  our  approach  (hall  fo  much  dare  the  Field, 
That  England  (hall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 

Enter  Grandpree. 
Gran.  Why  do  you  ft  ay  fo  long,  my  Lords  oiFrancel 
Yond  Ifland  Carrions,  defptrate  of  their  Bones» 
Ill-favour'dly  become  the  Morning  Field : 
Their  ragj^ed  Curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe. 
And  our  Air  (hakes  them  paflSng  fcornfully- 
Big  Mars  feems  bankrupt  in  their  beggat'd  Hoft» 
And  faintly  through  a  rufty  Bevet  ^ee^s^  . 

B  b  z 
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The  Horfemen  fit  like  fixed  CsLndlefticks^ 

With  Torch-ftaves  in  their  Hand  j  and  their  poor  Jades  , 

Lob  ddwn  their  Heads*  drooping  the  Hide  and  Hips: 

The  Gum  down  roping  frdm  their  pale*dead  Eye^, 

And  in  their  pale  dull  Mouths  the  Jymold  Bttt 

Lyes  foul  l^ith  chaw'd  Grafs,  ftill  and  fnotionkfs; 

And  their  Executors,  the  knavifii  Crow^, 

Fly  o'er  theiQ^  all  ittipatient  for  their  hour. 

Defcription  cannot  fuit  it  felf  in  word^i 

To  demonftrate  the  Life  of  fuch  a  Battel, 

In  life  fo  livelefi  as  it  fliews  it  felf. 

Con,  They  hare  faid  their  Prayers* 
And  they  ftay  for  Death. 

Dot.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  Dinners,  and  frefh  Sutes, 
And  give  their  failing  Horfes  Provender, 
And  after  fight  with  tbein  ? 

Con.  I  ftay  but  for  my  Guard :  On^  to  the  Field ; 
I  will  the  Banner  from  a  Trumpet  take. 
And  ufe  it  for  my  hafte.     Come,  come  iw^y^ 
The  Sun  is  high,  and  we  out-wear  the  day.  lExetmn 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Bedford^  Exeter,  Erpingham  with  Mlltht 

Hofi^  Salisbury  ^n^XVeftitiorland. 

Glo.  Where  is  theKing? 

Bed.  The  King  himfelf  is  rode  to  view  their  Battel. 

Wefi.  Of  fighting  Men  they  have  full  threefcore  thou* 
And. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one,  befides  they  are  all  freih, 

Sal.  God's  Arm  ftrike  with  us,  *tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you  Princes  all;  TU  td  my  Charge  : 
ff  we  no  mor^  meet  'till  we  Ineet  in  HeaVen, 
-^Then  joyfully,  my  Noble  Lord  of  Bedjird, 
^  'Mg^^^  Lord  Glo' fiery  and  my  good  Lord  Exeter, 
Anomp^jcirtd  Kinfman,  Warriors  all  adieu. 

Bed.  Farewelj  good  Salisiurj,  and  good  luck  go  with  thee; 
And  vet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  ir^ 
For  thou  art  fam'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  Valour. 

Exe.  Farewel,  kindLood;:  Fight  valiantly  to  day.[[£^//SlL 

Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  Vdour  as  of  Kindnefi, 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

^/.  O  that  we  rjow  Vud  hett 
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But  one  ten  thoulatid  of  thofe  Men  in  EngUnd^ 
That  do  no  work  to  day. 

K^Henrj.  What's  he  that  wiihes  fe? 
My  Co\xC\n  We  ft mor  land  I  No,  my  fairCeufin: 
If  we  are  marked  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  Country  lofsj  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  Men  the  greater  Aare  of  Honbur. 
God's  will,  I  pray  thee  with  not  one  Man  more. 
By  Jove^  I  am  not  covetous  for  Gold, 
Nor  care  f,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coft : 
It  yerns  me  not,  if  Men  my  Garments  wear; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  dedress 
But  if  it  be  a  Sin  to  covet  Honour, 
I  am  the  mofl  offending  Soul  alive. 
No,  faith,  my  Coz,  wifli  not  a  Man  from  Englandi 
God's  Peace,.  I  would  not  lofe  fo  great  an  Honour, 
As  one  Man  more  methinks  would  (hare  from  me. 
For  the  beft  hope  I  have.    O,  do  not  wifli  one  iiiore : 
Rather  proclaim  it  (J^/w^r/^^^/throughmyHoft, 
That  he  which  hath  no  Stomach  to  this  Fight» 
Let  him  depart,  his  PafTport  fliall  be  made. 
And  Crowns  for  Convoy  put  into  his  Purfe  : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  Man's  Company 
That  fears  his  Fellow  fliip  to  die  with  us* 
This  day  is  calFd  the  Feaft  of  Crijfian  z 
He  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  Home, 
Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  named. 
And  rouze  him  at  the  Name  of  Crijpidn : 
He  that  ihall  fee  this  day,  and  live  old  Age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  Vigil  feaft  his  Neighbours," 
And  fay  to  morrow  is  Saint  Crijfidn : 
Then  will  he  ftrip  his  Sleeve,  and  (hew  his  Scars : 
Old  Men  forget ;  yet  all  (hall  not  be  forgot ; 
But  he'll  remember,  with  advantages. 
What  feats  he  did  that  day.  Then  (hall  our  NamcSy 
Familiar  in  his  Mouth  as  houfhold  Words, 
Hdrrj  the  King,  Bedford  and  Exetery 
Warv/icl^  and  Talbot^  SdUsbtirj  and  GU^fier, 
Be  in  thtir  flowing  Cups  frellhly  remembred. 
This  Story  (hall  the  good  Man  teach  Vi\\^q;^\ 
Afld  Cri^m  QrifpiM  Aiall  ne'er  go  by,  "^  -. 

Bb  5  ^^^ 


I350  ibe  LIFE  of 

From  this  Day  to  the  ending  of  theWorld, 
But  we  in  it  (hall  be  remembered; 
We  few,  we  happy  few,  wc  band  of  Brothers : 
For  he  to  day  that  iheds  his  Blood  with  me^ 
Shall  be  my  Brother;  be  he  ne'er  fo  vile. 
This  day  (hall  gentle  his  Condition. 
And  Gentlemen  in  Engla9$d  now  a-bed 
Shall  think  themfelyes  accurs'd  they  were  not  here; 
And  hold  their  Manhoods  cheap,  whiles  any  fpeaks. 
That  fought  with  us  upon  St.  Cri/pi4n*s  day. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  My  Sovereign  Lord,  beftow  your  felf  with  fpeed: 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  BattelsTet, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Henry.  All  things  be  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fb. 

ffifi*  Perifii  the  Man  whofe  Mind  is  backward  now. 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doft  not  wifli  more  help  from  England 
Co2  i 

Wefi.  God  will*  my  Liege,  would  you  and  I  alone*   . 
Without  morp  help,  could  fight  this  Royal  Battd. 

K.  Henry.  Why  now  thou  haft  unwiih^d  five  thoufand  Men: 
Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wilh  us  one. 
You  know  your  Places :  God  be  with  you  all. 

A  Tucket  founds.     Enter  Mountjoy. 

Mount.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee.  King  Hurrjy 
If  for  thy  Ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound, 
Before  thy  moft  aflured  Overthrow: 
For  certainly  thou  art  fo  near  the  Gulf, 
Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted.     Befides,  in  mercy. 
The  Conftable  defires  thee  thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  Followers  of  Repentance;  that  their  Souls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 
From  off  thefe  Fields;  where.  Wretches,  their  poor  Bodies 
Muft  lye  and  fefter. 

K.  Henrjt  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ?      .  • 

Mount.  The  Conftable  of  l^rance. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  thee  bear  piy  former  Anfwer  back : 
Bid  them  atchieve  me,  and  then  fell  my  Bones. 
jGoodGod!  wljy  Ihould  they  mock  poor  Fellows  thus? 
The  Maa  that  onje  did  fell  the  Lion's  Skin 
While  the  Beaft  liv'd.  was  U\Vdm\\v\v\xtv\\t\^Vv\su 
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And  maoy  of  our  Boidies  fhall,  no  doubr. 
Find  ♦fative  Graves;  upon  the  which,  Itruft^ 
Shall  wirnefs  live  in  Brafs  of  this  day's  work. 
And  chofe  that  leave  their  valiant  Bones  in  Frdnce, 
Dying  like  Menj  tho^  buried  in  your  Dunghils,  . 
.Tney  ihall  be  fann'd;  for  th^re  the  Sun  /hall  greet  thenip 
And  draw  their  Honours  reeking  up  to  Heaven^ 
Leaving  their  earthly  Parts  to  choak  your  Climes , 
The  fnaell  whereof  fliall  breed  a  Plague  in  Franct.. 
Mark  then  abounding  Valour  in  our  EngUfl) : 
That  being  dead,  like  to  the  Bullets  gra(ing» 
Break  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  Mifchief^ 
.  Killing  in  relapfe  of  Mortality. 

Let  me  fpeak  proudly;  tell  the  Conftable, 

We  are  but  Warriors  for  the  working  day; 

Our  Gaynefs  and  our  Guilt  are  all  be-fniirch*d 

With  rajny  marching  in  the  painful  Field. 

There's  not  a  piece  of  Feather  in  our  Hoft ; 

Good  Argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  flyc : 

And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry^ 

But>  by  the  Mafs,  our  Hearts  are  in  the  trim: 

And  my  poor  Soldiers  tell  me,  yet  e'er  night 

They'll  be  in  freftier  Robes,  or  they  will  pluck  . 

The  gay  new  Coats  o'er  the  French  Soldiers  Heads,    . 

And  turn  them  out  of  Service.    If  they  do  this. 

As  if  God  pleafe  they  fliall,  my  Kaofbm  then 

Will  foon  be  levied. 

Herald,  feve  thou  thy  labour : 

Come  thou  no  more  for  Ranlbm,  gentle  Herald, 

They  ftiall  have  none,  Ifwcar,  but  thefe  my  Joints:    . 

Which  if  they  have,  as  I  will  leave  'em  them, 

Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conftable. 

M9n.  I  (hall,  Km^H^rrji  Andfo  fare  thee  welL    V 

Thou  never  (halt  h^ar  Herald  any  more.  .       [Exit. 

K.Heftrj.  I  fear  a  thou  wilt  once  more  come  again  for  a 

Ranfom. 

Enter  York. 
Tork.  My  Lord>  mcft  humbly  on  my  Knee  I  beg 

The  leading  of  the  Vaward. 
K*  Henry.  Take  if,  brave  lorK^ 
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Now  Soldiers^  inarch  away ; 

And  how  thou  pleafeft^  God,  difpofe  the  Day.         [Ejfim. 
uiUrm.  Excurfions.    Enur  Pifiol,  French  Soldier^  tuU  B§y. 

Pifi.  Yield,  Cur. 

Fr.  Sol.  Ji  fcnfi  qui  vous  ifiis  le  GentU^h^me  dc  iam 
qtukii. 

Pifi.  Quality  calmy  cufture  me.  Art  thou  aGentknun? 
What  is  thy  Name  ?  difcuG. 

Fr.  Sol.  OSeigmurDieMl 

Pifi.  O  Signieyr  Dewe  (hould  be  a  Gentleman :  Perpei|d 
my  words,  O  Signieur  Dewe,  and  mark:  O  Signieur  Dewe, 
thou  dieft  on  point  of  Fox,  except,  O  Sigaeur,  thou  do  giVe 
to  me  egregious  Kanfom. 

Fr.  Sol.  Oprennex^  mifcricorde  ajez,  pii$€  dc  mojf. 

Pifi.  Mov  (hall  nbtferv^  I  will  have  forty  Moys;  for  I 
will  fetch  thy  rym  out  at  thy  Throat,  in  drops  of  Crimfixi 
Blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  E/f'H  intfijjilrile  d'efihspper  la  farce  dc  ton  brau 

Pifi.  Brafs,  Curi  thou  damned  and  luxurious  Mouotaio 
Goat,  ofFer'ft  me  Brafs  i 

Fr.  Sol.  Opardonnc:^,  may. 

Pifi.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo  \  is  that  a  Ton  of  Moys  { 
Come  hither.  Boy,  ask  me  this  Slave  in  French^  what  is  his 
Name. 

Boy.  EfiamcyCommcntcfiesvaus  AppclUl 

Fr.  Sol.  Monfieur  le  Fcr. 

Boy.  He  fays  his  Name  is  Mr.  Fcr. 

Pifi.  'iAv.Fcrl  ril  fer  him,  and  ferkhim,  and  ferret  him: 
Difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boj^  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  /«r,  and  ferrety  weA 
firk. 

Pifi.  Bid  him  prepare^  for  I  will  cut  his  Throat; 

Fr.SoL  Que  dit-iX  Monfieur  f 

Boy.  //  me  commande  dc  veus  dire  que  vous  voms  temetb 
frefi,  car  ccfeldat  icy  cfiMfioJce  tout  a  cette  beure  de  cocfer 
vofirc  gorge. 

Pifi.  Owy,  cuppele  gorge  pannafoy  pefant,  unlefs  thou 
give  me  CrownV,  brave  Crowns,  or  mangled  ihalt  thou  be 
by  this  my-  Sword. 

l?c%SoI. 
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Fr.  SoU  O  jc  voHs  fupplie  four  tatmur  de  Dieu,^  m$.f4r-» 
tannery  jc  fnis  Gentithome  de  bonne  maiftnt^  garde  m^i  vie^ 
^  J-e  vous  donneray  deux  cents  ejcns. 

Pifi.  What  ^re  his  words? 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  Life>  he  is  a  Gentleman  of 
.  good  Houfe,  and  for  his  Ranfom  he  will  give  you  two 
mndred  Crowns. 

Pift.  Tell  him  my  fury  fhall  abate^  and  I  the  Crowns  will 
:ake. 

Fr,  Sol.  Petit  Monfieur  ^ne  dit'il? 

Boy.  Encore  quil  efi  centre  fin  Jurenfent^  de  fardontur 
ancnn  prifinnier :  neant  moinsponr  les  efius  aue  vot^l*4y  fr§^ 
nettex^  il  eft  content  de  vous  donner  U  liberie  de  franchije. 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  mes  genouxje  voux  donne  milles  remerciemens^ 
^  je  me  eftime  heureux  que  je  fuistombi  entre  Us  mains  d'un 
Chevalier,  je  penfi^  le  plus  brave,  valiant^  ^  tres  eftimee 
Signeur  £  Angleterre. 

Pift.  Expound  unto  me,  Boy. 

Boj.  He  gives  you  upon  his  knees  a  thoufand  thanks^  and 
efteems  himfelf  happy,  that  he  hath  faFn  into  the  hands  of 
3ne,  as  he  thinks>  the  moft  brave,  valorouf,  and  thrice- 
worthy  Signeur  oi  England* 

Pift.  As  I  fuck  Blood,  I  will  fome  mercy  {hew#  Follow 
me. 

Boj.  ShIvc^  le  grand  Capitain. 
I  did  never  know  fo  woful  a  Voicd  iifue  from  (b  jempty  a 
Heart ;  but  the  Song  is  true,  the  empty  V^frel  makes  the 
greateft  found.  Bardolf  and  Nim  had  ten  times  morc- 
Valour  than  this  roaring  Devil  i'th'  old  Play,  that  jev-ery 
one  may  pair  his  Nails  with  a  wooden  Dagger^  and  tbey 
are  both  Hang'd*  and  fo  would  this  be,  it  he  jckiril:  fieal 
any  thing  adventuroufly.  I  muft  fifty  with  the  Lackies, 
with  the 'luggage  of  our  Camp,  tike  French  m^ht  i»iY^  ^ 
good  Prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it,  for  there  is  iiotn^  M 
Guard  it  but  Boys.  [Exit. 

Enter  Conilable,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphjn, 

and  H^ambures. 
Con.  O  Diable! 

OrL  0  Signeur  !  le  jour  eft  perdu^  toute  efi  perdu^ 
Dau.  Mort  de  ma  t/iV,  all  is  confouudtd^  ^^ 

Reproac/7j  dud  everiafling  ihame  ^ 
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Sits  mocking  in  our  Plumes.  lAJbart  j/Urm. 

0  mefchame  Fortune j  do  not  run  away« 
Cm.  Why>  all  our  Ranks  are  broke. 

Dau.  O  perdurable  fhame^  let's  ftab  our  felves: 
Be  thefc  the  Wretches  that  we  play'd  at  Dice  for? 

OrL  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to  for  his  Ranfom  ? 

'B§m'.  Shame^  and  eternal  ihame,  nothing  but  fhame ! 
Let  us  fly  in  once  more  back  again. 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now,  • 

Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  Cap  in  hand, 
'     Like  a  bife  Pander,  hold  the  Chamber-door, 
Whilft  by  a  bafe  Slave,  no  gentler  than  my  Dog, 
His  faircft  Daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder,  that  hath  fpoil'd  us.  Friend  us  now, 
Let  us  on  heaps-go  offer  up  our  Livef. 

OrL  We  are  enow  yet  living  in  the  Field, 
To  fmother  up  the  Englifh  in  our  Throngs 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bomr.  The  Devil  take  Order  now,  PlI  to  the  throng; 
Let  Life  be  fliort,  elfe  Shame  will  be  too  long.      [Exeunt. 
jUarm.     Enter  the  Kin^  and  his  Train^ 
f'  ivith  Prifonersm 

K.  Henrj.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant  Countrymen, 
But  alls  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  Field. 

Exe.TYi^  Duke  of  Tir^  commends  him  to  your  Majefty. 

K,  -Hbfrjf,  Lives  he,  good  Uncle;  thricewirhin  this  hour 

1  faw  him  down;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting  : 
From  Helmet  to  the  Spur  all  Blood  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  brave  Soldier,  doth  h         , 
Larding  the  plain ;  and  by  his  bloody  fide, 
fTbak^fellow  to  his  Honour-owing  wounds) 
The  Noble  Earl  of  Sufolk,  alfo  lyes. 
Suffhlk^BrR  dyed,  and  Torii  all  hagled  over 
Comes  to  him,    where  in  gore  he  lay  infteeped, 
And  takes  him  by  the  Beard,  kifTes  thegafhes* 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  Fape. 
He  cries  aloud:  Tarry,  my  Coufin  Suffolk^ 
IWy  Soul  (ball  thine  keep  company  to  Heaven: 
Tany,  fweet  Soul,  for  mine,  then  flye  a- breaft : 

As  in  this  glorious  and  wtl\-fovi^Vvtttv  Field 

We  kept  together  in  our  Ch^NuXt^j* 
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Jpon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheered  him  up; 
It  finird  me  in  the  Face,  raught  me  his  Ha^d, 
Ind  with  a  feeble  gripe>  fays,  Dear  my  Lord, 
!^ommend  my  Service  to  my  Soveraign ; 
o  did  he  turn,  and  over  SMffolk^sUeck 
le  threw  his  wounded  Arm,  and  kift  his  Li  ps, 
Vnd  fo  efpous'd  to  Death,  with  Blood  he  feal'd 
K  Teftament  of  Noble-ending  Love : 
The  pretty  and  fwect  manner  of  it  forc'd 
rhofe  waters  from  me,  whichi  would  have  ftop'd. 
But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  Man  in  me, 
Aind  all  my  Mother  came  into  mine  Eyes, 
A.nd  gave  me  up  to  Tears. 

K*  Henrj.  I  blame  you  nor. 
For  hearing  this  I  muft  perforce  compound 
With  mixtful  Eyes,  or  they  will  iflue  roo,  \^yll4rm, 

But  heark,  what  new  Alarum  is  this  fame  ? 
The  French  have  re-inforc*d  their  fcatter'd  Men: 
Then  every  Soldier  kill  his  Prifoners, 
Give  the  word  through. 


fmm 
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E^ter  Fluellen  and  Gowcr. 

« 

tlf^\r  111  the  poyes  and  the  luggage,  'tis  cxprcfly  againft  the 
J^  Law  of  Arms,   ^tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  Knavery^ 
mark  you  now,  as  can  be  ofFer'd  in  your  Confcience  now, 
is  it  not  ?     • 

G91P.  *Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  Boy  left  alive^  and  the 
Cowardly  Rafcals  that  ran  away  from  the  Battel  ha*  done 
this  Slaughter;  befidcj,  they  have  burned  and  carried  away 
all  that  was  in  the  King's  Tenr,  wherefore  the  Kingmoft  wor* 
thily  hath  caused  every  Soldier  to  cut  his  Prifoncr's  Throat. 
O   tis  a  gallant  King. 

FIh.  I>  he  was  porn  at  Afonmouth^  Captain  Cj^ai/^;  what 
call  you  the  Town's  name,    where  AUxandct  tfckR.^\^^vi 
born? 

'  1 
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Flu.  Why  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  I  The  pig,  or 
the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  hiig^»  or  the  niagntiiip 
mous  are  all  one  reckonings,  fave  the  Phrafe  is  a  little  varit«- 
tions. 

Gow.  I  think  jiiexander  the  Great  was  born  in  Mik 
ecdony    his  Father  was  called  Philip  of  MaciiUny    as  I  take 

it. 

Flu.  I  think  it  is  in  A£acedfiH^  v/here  ylUxdudfr  is  pom:  I 
tell  you  Captain,  if  you  bok  in  the  Maps  of  the  Odd,  I 
warrant  that  you  fall  find  in  the  comparifons  between  Md- 
cedan  and  Monmouth^  that  the  Situations,  look  yqu,  is  both 
alike.  There  is  a  River  in  Aiacedon^  and  there  i$  aUb  mor^ 
over  a  River  at  Monmouthy  it  is  call*d  Wye  at  Memmomth; 
but  it  is  out  of  my  prains,  what  is  the  name  of  the  other 
River,  but  'tis  all  onc^  'tis  as  like  as  my  Fingers  to  my  Fingers, 
and  there  is  Sahnons  in  both.  If  you  mark  jiUxamdef's  Life 
well,  Harry  of  Moftm§uth^s  Life  is  come  after  it  inditfereot 
well>  for  there  is  Figures  in  all  things.  Alexander^  God 
knows>  and  you  know,  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and  his 
wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  dif^eafure^ 
and  his  indignations*  and  alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his 
prains,  did  in  his  Aks  and  his  Angers,  look  you»  kill  his  heft 
Friend  Cljtus.  ^ 

Gow.  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never  kill'd 
any  of  his  Friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 
Tales  out  of  my  Mouth,  e'er  it  is  made  and  finiihed.  I  /peak 
but  in  the  Figures,  and  Comparifons  of  it;  as  ASexmufitr 
kiird  his  Friend  Cljtus,  being  in  his  Ales  and  his  Cp^ ;  fo 
alfo  Harry  Monmouth  beng  in  his  right  wits,  and  hii  £00^ 
judgments,  turn'd  away  the  fat  Knight  with  the  great  belly 
Doublet:  he  was  full  of  jeft,  and  gypes^  and  knaveries*  and 
mocks,  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Gow*  Sir  yohn  Faljtaff. 

Flu.  That  is  he:  Til  tcU  you,  there  is  good  Men^oro 
at  Monmouth.. 

Gow.  Here  comes  his  Majefly. 
Alarum.     Enter  King  Harry  and  Bourbon  mth  PrifimrSi 

Lords  and  Attendants.     FUuriJh. 

IT.  Henry.  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  Fnmci^ 

Until  this  inftant.    Take  \  T t\inv^tx^  V\^tt2kA^ 


King  Henry  V.  ^JS7 

Elide  thou  unto  thd  Horfemen  6n  yond  Hi])  t 
(f  th^y  will  fight  with  us»  bid  them  come  dawrt, 
Or  voi4  tlie  Field;   they  do  (^ffefld  our  fight, 
[f  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  cmwe  to  them. 
And  make  them  sker  away,  as  fwift  as  ftones 
Bnlbrcied  ftom  the  old  J^jrian  Shngs : 
Belide^  we'll  cut  the  Throats  of  thojfe  We  have, 
And  not  i  Man  of  them  that  we  ihall  take, 
Shdl  tafte  our  Mercy.    Go  and  tell  them  fo. 

Enter  Mountjoy. 

Exes  Mere  comes  the  Herald  of  the  Frenchy  rty  Liege. 

G/#.  His  Eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 

K.  Henrj.  How  now,  what  means  their  Herald  ?  Kftow'ft: 
chou  not, 

That  I  have  fin'd  thefe  Bones  of  mine  for  Ranfom? 
Cdid*ft  thou  ag^t)  for  Ranfom  ? 

Monnt.  No,  Keat  King : 
I  come  to  thee  tor  charitable  Licenfe, 
Thtt  we  ffiiy  wander  o'er  this  bloody  Field, 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them : 
To  fort  our  Nobles  from  our  common  Men ; 
For  many  of  our  Princes,  .woe  the  while. 
Lye  drown'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  Blood: 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  Limbs 
In  blood  of  Princes,  and  with  wounded  Steeds 
Fret  fet<-lock  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wild  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  Mafters, 
Killing  them  twice.  O  give  us  leave,  great  King, 
To  view  the  Field  in  fafety,  arid  dilpofe  ^  • 

Of  their  dead  Bodies. 

K.  Henry.  I  tell  thee  truly.  Herald, 
I  know  not  whether  the  day  be  ours  or  no, 
I*of  yet  a  many  of  your  Horfemcn  peer. 
And  gallop  o'er  the  Field. 

jMomtt.  The  day  is  yours. 

Jr.  Henry.  Praifed  be  God,  and  not  our  flrength  for  it : 
What  is  this  Caftle  call'd,  that  (lands  hard  by  ? 

Mount.  They  call  it  j^gincomt. 

K.  Henry.  Then  call  we  this  the  Field  of  uiginconrty 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crijpin  Crijfimns^ 
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FIh.  Your  Grandfather  of  famous  Memory,  an*t  pleafe 
your  Maje(ly>  and  your  great  Unkle  Edward  the  Plack 
Prince  of  WaUs^  as  I  have  read  in  the  Chronicles,  fought 
moft  prave  pattle  here  in  France^ 

K.  Henry.  They  did,  FUallen. 

Flu.  Your  Majefty  fays  very  true:  IfyourMajefties  isre^ 
membred  of  it,  the  Welchmen  did  good  fervice  in  a  Garden 
where  Leeks  did  grow,  wearing  Leeks  in  their  Monm9mb 
Caps,  which  your  Majefty  know  to  this  hour  is  an  honoura- 
ble Padge  of  the  fervice  ;  and  I  do  believe  your  Majefty 
takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  Leek  upon  St.  Tdvie*s  day» 

K.  Henrj.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  Honour  : 
For  I  am  WtUhy  you  know,  good  Countryman. 

Flu.  AH  the  Water  in  Wje  cannot  wafti  your  Majefties 
Weljh  plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that :  God 
plefs,  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  Grace,  and 
his  Majefty  too. 

K.  Henry.  Thanks,  good  my  Countryman. 

JZiy.  By  Je(hu,  I  am  your  Majefties  Countryman,  Zcare 
not  who  know  it:  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  Orld,  I  need 
not  to  be  aftiamed  of  your  Majefty,  praifed  be  God,  fo  long 
as  your  Majefty  is  an  honeft  Man. 

K.  Henry.  God  keep  mc  fo. 

Enter  Willams. 
Our  Heralds  go  with  him. 
Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  Parts.     Call  yonder  Fellow  hither. 

Exe.  Soldier,  you  muft  come  to  the  King. 

K.  Henry.  Soldier,  why  wear'ft  thou  that  Glove  in  thy  Cap? 

Will.  And't  picafe  your  Majefty,  'tis  the  Gageof  onetlm 
I  fliould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 

K.  Henrj.  An  EngUjbman.% 

Will.  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  a  Rafcal  that  fwagger'd 
with  me  laft  night;  whd  if  alive^  and  ever  dare  to  cballeDge 
this  Glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him  a  box  o'th*ear;  or 
if  I  can  fee  my  Glove  in  his  Cap,  which  he  fwore  as  he 
was  a  Soldier  he  would  wear,  (if  alive^  will  ftrike  it  out 
foundly. 

K.  Henry.  What  think  you,  Captain  FlueUen^  ii  it  fit  this 
*ScJdier  keep  his  Oa:h?  -"-^ 
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Flu.  He  is  a  Craven  and  a  Villain  elfey  and'c  pleafe  your 
Majefty,  in  my  Confciencc. 

K.  Henrj.  It  may  be,  his  Eoemy  is  a  GentlcBian  of  great 
Sorr,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  Degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  good  a  Jentleman  as  the  Devil  is^ 
as  LMcifer  and  BtUeM  himfelf^  it  is  necefTary,  look  your 
Grace,  that  he  keep  his  Vow  and  his  Oath :  If  he  be  pov 
jur'd,  fee  you  now,  his  Reputation  is  as  arraat  a  ViUain 
and  a  Jack  fa  wee,  as  ever  his  black  fhoo  trod  upon  God's 
Ground,  and  his  Earth,  in  my  Confcience,  Law. 

K.  Htwrj.  Then  keep  thy  Vow,  Sirrah,  when  thou  meet'ft 
the  Fellow. 

WiU.  So  I  wilh  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

JLHcnrj.  Who  ferv'ft  thou  under?  • 

Will.  Under  Captain  Cower*  my  Li^e. 

Fin.  Gtwcr  is  a  good  Captain>  and  is  good  koowledge 
and  literaturcd  in  the  Wars. 

K.  Henry.  Call  him  hither  to  me.  Soldier. 

Will.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exin 

K.  Henry.  Here  Fl$$elUn,  wear  thou  this  Favour  for  me, 
and  flick  it  in  thy  Cap ;  when  Alanfim  and  my  felf  were 
down  together,  I  pluckM  this  Glove  from  his  Helm;  if  any 
Man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  Friend  to  jilsuafin^  and^  an  £oe« 
my  to  our  Perfon ;  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch»  apprehend 
him,  and  thou  do*ft  me  love. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  does  me  as  great  Honours,  as  can  bo. 
defir*d  in  the  Hearts  of  his  Subjeds :  I  would  fain  fee  the 
Man,  that  has  but  two  Legs*  that  (hall  find  himfelf  agriev'd 
at  this  Glove;  that  is  all;  but  I  would  fain  fee  it  once,  and 
pleafe  God  of  his  Grace  that  I  might  fee. 

K.  Henry.  Know 'ft  thou  Gcrweri 

FIh.  He  is  my  dear  Friend,  and  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry,  Pray  theego  feek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my  Tent  ? 

Flu.   I  will  fetch  him.  SExit. 

K. Henry.  My  Lord  of  JV/^rM^/V/^  and  my  Brother  G/^|/?frt 
Follow  Flnellen  clofely  at  the  Heels, 
The  Glove  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  Favour 
May  haply  purchafe  him  a  Box  o^th'Ear, 
It  is  the  Soldier's;  I  by  bargain  (hould 
Wear  it  my  felf.     Follow,  good  Coulin  Wurmck^ 
If  chat  die  Soldier  ftrike  him,  as  1  )ud^c  ^ 
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By  chid  blunt  betring,  he  will  keep  his  Word; 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 
For  I  do  know  FlndUn  valiant. 
And  touch'd  with  Choler,  hot  as  Gunpowder, 
And  (Quickly  will  return  an  Injury. 
Follow,  and  fee  there  be  not  harm  between  them. 
Co  you  with  mt ,  Uncle  of  Exeter.  [Extttm. 

Enter  Gower  ^nd  Williams. 
Will.  I  warrant  it  is  to  Knight  you,  Captain. 

Enter  Fluellen, 
'    FIh.  God's  Will,  and  his  Pleafure,  Captain,  I  befeech 
you  now,  come  apace  to  the  King:  There  is  more  gjdod to- 
ward you  peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to  dream 
of. 

TfilL  Sir,  know  you  this  Glove  ? 
flH.  Know  the  Glove?  I  know  the  Glove  is  a  Glove. 
WtlL  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it.    [Strikes  him. 
FIh.  'Sbud>  an  arrant  Traitor  as  any's  in  the  Univerfal 
World,  or  in  France^  or  in  England. 
OoTver.  How  now.  Sir?  you  Villain. 
mil.  Do  vou  think  Til  be  forfworn? 
fin.  Stand  away.  Captain  Gower^  I  will  give  Treafbn  his 
payment  into  Ptews,  I  warrant  you. 
fVilL  I  am  no  Traitor. 

FIh.  That's  a  Lie  in  thy  Throat.    I  charge  you  in  his 
^    Majefty's  Name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  Friend  of  the  Duke 
j^nfon*t. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Glouceftes. 
War.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  / 
FIh.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^   here  is,  praifed  be  God  for 
it,  a  mod  contagious  Treafon  come  to  light,  look  you,  as 
you  ihall  defire  in  a  Summer's  Day.     Here  is  his  Majefiy. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  Exeter. 
K.  Henrj.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Fl».  My  Liege,  here  is  a  Villain  and  a  Traitor,  that, 
look  your  Grace,  ha's  ftruck  the  Glove  which  your  Majefty 
is  take  out  of  the  Helmet  of  Alanfen. 

Will.  My  Liege,  this  was  my  Glove,  here  is  the  Fellow 
of  it;  and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promi^d  to  wear 
it  in  his  Cap ;  I  promised  to  ftrike  him,  if  he  did  j  I  met  this 

;.  Man 


King  Henry  V.  i  j  tf  i 

Man  with  my  Glove  in  his  Cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good 
as  my  word. 

JRte.  Your  Majefty  hear  now,  faving  yourMajefly'sMan- 
iiood»  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly,  lowHe  Koave  ic 
is;  f  hope  your  Majefty  is  pear  roe  Tcftimony  andWir- 
iidfs,  and  will  avouchment,  that  this  is  the  Glove  of  ^* 
iMffim^  that  your  Majefty  is  give  mc,  in  your  Confcience 
now. 

K.tfemj»  Give  me  thy  Glove,  Soldier; 
Look,  here  is  the  fellow  of  it: 
HTwis  I  indeed  thou  promiiedft  to  ftrike. 
And  thou  haft  given  me  moft  bitter  termf. 

FU^  And  pleafe  vour  Majefty,  let  his  Neck  anfwcr  for  i% 
if  there  is  any  Marmal  Law  in  the  World. 

K.  Henri.  How  canft  thou  make  me  Satisfadionl 

WilL  All  Offences*  my  Lord*  come  from  the  Heart;  ne* 
var  came  any  from  mine*  that  might  offend  your  Majefty. 

JT.  Henrj,  It  was  our  felf  thOU  didft  abufe, 

VKIL  Your  Majefty  came  not  like  your  felf;  you  ap- 
pear*d  to  me  but  as  a  common  Man ;  witnefs  the  Night* 
your  Garments,  your  LowHnefs;  and  what  your  Highnefs 
liiffer'd  under  that  Ihape,  I  befeech  you  take  it  for  your 
hvdtf  and  not  mine;  for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for» 
I  made  no  offence;  therefore  I  befeech  your  Highnefs 
pardon  me. 

K.  HImry.  Here,  Uncle  Extttry  fill  this  Glove  with  Crowns, 
And  give  it  to  this  Fellow.     Keep  it  Fellow, 
And  wear  it  for  an  Honour  in  thy  Cap, 
Tin  I  do  challenge  it.    Give  him  the  Crowns : 
And,  Captain,  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flm.  By  this  Day  and  this  Light,  the  Fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  Belly  ^  hold,  there  is  twelve-peoce  for  you, 
and  i  pray  you  ferve  God,  and  keep  you  out  of  prawls  and 
pribblcs,  and  quarrels  and  diflentions,  and  I  warrant  you  it 
is  the  better  for  you. 

JPtU.  I  will  none  of  your  Mony. 

Fl0.  It  i$  with  a  good  will;  I  can  tell  you  it  will  ferve 
you  to  mtnd  your  Shooes;  come,  wherefore  fhould  you  be 
lo  pafhful;  your  shooes  is  not  fo  good ;  'tis  a  good  Silling 
I  warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it;  ; 

Vol.  m.  C  c  ^^^^ 
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Enter  Herald* 
K.Henry,  Now  Herald,  'Sire  the  dead  numbred?   . 
Her.  Htre  is  the  number  of  the  (laughter 'd  French*  , 
K.  Henry.  Whu  Prifoners  of  good  fort  arc  taken,  Uncfei 
Exe.  Charles  Duke  oi  Orleans,  Nephew  to  the  King; 
y^hn  Duke  of  Bonrbony  and  Lord  Bouchiqualds 
Of  otbtr  Lords  and  Barons,  Knights  and  Squires, 
Full  (ifreen  hundred,  befides  common  Men. 

K'.Henrj.  This  Note  doth  tell  me  often  thoufaod  French 
That  in  the  Field  lye  flain;  of  Princes  in  th($  number. 
And  Nobles  bearing  Banners,  there  lye  dead 
One  hundred  twenty  fix;  added  to  tnefe* 
Of  Knights,  Efqiiircs,  and  gallant  Gentlemen, 
Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred;  of  the  which,' 
Five  hundred  were  but  yefterday  dubb*d  Knights : 
So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft, 
There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  Mercenaries : 
The  reft  are  Prince?,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  Squires,   ,. 
And  Gentlemen  of  Blood  and  Quality. 
The  Names  of  thofe  their  Nobles  that  lye  dead: 
Charles  Delabreihi  High  Conftable  of  JFr^wr^, 
Jacqnes  of  Chats li on j  Admiral  of  France, 
The  Mafter  of  the  Crofs-Bows,  Lord  RamiureSf 
Great  Mafter  of  France^  the  brave  Sir  Gmchard  DoMpbin^ 
John  Duke  of  ^lenfinj  ^nthonio  Dukt  of  Bratanh 
The  Brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundj^ 
And  Edward  Dukeof  Barr:  Of  lufty  Eark, 
Grandpree  and  RoHJjiei  Faulconbridge  and  Fojes^ 
Beaumont  and  Marle^  Vaudemont  and  LefiraU. 
Here  was  a  Royal  Fcllowftiip  of  Death. 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  EngUJb  dead  ? 
Edward  the  Duke  of  Forkj,  the  Earl  of  Suffalki 
Sir  Richard  Ketley^  Davy  Gam  Efquire; 
None  elfe  of  name ;  and  of  all  other  Men, 
But  five  and  twenty. 

O  God,  thy  Arm  was  here :  . 

And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  Arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all.   When,  without  ftratageiD, 
But  in  plain  ftiock,  and  even  play  of  Battel, 
Was  ever  kj?own  fo  great  and  little  Loft? 

.  o% 
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On  one  part  and  on  th'other,  take  it.  God, 
For  it  is  npne's,  but  thine. 

Exem  *Tis  wonderful. 

JT.  ffewrj.  CoiQe>  go  we  in  Proceffion  to  the  Village  i 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  Hofty 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  .that  Praite  from  God> 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  and  pleafeyour  Majefiy,  to  tdl  hoW 
many  is  kilFd  ? 

K.  Hefirj.  Yes,  Captain ;  but  with  this  acknowledgment^ 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes.  my  confcience*  he  did  us  great  good. 

JC  Hfmj.  t>o  we  all  holy  Rights^ ; 
Let  there  be  fung  Non  n§tfis,  and  Te  Detimj 
The  dead  with  charity  enclos'd  in  Clay  t 
And  then  to  CaUiSj  and  to  EngUnd  then. 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arrived  more  happy  Men.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Chorus^ 

VOuchfafe  to  thofe  that  have  iiot  read  the  Story^ 
That  i  inay  prompt  them ;  and  of  fuch  a;s  hzvfi 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'cxcufc 

Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  coiirfe  of  things^ 

tV'hich  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  Life 

Be  here  prefcnted.    Now  we  bear  the  king   .        ..  -^ 

Toward  Calais :  Grant  him  there ;  and  there  being  ^en^ 

Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts. 

Athwart  the  ^Sea :  Behold  the  Enzlijh  beach 

spates  in  the  flood,  with  Men,  witn  Wives,  and  ^oys, 

Whofe  (houts  and  claps  out-voice  the  deep-mouth*d  Sea^ 

Which  like  a  mighty  Whiffler  'fore  the  King 

Seems  to  prepare  his  way;  So  let  him  land. 

And  foiemoly  fee  hini  fet  on  to  Londen. 

So  fwift  a  pace  hath  Thougbt»  that  even  now 

You  may  iniagine  him  }vpon.BUck:ti(sath :  ^ 

tVhere  that  iiis  Lords  defire  him^  to  have  bora 

Hifi  brui(e4  Heimeti  and  hii  bended  Wot i 
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Before  him,  through  the  City;  he  forbids  it; 

Being  free  from  Vainhefs»  and  fdf-glorious  Ride:  ? 

Giving  full  Trophy,   Signal*  and  Oftcnt, 

Quite  from  himfelf,  to  God.    But  now  beholdv 

In  the  quick  Forge  and  workiog-houfe  of  Thought, 

Mow  London  doth  pout  oiit  her  Citizens, 

The  Mayor,  and  all  his  Brethren  in  beft  fort^ 

Like  to  the  Senators  of  ch'antique  Rome, 

Witl^  the  PUbeidns  A^iirming  at  their  Heels, 

Go  forth  and  fetch  theu:  conquering  Cdfir  in  r 

As  by  a  lower,  but  loving  likelihood. 

Were  now  the  General  ot  our  graciotis  Eihpr^fr, 

As  in  good  time  he  i^ay,  from  IreUnd  coming. 

Bringing  Rebellion  broached  on  his  Sword ; 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  Citv  quit,  . 

To  welcome  him  2  much  more,  and  much  more  caufe» 

Did  they  this  Harrj.    Now  in  London  place  hin. 

As  yet  the  Lamentation  of  the  Frenek 

Invites  the  King  of  EniUnd^s  flay  at  home : 

The  Emperor's  coiping  in  bchiUt  of  Frdnfo, 

To  order  Peace  between  them ;  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences*  what  evbr  chanc'd. 

Till  Harrfx  back  return  again  to  France : 

There  mnft  wp  bring  him;  arid  my  felf  have  play^I 

The  Iftteriffh  by  remeinbring  you  'tis  pall. 

Then  brook  Abridgement,'  and  your  Eyi^  advance^ 

After  your  Thoughts,  ftraight  back  again  to  Frawf.  [tjih. 

£ir/^  Fludien  4jU  @ower. 
^  Gffwir.  Nay>' that's  right;  but  whyVcar  you  your  Leek 
to  day?  St. David's  dajr  lis  paft. 

Fin.  There  is  occafions  arid  caufes  why,  and  wherefore 
in  all  things  i  I  will  tell  you  afle  my  Friend*  Captain  (7#aivr; 
the  rafcaKy,  fcauld*  beggarly,  lowfie,  praggibg  Knave  ?i- 
fiol^  which,  you  and  yoiir  felf,  and  all  the  World  know  to 
be  no  petter  than  a  Fello^,  look  you  now,  of  ho  merits;  lie 
is  come  to  me»  and  prings  me  Pread  and  Salt  yeJIerday, 
look  you*  and  bid  me  eat^yXe^k;  it 'was,  in  a  place  were 
I  could  not  breed  no  contention  with  him ';  but  I  will  be 
fo  pold  as  to  wejir  it  in  my  Cap  *till  T  fee  hina  6ncc  iigaiii» 
a/7d  then  1  will  t^U  him  a  little  piece  of  my  defires. 
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Q$w.  Why,  here  he  comes,  fwelling  like  a  Turky-cock. 

Fh.  ^is  no  matter  for  his  fwelliogi  norhisTuiky-^ocks. 
God  plefleyou  amitchieat  Pi/^/;  Youfcurvy  lowlie  JCaave, 
God  plefleyou* 

Pift.  NaJ  art  thou  Bedlam  ?'Poft  thou  thirft,  hzCcJr0j\vi^ 
, to  have ne  fold  up P4r^4i fatal  Web?  Henk:e;  I  ain  qualmifli 
at  the  fmell  of  Leek. 

Flu.  I  befeech  you  heartily,  fcuryy  lowfie  Knave;  at  my 

'  DeGres,  and  my  Requeftsj   and  my  Petitions,  to  eat,  look 

you,  this  Leek,  becaufe»  look  you,: you  do  not  Iove.it»  nor 

yonr  Affedions,  and  your  Appetites,  and  your  pigbftions 

docs  not  agree  with  it;  I  would  4^(are  you  tb'eat  it. 

Pifi.  Not  for  Ci^ii^^/f^sf^  and  all  his  6oats. 

FIm.  There  is  oijc  Coat  for  you,  IS^ikffhim. 

Will  you  be  fo  good,  fcald  Knave*  as  eat  it  2 

-  :  P0.  Bafc  Trojsm^  thou  ftiilt  dye. 

Fbt.  You  fay  very:  true,  fcald^ave,  when  God's  will  is: 
1 1  will  defire  yoii  to  live  in  theiuean  time,  and  eat  youf  Vi* 

-  duals ;  com^  there  is  Sawce  for  it.    You  cali'd  ihe  yefter- 

•  day  Mountain-Squire,  but  I  will  make  you  to  day  a  Squire 

•  of  low  degree,  t  I  prayyeu  fi^lltoo;  if  you  ^an  nu>ck  a  Leek, 
.  you  can  eac  a  Letk«  [beiuinghim. 
.    .  €9^.  Enough, .  Captain,  y9u  have  aftonjfli'id  him.    ' 

Flm.  I  fay  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  iny  Leek,  or 
I  will  peat  his  Pate  four  days:  Pite,  I  pray  you,  it  is  good 
for  your  green. Wound,  and  your  ploody  Coxconih. 

Pift.  Muftlbitcl  * 

Flm.  Yes  certainly,  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  queftion 
too,  and  ambiguities. 

Pifi.  By  this  Leek,  I  will  mod  horribly  revenge ;  |I  eat^ 
and  eat— —I  fwear— — 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you;  will  you  have  fome  more  Sawce  to 
your  Leek :  There  is  not  enough  Leek  to  fwear  by, 

Pifi.  Quiet  thy  Cudgel,  thou  doft  fee  I  eat. 

FhL  Much  good  do  you,  fcald  Knave,  heartily.  Nay,  pray 
you  throw  none  away,  the  Skin  is  good  for  your  broken 
Coxcomb :  When  you  take  occafions  to  fee  Leeks  hereafter  9  < 
I  pray  you  mock  at  'em,  that's  all. 

Pifi.  Good. 

Cc  V  ^' 
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Bh.  Ay,  Leeb  is  gdod}  hold  you^  there  i%  a  Groat  to 
fieal.your  Pate. 

?//?•  MeaGroat? 
in.  Yes*  verily,  and  in  truth  you  (hall  take  ir,  or  I  have 
^nothf^r  Leek  in  my  Pocket,  which  you  ihall  e^c 

fifi.  I  take  thy  Groat  ib  earneft  o^  Revenge. 

FUi.  If  i  owe  yoU  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  Cudgcb^ 
you  (hall  be.  a  Woodmonger,  and  buy -nothing  of  me  but 
Cudgels:  God  be  wi*you,  and  keep  you,  and  heal  your  Pate. 

lExk. 

'fifi.  All  Hell  ihall  ftir  for  this. 

Cow.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  Knave :  Will 
you  mock  at  an  ancient  Tradition,  began  upon  an  honoura- 
ble Refped,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  Trophy  of  predecea- 
fed  Valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  Deeds  any  of  your 
Words.  I  have  feen  you  gteeking  and  galling  at  this  Geotfe- 
fnan  twice  or  thrice.  You  thought,  becaufe  he  could  not 
fpeak  Englifl}  in  the  native  Garb,  ht  could  not  therefore  handle 
{^n  EngUp  Cudgel;  you  find  it  otherwiie,  and  henceforth 
let  a  Weljh  Corredion  teach  you  a  good  EngUJb  Condition, 
fareyewelK  [£xi>, 

Pifi.  Doth  Fortune  play  the  Hufwife  with  me  now?  News 
have  I  that  my  Doll  is  dead  i*th'  Spittle,  of  a  malady  of  Frmt^if 
find  there  my  rendezvous  W  quite  cut  offi  Old  I  do  wax. 


And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  cudgel'd  Scars, 

And  fwear  I  got  them  in  the  GdUia  Wars.  [^Exit. 

^nter  dt  one  boor.  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  Warwick, 

Ufid other  Lords ;  at  another^  theFrench King^  i2?^^Ilabel, 

fjoe  Dnkf  of  Burgundy,  and  other  French. 

K.Henrj.  Peace  to  this  Meeting;  wherefore  we  are  met: 
Unto  our  Brother  France,  and  to  pur  Sifter, 
Heahh  and  fair  time  of  Day;  Joy  and  good  Wiih«8 
To  our  moft  ifair  and  Princely  Confin  Katharine ; 
And  as  a  Branch  and  Member  of  this  Royalty, 
By  whom  this  great  Aflembly  is  contriv^d^ 
We  do  falute  you  Duke  of  Bnrgi^ndjy 
Aaff  Prinfcs  Frcmh  and  \wi\^  Health  to  you  all^ 
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Jr.  Xi'ifg;.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  fcchold  your  Face^ 
Moft  worthy  Brother  England,  fairly  met. 
So  are  you  Princes  Engltjh^  every  one. 

QjJJk.  So  happy  be  the  IfTue,  Brother  England^    * 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  ineeting> 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  Eyes ; 
Your  Eyes,  which  hitherto  have  bom  in  them 
Agaioft  the  French  that  met  them  in  their  bent^ 
The  fatal  Balls  of  rourthering  Badlisks: 
The  venom  of  fuch  Looks  we  fairly  hope 
Have  loft  their  quality,  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  Griefs  and  Quarrels  into  Love. 

K.Henrj.  Tocvy  Amtn  to  th^Xy  thus  we  appear. 

Q^Ifa.  YouEngUJhPvincts  all,  I  do  falute  you. 

Bmrg.  My  Duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  Love  ; 
Great  Kings  of  France  and  England.  That  I  have  laboured 
With  all  my  Wits,  myPainf,  and  ftroag  Endeavours, 
To  bring  your  moft  Imperial  Majefties 
Unto  this  Bar  and  Royal  Interview, 
Your  Mightineflfes  oh  both  parts  beft  can  witnefs* 
Since  then  my  Office  hath  fo  far  prevaiFd, 
That  Face  to  Face,  and  Royal  Eye  to  Eye, 
You  have  congreeted  :  Let  it  not  difgrace  me. 
If  I  demand  before  this  Royal  view. 
What  Rub,  or  what  Impediment  there  is. 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor  and  mangled  Peace, 
Dear  nurfe  of  Arts,  Plenties,  and  joyful  Birtbs> 
Should  not,  in  this  beft  Garden  of  the  World, 
Our  fertile  France^  put  up  her  lovely  Vifage/ 
Alas,  ihe  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chac'd^ 
And  all  her  Husbandry  doth  lye  on  heaps, 
Corruptfng  in  its  own  Fertility. 
Her  Vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the  Hea^t, 
Unpruned  dies;  her  Hedges  even  pleach'd. 
Like  Prifoners  wildly  over-grown  with  Hair, 
Put  forth  diforder'd  Twigs  :  Her  fallow  Leas 
The  Darnel,  Hemlock,  and  rank  Fumitory, 
Doth  root  upon,  while  that  the  Culter  ruft?. 
That  fliould  deracinate  fuch  Savagery : 
The  even  Mead,  that  erft  brought  fwettl^  faixVi. 
Jhe  freckled  Co^iliOj  Burnet,  and  ftvetu  CVon vr^  ^' 
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Wanting  the  Sythe,  all  uncorreded,  rank. 

Conceives  by  Xdlenefsy  and  nothing  teems. 

But  hateful  Docks,  rough  Thiftles^  Keckfies,  Bur^ 

LoHng  both  Beauty  and  Utility ; 

And  all  our  Vineyards,  Fallows>  Meads  and  Hedges^ 

Defe&ive  in  their  Natures,  grow  to  wildne^. 

Even  fo  our  Houfes,  and  our  Selves,  and  Cbildrti^ 

Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn*  for  want  of  Time, 

The  Sciences  that  (hould  become  our  Coiintr/i 

But  grow  like  Savages*  ("as  Soldiers  will. 

That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  Blood) 

To  Swearing,  and  ftern  Looks*  diffused  Attke» 

And  every  thing  that  feems  unnaturaL 

Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  Favour^ 

You  are  afTcmbled ;  and  my  Speech  intreats. 

That  I  may  know  the  Let,  why  gentle  Peace 

Should  not  expel  thef^nconveniences. 

And  blefs  us  with  her  former  Qualities 

K.  Henry.  If,  Duke  of  Bi^rgnudj^  you  would  the  Peace, 
Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  th'  Imperfe&ions 
Wl.ich  you  have  cited;  you  muft  buy  that  Peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  jufl  Demands, 
Whofe  Tenures  and  particular  Effefts 
You  have  enfchedurd  briefly  in  your  Hands. 

Burg.  The  King  hath  heard «.them;  to. the  which,  ts  yet 
There  is  no  Anfwcr  made. 

K.  Henry.  Well  then  \  the  Peaqe*  which  you  before  fo  urg*cl| 
Lyes  in  his  Anfwer. 

tr.  King,  rhave  but  with  a  curfolary  Eye 
O'er-glanc'd  the  Articles :  Pleafeth  your  Grace 
To  appoint  fome  of  your  Council  prefently  ' 
To  fit  with  us,  once  more  with  better  heed 
To  re-furvey  them^  we  will  fuddenly 
Pafs  our  accept  and  peremptory  Anfwer. 

K.Henry.  Brother, wefliall.  Go,  Uncle £Ar^/^, 
And  Brother  Clarence^  and  Brother  GloHcefiet^ 
Warwick^  and  Hnntingun,  go  with  the  King, 
And  take  with  you  free  Power  to  ratifie. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  Wifdoms  beft 
ShaJJ  fee  advantageable  for  our  Dignity, 
Any  thing  in  or  out  of  out  B^mw^s^ 

1^ 
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And  we*U  confi^n  thereccH    Will  you,  £ur  Sifter, 
Go  with  the  Princev  or  fiay  here  with  us  2 

J2j(f^  Our  gndous  Brother,  I  will  go  with  them ; 
M^y  I  Woman  s  Voice  may  do  fome  good, 
Vinaeo  Articles  too  Bicelyurg'd,  beftood  on. 

K^Hemrj.  Yet  leave  our  Coufio  Koiharinc  here  with  us. 
She  is  our  capital  pemand  comprised  / 

WidiiB  the  fore-rank  of  our  Articles* 

JlJf^  She  hath  good  leave.  {Exitm. 

Mamt  fCiMg  Henry,  Katharine  S9td  m  L^dj. 

Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  Soldier  terms. 

Such  as  will  enter  at  a  Lady's  Ear, 

And  plead  his  Love-fuit  to  her  gentle  Heart? 

KmIk  YourMajeftyihaUmockatine,  I  cannot  fpeak  your 
Englamd. 

JC  Henry.  O  fair  KatlHormc,  if  you  will  love  me  ibundly 
with  your  FrtHch  Hearts  I  will  be  glad  to.hear  you  confels  it 
brokenly  with  your  EngUJb  Tongue.     Do  you  like  me,  Xjttc  f 
X^uk.  Psrdomuz,  m^jj  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  Ukf  me. 
K.  Henry.  An  AQgel  is  like  you,  Kaee^  and  you  are  like  an 
Angel. 
Aath.  jQne  dip-ik  que  je  fuis  fembUJfle  a  les  jlngest 
Lady*  Omj  verament  (fiutf  vofhe  Grace)  ainfidit-iL 
K.  Hemrj.  I  faid  fo,  dear  XJuharmey  and  I  muft  not  blulh 
to  affirm  it. 

Kath.  O  bim  DUh  I  les  tongues  des  hommes  fent  plein  de 
trumperies. 

K.  Henry.  What  fays  (he»  fair  One?  that  Tongues  of  Men 
are  full  of  Deceits? 

Lady.  Ouy^  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  deceits : 
dat  is  de  Princefs. 

K.  Henry.  The  Princefs  is  the  better  EngUJIy-woman  ; 
i'faith  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  Underftanding,  I  ani' 
glad  thou  canft  fpeak  no  httitx  Englijh^  for  if  thou  cou]d*ft» 
thou  would'ft  find  me  fuch  a  plain  King,  that  thou  would'fl 
think,  I  had  fold  my  Farm  to  buy  my  Crown.  I  know  no 
ways  to  mince  it  in  Love,  but  diredly  to  fay,  I  love  you ; 
then  if  you  urge  me  farther,  than  to  fay,  Do  you  in  faith  i 
I  wear  out  my  fuit:  Give  me  yout  antN^w  \^i\>Jci^o>  ^sA. 
clap  Hand5,  and  a  Bargain  }  horw  (ay  yovi^lAdi^X 
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Kath.SaufvoJir€h^»»eHr,mcnndcT&^nd^tV. 
K,  Henry.  Marry,  if  youj  would  put  me  to  VerfesJ  or 
CO  Pance  for  your  uke^  Koie^  why  you  undid  me;  for  the 
one,  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafure ;  and  for  the  other* 
I  have  no  flreogth  in  meafure*   yet  a  reafonable  meafure  ift 
flrctfigth.  If  I  could  win  a  Lady  at  leap-frog*  or  by  Vatik- 
ihg  into  my  Saddle,  with  my  Armour  on  my  Back ;   undi^ 
the  corredion  of  Bragging  be  it  fpoken*  I  fhould  qtiicUjr 
leap  into  a  Wife :    Or  if  I  might  buffet  -for  my  Love,  or 
bound  my  Horfe  for  her  Favours,  I  could  lay  on  like  a  But- 
cher,   and  (It  like  a  Jack-an-Apes,   never  off!     But  before 
God,   Kate^  I  cannot  look  greenly,    nor  gafp  out  my  Elo- 
quence* nor  I  have  no  cunning  in  Proteftation ;  only  down* 
right  Oathsy'^^whickvl  never  ufedtill  urg'd,  nor  never  break 
for  urging.    If  thou  canft  love  a  Fellow  of  this  Teinper, 
liate,  wbofe  Face  is  not  worth  Sun*burning;  that  neyer  loob 
in  his  Glafs,  for  love  of  any  thing  he  fees  there;   let  thine 
Eye  be  thy  Cook.  I  fpeak  thee  plain  Soldier ;  if  thou  tzoA 
lave  me  for  this,  take  me ;  if  not*   to  fay  to  thee  that  I  ihall. 
dye,  is  true;  but  for  thy  love*  bytheLord,  No:  yet  I  love 
thee  too^    And  while  thou  liv'ft*  dear  Kate^  take  a  Fellow 
cf  plain  and  uncoined  Conftancy,  for  he  perforce  nmft  do 
thee  right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the .  gift  to  woo  iii  other 
places;  For  thefe  Fellows  of  infinite  Tongue*  that  canRhime 
fhemfelves  into  Ladies  Favours,  they  do  always  reafon  them- 
felves  out  again.  What  ?  a  Speaker  is  but  a  Prater,  a  Rhime  is  but 
a  Ballad ;  a  good  Leg  will  fall,  a  ftraight  Back  will  floop* 
a  black  Beard  will  turn  white,  a  curi*d  Pate  will  grow  bald, 
a  fair  Face  will  wither*  a  full  Eye  will  wax  hollow  ;  but  a 
good  Heart,  Kate^  is  the  Sun  and  the  Moon,  or  rather  the 
Sun,  and  not  the  Moon;    for  it  ihines  bright,   and  never 
changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe  truly.     If  thou  would'ft  have 
fuch  a  one,  take  me;   and  take  me,   take  a  Soldier;  take  a 
Soldier;  take  a  King:  And  whatfay'fl  thou  then  my  Love? 
fpeak  my  fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Kath*   IsitpoiUbledatl  fould  love  dc  enemy  of  Frdncci 

K.  Henry.  No,  it  is  not  poffible  that  you  fhould  love  the 

JLnctny  of  France^    Kate;  but  in  loving  me,   you  ihouM 

Jove  the  Friend  of  France;   for  I  love  France  fo  well,    that 

/  will  not  part  with  a  Village  of  it :  I  will  have  it  all  mine; 

ancf,  Kate^  whenJFr^c^isminc^  «v^\^TCL,^^^x\v^  xWv^wts 

is  J^ffawe^  and  you  arc  inu^^t  *        ^^^ 
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ICsth.  I  cahiiot  tell  vhat  is  dat. 

K.Henrj.  No,  Aii/^^  I  will  cell  tell  thee  in  lr^;!jf  ^,  which 
[  am  fure  will  hang  upon  my  Tongue,  like^  a  hew  Married 
IVife  about  her  Husband's  Neck,  hardly  to  be  (hook  oft : 
ye  quand  f$ir  U  pojfejjion  de  France,  ^  quand  vohs  aves  U 
^effejjhn  de  moj,  ("Let  me  fee,  what  then  \  Saint  Dennis  be  my 
rpeedX  Done  vojire  efi  France^  &  vous  efles  mienne.  It  is 
IS  eafie  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  Kingdom,  as  to  fpeak 
bmuch  more  French :  I  (hall  never  move  thee  in  French^  uqp 
lefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  vojhre  henneftrj  le  Francois  que  vohs  far  le:^,  il 
eft  melieur  queV  Anglois  le  quel  jepark. 

K.  Henry .  No  faith  is't  nor,  Kate ;  but  thy  (peaking  of 
my  Tongue,  and  I  thine,  moft  truly  falfly,  miift  needs  be 
irmted  to  be  much  at  one.  But»  Kate^  doft  thou  under** 
Kind  thus  much  of  EngUjbl  Can'ft  thou  love  me? 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

K.  Henrj.  Can  any  of  your  Neighbours  tell,  Kate  ?  Til 
ask  them.  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me;  and  at  night, 
when  you  come  into  your  Clofetj  you'U  queftion  this  Gen- 
tlewoman about  me ;  and  I  know*  Kate^  you  will  to  her  dif- 
praife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your  heart ;  bur, 
good  Kate^  mock  me  mercifully,  the  rather,  gentle  Prin- 
cefs,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou  beeft  nune, 
Kanei^  as  I  have  faving  Faith  within  me  tells  me>  thou  (halt; 
\  ge(  thee  with  fcambling,  and  thou  muft  therefore  needs 
prove  a  good  Soldier-breeder :  Shall  not  thou  and  J,  between 
Saint  Dennis  and  St.  George^  compound  a  Boy«  \\M French, 
half  EngUJhy  that  (hall  go  to  Conjiantineple,  and  take  the 
Tin^i^  by  the  Beard.  Shall  we  not?  what  fay 'ft  thou,  my 
fair  Flower-de^Luce. 

Kath*  I  do  not  know  dat. 

JT.  Henry.  No ;  *ti$  hereafter  to  know^  but  now  to  promif^ ; 
do  but  now  promife,  Kate^  you  will  endeavour  for  your  Frarch 
part  of  fuch  a  Boy ;  and  for  my  Englijb  nK>i^ty,  take  the  word 
pf  a  King,  and  a  Batchelor.  How  anfwer  you.  La  plus  helle 
Katharine  du  monde  mon  trjts  chere  ^  divine  deeffe. 

Kath.  Your  Majeftee  ave  faufe  Frenche  enough  to  deceive 
de  moft  fageDamoifel  dat  is  en  France. 

K.  Henry.  Now  fie  upon  my  falfe  Frencb;  >a^  tD^s^|^'^^sw^^««l, 
jin  true Effji/f/f^,  I  love  thee,  fyn\  b^H'Wv\\oTy5yax\^"»^ 
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not  fwear  thou  loved  me»  yet  my  blood  b^ios  to  flatter 
me*  that  »thou  do'ft ;  notwithftanding  the  poor  and  tu* 
tempering  efFed  of  my  Vifage.  Now  beflirew  my  Fathei^t 
Ambition,  he  was  thinking  of  Civil  Wars,  when  he  got  mc^ 
therefore  was  I  created  with  a  ftubborn  outfide,  with  an 
afpeft  of  Iron,  that  when  I  come  to  woo  Ladies,  I  frigat 
them;  but  in  faith,  KoiCj  the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I  mall 
appear.  My  comfort  is,  that  Old  Age,  that  ill  layer  iipof 
Beauty,  can  do  no  more  fpoil  upon  my  Face.  Thou  haft 
me,  if  thou  haft  me,  at  the  worft;  and  thou  (halt  wear  me^ 
if  thou  wear  me,  better  and  better ;  and  therefore  tell  mf» 
mod  hir  Kathshne,  will  you  have  me  {  Put  ofFtb^fe  Maiden 
Blafliest  avouch  rhe  Thoughts  of  your  Heart  with  tha  Looks 
ofaofimprefs,  take  me  by  the  Hand,  andfay»  Harry  of  Et^ 
Uftd^  I  am  thine ;  which  word  thou  (halt  no  fooner  bleu 
mine  Ear  withal  but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud,  EngUmd  is  thiM 
IrcUftd  is  thine,  France  is  thine,  and  Hemj  PUmMgtnetis  thine; 
who,  thought  fpeak  it  before  his  Face,  if  he  be  not  Fellow 
with  the  beft  King»  thou  (halt  tind  the  beft  King  oi  Good- 
fellows.  Come,  your  Anfwer  in  broken  Mufick;  for  thy 
Voice  is  Mu(ick,  andthy£ir^^y!&  broken:  Therefore  Queen 
of  all,  Kdtharine,  break  thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  EwgUfif 
wilt  thou  have  me? 

Kdth.  Dat  is  as  it  (hall  pleafe  Ic  r$y  m^n  pere^ 

K.  /f^/»r;.Nay,it  will  pleafe  him  welUiun^^;  it(halllrieaft 
him,  Kate, 

Kath.  Den  it  (hall  al To  content  me. 

K.  Henry.  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  Hand,  and  I  call  you  my 
Queen. 

Kath.  JLniffez,  mgn  Seigneur jUujfez»yUiffiz^y  may foj  :  yem 
veus point  aue  voHsabbaijfez^veftre  grandeter^  enhmfiuu  U  maitt 
d*  mnevofire.  Seigneur y  indignie  fervitemryexcnfiMM  mojm  jf^^^^ 
fupplie  mon  trefpteijfant  Seigneur. 

K»  Henrj.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  Lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Les  Dames  dr  Dameifels  pour  efire  taife  devout  Um' 
nopcefil  ne^tpas  le  Cufiume  de  France. 

K.  Henry.  Madam^  m\  Interpreter,  what  fays  (fae{ 

Lady.tizt  is  not  to  be  de  falhibn^iM'  le  Ladies  of  franeti 
I  cannot  tell  what  is  tmffe  en  Eugtijb. 

K.  Henrj.  To  kifs. 

Lady.  Your  Ma'jefty  entendre  \\\vtt  c^Ht  ai«]« 


King  Henry  V.  M73 

JC  Henry »  Is  it  not  a  faihion  for  the  Maids  in  France  to 
Icifs  before  they  are  married,  would  fhe  fay  ? 

luiify.  Ouyvirajmenu 

K.  Henry .  O  Kate^  nice  Cufteiros  curt'He  to  great  Kingf, 
Dear  Kat4^  you  and  I  cannot  be  conlin'd  withiit  the  weak  Lift 
of  t  Country's  faihion ;  we  are  the  makers  of  Manners,  Kate; 
and  the  liberty  that  follows  our  Places,  ftops  the  mouths  of 
^  find-faults,  as  I  will  do  yours>  for  the  upholding  the  nicb 
/afhion  of  your  Country,  in  denying  ine  a  kifs ;  therefore  pa* 
tieiDtly^  and  yielding.  [Kiffing  her']  You  have  Witch-craft 
in  your  Lips,  JGf^^,*  there  is  more  ]^loqrence  in  a  Sugar 
touch  of  them>  than  in  the  Tongues  of  the  French  Council  i 
and  they  ifaouldfooner  perfuade  Harry  of  England^  than  a 
general  Petitionof  Monarchs.  Here  ccmes  your  Faihtr. 
Enter  the  French  Power^  and  the  Englifli  Lords. 

Burg.  God  faVc  your  Majefty,  my  Royal  Coulin,  ttach       , 
you  our  Princefs  Enffijb  f 

K.  Henry.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  Coulrr,  how 
|>erfe&ly  I  love  her,  and  that  is  gcod  Englijl^. 

Burg.  Isflieapt? 

X". //i?»rjf.  Our  Tongue  is  rough,  Coz,  and  my  condition 
is  not  fmooth ;  fo  that  having  neither  the  Voice  nor  the.Hearc 
of  Flattery  about  ihe,  I  cannot  (o  conjure  up  the  fpiritof  love 
-in  her#  that  he  wiU  appear  in  his  true  Ickenefi. 

Burg.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  Mirth,  if  I  atifwer  voii 
fbt  that.  If  you  would  cdnjure  in  her,  you  muft  make  a 
Circle:  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true likennfs^  he  muft 
aj^ear  naked,  and  blind.  Can  you  blame  her  then,  beinj?  a 
Maid>  yet  ros'd  over  with  the  Virgin  Crimfon  of  Modelty, 
if  (he  deny  the  appearance  of  a  naked  blind  Boy  in  hjerod[ed 
feeing  felf?  It  were,  my  Lord,  a  hard  Condition  for  a  Maid 
to  confign  to, 

K.  Htnry..  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield  as  Love  is  blind 
and  enforces. 

Bmg.  They  are  then  excused,  my  Lordi^  when  they  fee 
iiot  what  they  do. 

iC  Hinry.  Then,  good  my  Lord,  teach  your  Coufin  to 
confent  to  winking. 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  Lord,  if  you  will 
teach  her  to  knoltr  my  meaning;  for  Maids  well  Summer'd» 
and  warm  kept,  arc  like  Flics  at  BurtlwUmew-^^^v  "^S^^^^ 


1574  7J&^  LIFE  of 

though  they  have  their  Eyes,  and  then  they  will  endure  hand- 
ling, which  before  would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K.  Henry.  This  Moral  ties  me  over  to  Time*  and  a  hot 
Sumifier;  and  (o  I  fhall  catch  the  Flie*  yourCoufip,  in  the 
latter  end,  and  (he  mud  be  blind  too. 

Burg.  As  love  ii5*  my  Lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Henrj.  Itisfo;  and  you  may*  fome  of  you,  thank  Love 
for  my  blindnefs*  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair  French  City 
for  one  fair  French  Maid,    that  ftands  in  my  way. 

f r.  King.  Yes  my  Lord^  you  fee  them  perfpedi vely ;  the 
Cities  turn'd  into  a  Myd ;  for  they  are  all  girdled  with  Maiden 
Walls,  that  War  hath  never  entred* 

K.  Henry.  Shall  Kate  be  my  Wife? 

Fr.  King.  So  pleafe  you* 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content,  fo  the  Maiden  Cities  youtaDc 
ef  may  wait  on  her;  fo  the  Maid  that  flood  in  the  Way  for 
my  Wifh,  (hall  fhew  me  the  way  to  my  WilL 

Fr.  King.  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  Reafon^ 

K.  Henry.  I8*t  fo,  my  Lords  of  England  f 

tVefi.  The  King  hath  granted  every  Articled 
His  Daughter  firft;  and  thta  in  fequel  all> 
According  to  their  firm  propofed  Natures. 

Exe.  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this : 
Where  your  Majefly  demands.  That  the  King  of  Fr^ihi 
ving  occaHon  to  write  for  matter  of  Grant,  (hall  name  your 
Highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition,  in^Freneh: 
Nofiretres  cherfilz,  Henry  Roy,  X jingleterre  Heretier  de  France; 
<ind  thus  in  Latin :  PracUriJJimm  Filius  nofier  Henricm  Rnc 
jingli^  (^  Hares  Francia. 

Fr.  King.  Nor  this  I  have  not.  Brother,  fo  deny'd,  j 
But  your  reque((  fhall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  then,  in  Love  and  dear  Alliaocff- 
Let  that  one  Article  rank  with  the  refl-^ 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  Daughter, 

'  Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  Son,  and  from  her  Blood  raife  up 
Iffue  to  me,  that  the  contending  Kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England^  whofe  very  (hoars  look  pale* 
With  envy  of  each  otheFS  bappinefs. 
May  ceafe  their  hatred;  and  this  dear  ConjuD&ioD 
Plant  Neighbourhood  and  Chriftian-Iike  accofd    : 
In  their  fwect  Bofoms ;  thax  tvevtt  Ww  advance 
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His  bleeding  Sword  'twixt  EngUni  and  fair  France. 

Lords.  Amen* 

JC.  Hetarj.  Now  welcome,  Katei  and  bear  ae  witnefs  all. 
That  here  I  kifs  her*  as  inySoveraign  Queen.       [FUmriJbm 

Q^  Ifa.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  Marriages, 
Combine  your  Hearts  in  one,  your  Realms  in  one*  j 
As  Man  and  Wife  being  two,  are  one  in  love. 
So  be  there  *twixt  your  Kingdoms  fuch  aSpou(aI, 
That  never  may  ill  OflGice,  or  fellTealoufie, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  Bed  of  bleiled  Marriaee, 
Thruft  in  between  the  Paffion  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  League : 
That  EngUfh  may  as  French^  French  Englifi  men. 
Receive  each  other.    God  (peak  this  Amen. 

AIL  Amen. 

K.Henrj.  Prepare  we  for  our  Marriage;  on  which  day# 
My  Lord  of  Burgnndj  well  take  your  Oath, 
And  all  the  Peers,  for  furety  of  our  Leagues. 
Then  ihall  I  fwear  to  Kate^  and  you  to  me. 
And  may  our  Oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be*     [ExcHneM 

Sonnet.  Enter  Chorus. 
Thus  far  with  rough  and  all-unable  Pen, 
Our  bending  Author  hath  purfu'd  the  Story, 
In  little  room  confining  Mighty  Men, 
Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  Glory. 
Small  time,  but  in  that  fmall,  moft  greatly  lived. 
This  Star  of  England.  Fortune  made  his  Sword ; 
By  which,  the  Worlds  beft  Garden  he  atchieved  , 
And  of  it  left  his  Son  Imperial  Lord. 
Henry  the  Sixth,  in  Infant  Bands  crown'd  King 
Of  France  and  England^  did  this  King  fucceed : 
Whofe  State  fo  many  had  the  managing. 
That  they  loft  France^  and  made  bis  England  bleed : 
Which  oft  our  State  hath  Ihown ;  and  for  her  fake» 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

K/  ATG  Henry  VI. 
Dnkeof  QlQUcefttr,  Vnkle  to  the  King^  And  ProtiSor. 
Duke  of  Bedford,  Vnkle  to  the  King^  and  Regent  of  France* 
Cardinal  Beauf6rt,  Bijhop  of  Winchctter,  and  Vnkle  Ukewife 

$4  the  King. 
Duke  of  Exeter. 
Duke  of  Somerfer. 
Earl  of  Warwick. 
Earl  of  Salisbury. 
Earl  of  Suffolk. 
Lord  Talbot. 
Toung  Talbot,  his  Son. 

Richard  Plantagenet,  afterwards  Duke  of  York- 
Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 
Woodvile,  Liemenant  of  the  Tower. 
Lord  Mayor  of  London. 
Vernon,  of  the  White  Rofe,  or  York  FaSlion. 
Baffet,  of  the  Red  Rofe,  or  Lancafter  Fa£ison. 

Charles,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards  King  of  France^ 

R^ignier,  Dnke  of  Anjeu,  and  Titular  King  of  Naples. 

Duks  of  Burgundy. 

Duke  of  Alenfon. 

Bafiard  of  Orleans. 

.An  old  Shepherd,  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucellc, 

Margaret,  Daughter  to  Reignier,  and  afterwards  Queen  to- 

King  Henry. 
Joan  Ja  Pucelle,  a  Maid  pretending  to  be  injpird  fromHeavnif 

andfetting  up  for  the  Championefs  of  France. 
Countejs  of  Auvergne. 

Lordsy  Captains,  Soldiers,  Mejfengers,  and  feveral  j4ttenddnts^ 
hothonthe  Englifli  iiW  French. 

The  SCENE  is  partly  in  England,  and  partly 
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A  C  T  I.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

T^ead  March,  Enter  the  funeral  of  King  Henry 
the  Fifths  Mttendedon  by  theT>ukeof  Bedford, 
Regent  of  France  5  the  ^uke  of  Glouceftcr, 
^rote^or;  the  ^uke  of  Kxeter,  and  the  Earl  of 
Warwick,  the  Bijhop  of  Winchefter,  and  the 
^Duke  of  Somerfer. 

BEDFORD. 

U  N  G  be  the  Heavens  with  black,  yield  Day 

to  Night; 
Comets  importing  change  of  Times  and  States, 
Brandifti  your  Cryftal  Treffes  in  the  Sky, 
And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revolting 
Stars* 

That  hive  confcnted  unto  Harry's  Death  -• 
King  Henry  the  Fifth,  too  Famous  to  live  longj 
England  ne'er  loft  a  King  of  fo  much  Worth. 

Glo.  England  ne'er  hid  a  King  until  his  time: 
Virtue  he  had,  deferving  to  Command. 
His  brandilh'd  Sword  did  blind  Men  withVvwfttiTOi, 
tliifiTmsTpreid  wider  than  a  D'"agr,n's\N'»^'^\  ,^-. 

Vol.  III.  nd  I  - 
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His  fparkling  Eyes,  repleat  with  awful  Fire, 
More  dazlcd  and  drove  back  his  Enemies, 
Than  mid-day  Sun  fierce  bent  againft  their  Faces. 
What  fliould  I  fay?  his  Deeds  exceed  all  Speech: 
He  ne'er  Uft  up  his  Hand  but  conquered. 

Exe.  We  mourn  in  Black,  why  mourn  we  not  in  Blood  ? 
Henry  is  dead,  'and  never  fhall  revive : 
Upon  a  wooden  Coffin  we  attend ; 
And  Death's  diftionourable  Vidory, 
We  with  our  ftately  prefence  glorifae. 
Like  Captives  bound  to  a  Triumphant  Car^ 
What  ?  fliall  we  curfe  the  Planets  of  Mifliap, 
That  plotted  thus  our  Glory's  overthrow? 
Or  fliall  we  think  the  fubtile-witted  French^ 
Conjurers  and  Sorcerers,  that  afraid  of  him> 
By  Magick  Verfe  have  thus  contriv'd  his  End  ? 

Win.  He  was  a  King,  bleft  of  the  King  of  Kings, 
Unto  the  French,  the  dreadful  Judgment-day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  bis  fight. 
The  Battels  of  the  Lord  of  Hofls  he  fought; 
The  Churched  Prayers  made  him  fo  profperous. 

Glo.  The  Church?  Where  is  it? 
Had  not  Church- men  pray'd, 

His  thread  of  Life  had  not  fo  foon  decay 'd.  , 

None  do  you  Hke,  but  an  effeminate  Prince, 
Whom  like  a  School-boy  you  may  ovcr-aw 

Win.  Glo'^Jlerj  what  e'er  we  like,  thou  artProteftor> 
And  looked;  to  command  the  Prince  and  Realm, 
Thy  Wife  is  proud,  Ihe  holdeth  thee  in  awe. 
More  than  God  or  Rehgious  Church-men  may, 

Glo.  Name  not  Religion,  for  thou  lov'fl  the  Flefli , 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  Year  to  Church  thou  go'Il, 
Except  it  be  to  pray  againfl  thy  Foes. 

Bed.  Ceafe,  ceafethefe  Jars,  and  reft  your  Miads  in  peace 
Let's  to  the  Altar:  Heralds  wait  on  us ; 
Inftead  of  Gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  Arms, 
Since  Arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henrfs  dead. 
Pofterity  await  for  wretched  Years, 
When  at  their  Mothers  moift  Eyes  Babes  fhall  fuck. 
Oar  lilc  be  made  a  nouriih  of  fait  Tears, 
And  none  but  Women  led  to  '^i\\  x\vt  di^^d^* 
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Henry  the  Fifth,  thy  Ghoft  I  invocate; 
Profpcr  this  Realm,  keep  it  from  Civil  Broils, 
Combat  with  adverfe  Planets  in  the  Heavens; 
A  far  more  glorious  Star  thy  Soul  will  make. 

Than  ynUns  Cafkr^  or  bright 

Enter  a  Aiejfenger,  ^  * 

Mejp.  My  Honourable  Lords,  herith  to  you  all ; 
Sad  Tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France^ 
Of  Lofs,  of  Slaughter,  and  Difcomfiturc ; 
Gnjenne^  Champaign 9  Rheimst  Orleans^ 
PariSy  Gnjforsj  PoiSlierSy  are  all  quite  loft. 

Bed.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Man,  before  dead  ^^»r)'$  Coarfc  ? 
Speak  foftly,  or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  Towns 
Will  make  him  burft  his  Lead,  and  rife  from  Death. 

Glo.  is  Paris  loft,  and  is  Roan  yielded  up? 
If  Henrjf  were  rccall'd  to  Life  again, 
Thefe  News  would  caufe  him  once  more  yield  the  Ghoft. 

Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  What  Treachery  was  us'd  ? 

Mejf.  No  Treachery,  but  want  of  Men  and  Mony. 
Amongft  the  Soldiers  this  is  muttered. 
That  here  you  maintain  feveral  Faftions ; 
And  whilft  a  Field  ftiould  be  difpatch'd  and  fought. 
You  are  difputing  of  your  Generals. 
One  would  have  lingring  Wars  with  little  Coft; 
Another  would  fly  fwift,  but  wanteth  Wings: 
A  third  Man  thinks,  without  expencc  at  alf. 
By  guileful  fair  Words  Peace  may  be  obtained. 
Awake,  awake,  Englijh  Nobility, 
Let  not  Sloth  dim  your  Honours,  new  begot ; 
Crop'd  are  the  Flowcr-de-Luces  in  your  Arms 
Of  EnglamTs  Coat,  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe.  Were  our  Tears  wanting  to  this  Funeral^ 
Thefe  Tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  Tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern.  Regent  I  am  of  France  i 
Give  me  my  ftceled  Coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  thefe  difgraceful  wailing  Robes; 
Wounds  will  I  lend  the  Frr^cJ!?,  inftead  of  Eyes,' 
To  weep  their  intermiflive  Miferies.  , 

Enter  to  them  another  Afejfenger, 

zMeJf.  Lord?,  view  thefe  Letters^  fullo€  ^avdWS&fcasi^'* 
France  i$  revoked  from  the  Englijh  c\vxvl^^ 


1 5  8 1  The  FirJI  Part  of 

Except  fome  petty  Towns  of  no  innpom 

The  Danphin  Charles  is'crowned  King  inRheims; 

The  Baftard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd : 

Jteigniery  Duke  of  jinjou^  doth  his  Part, 

The  Duke  of  Alenjon  fliethon  his  fide.         \Extt. 

Exe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  King?  all  fly  to  him  I 
O,  whither  ftiall  we  fly  from  this  Reproach  ? 

Glo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  Enemies  Throats* 
Bedford^  if  thou  be  flacjfc  I'll  fight  it  out. 

Bed.  Glofierj  why  doubt'ft  thou  of  my  forwardnefi  / 
An  Army  have  I  mufter'd  in  my  Thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

Enter  a  third  Mejfenger. 

3  Jldef.  My  Gracious  Lords,  to  add  to  your  Laments 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Henrfs  Hcarfe, 
1  muft  inform  you  of  a  difmal  Fight 
Betwixt  the  flout  Lord  Talhot  and  the  French. 

Win.  What!  wherein  Ti«/^o/ overcame,  is't  fo ? 

5  Mejf.  O  no;  wherein  Lord  Talbot  was  o'erthro wn^j 
The  Circumftance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  AngHJi  laft,  this  dreadful  Lord, 
Retiring  from  the  Siege  of  Orleans^ 
Having  fcarce  full  fix  thoufand  in  his  Troop, 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompafled,  and  fet  upon ; 
No  leifure  had  he  to  en  ank  his  Men. 
He  wanted  Pikes  to  fet  before  his  Archers; 
Inftcad  whereof,  ftiarp  Stakes  plucktoutof  Hedges 
They  pitched  in  the  Ground  confufedly. 
To  keep  the  Hot /emenoflp  from  breaking  in. 
IMore  than  three  hours  the  Fight  continued ; 
yvhere  valiant  Talbot^  above  human  Thought, 
tnafted  Wonders  with  his  Sword  and  Lance. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  Hell,  and  none  durft  fland  hii 
Here,  there,  and  every  where  em  ag'd,  he  flew. 
The  French  exclaim'd,  the  Devil  was  in  Arms, 
All  the  whole  Army  flood  agaz'd  on  him. 
His  Soldiers  fpying  his  undaunted  Spirit, 
A  Tdbot  \  a  Talhot  \  cry 'd  out  amain. 
And  rufh'd  into  the  Bowels  of  the  Battel, 
Here,  hsid  the  Concjueft  fuWy  Wti&^^di\x^^ 
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If  Sir  John  Falftaf  had  not  play'd  the  Coward, 

He  being  in  the  Vaward,  plac'd  behind 

Withpurpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them, 

Cowardly  fled>  not  having  firuck  one  ftroak. 

Hence  grew  ihe  general  Wrack  and  Maffacre; 

Enclofcd  were  ttiey  with  their  Enemies. 

A  bafe  W^llooff,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 

Thruft  Talht  with  a  Spear  iito  the  Back, 

Whom  all  France^  with  their  Chief  aflembled  Strength, 

Durft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  Face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  (lain  then  ?  I  will  flay  my  felf. 
For  living  idly  here  in  pomp  and  eafe, 
Whilft  fuch  a  worthy  Leader,  wanting  Aid, 
Unto  his  daftard  Foe-men  is  betray'd. 

3  Mejf,  O  no,  he  lives,  but  is  took  Prifoner, 
And  Lord  Stales  with  him,  and  Lord  Hungerfordi 
Moftof  the  reft  flaughter'd,  or  took  hkewile. 

Bed'  His  Ranfom  there  is  none  but  I  (hall  pay» 
1*11  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  Throne, 
His  Crown  Ihall  be  the  Ranfom  of  my  Friend  : 
Four  of  their  Lords  Til  change  for  one  of  ours# 
Farewel,  my  Mafters,  to  my  Task  will  I, 
Bonefires  in  Fr<j^»rf  forth  with  I  am  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  St.  Georges  Feaft  wirhal. 
Ten  thoufand  Soldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whofe  bloody  Deeds  ihail  make  all  Europe qu^iie. 

5  Adejf.  Soyouhad  need,  for  0r/^4w  is  bcfieg'd, 
The£»g/^77p  Army  is  grown  weak  and  faint: 
The  Earl  of  Salishnrj  craveth  Supply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  Men  from  Mutiny, 
Since  they  fo  few,  watch  fuch  a  multitude* 

Exe.  Remember,  Lords,  your  Oaths  to  Henrj  fworn : 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  Obedience  to  your  Yoak. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave. 
To  go  about  my  Preparation.  [£;«>  Bedford. 

Glo.  rU  to  the  Tfhver  with  all  the  haftc  I  can. 
To  view  the  Artillery  and  Munition, 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  King. 

[Exit  Ci\sss>K.^^^X' 
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Exe.  To  Eltam  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is^ 
Being  ordain'd  his  fpecial  Governor^ 
And  for  his  fafety  there  PU  beft  devife.  [Exitl 

Win.  Each  hath  his  Place  and  Fun&ion  to  attend : 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  regoains  .*  . 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack  out  of  Office^- 
The  King  from  Eltum  I  intend  to  fend. 
And  fit  at  chiefeft  ftern  of  publick  Weal.  [Exiu 

Enter  Charles,  Alenfon,  and  Reignier,  marching  with  a 

Drnm  and  Soldiers. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  Heavens, 
So  in  the  £arth>  to  this  day  is  not  known, 
"  Late  did  he  fhine  upon  the  Engliflj  fide  .* 
Now  we  are  Vidtors,  upon  us  he  fmiles. 
What  Towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleafure  here  we  lye,  near  Orleans : 
Otherwhiles,  the  famiflj'd  Englifh^  like  pale  Ghofls, 
Faintly  befiege  us  one  Hour  in  a  Month. 

u4len.  They  want  their  Porredge,  and  their  fat  Bull-Beeves, 
Either  they  maft  be  dieted  like  Mules, 
And  have  their  Provender  ty'd  to  their  Mouths, 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  Mice. 
Talhot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 
Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  SaUshnrj^ 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  Gall, 
Nor  Men,  nor  Mony  hath  he  to  make  War. 

Char.  Sound,  found  Alarum,  we  will  ruih  on  'theni» 
Now  for  the  Honour  of  the  forlorn  Frencht 
Him  I  forgive  my  Death  that  killeth  me ; 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  on  foot,  or  fly.  [^Ex^nnt* 

[Here  Alarm^  they  are  beaten  back^  by  the  Englifh,  wi^ 
gr^at  Lofs. 
Enter  Charles,  Alenfon,  and  Reignier. 

Char.  Who  ever  faw  the  like  ?  What  Men  have  I  ? 
Dog5,  Cowards,  Daftards:  I  would  ne'er  have  fled* 
But  that  they  left  me  *midft  my  Enemies. 

Reig.  SalisbHry  is  a  defperate  Homicide, 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  Life : 
Two  other  Lords,  like  Lions  wanting  Food^ 
Do  ru/h  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey^ 
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^Uft.  Froyfardf  a  Countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred, 
During  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  Reign ; 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  ; 
For  none  but  Sampjons  and  Goliaj}es 
It  fendcth  forth  to  Skirmifli ;  one  to  ten  {    - 
Lean  raw-bon'd  Rafcals,  who  ^ould  e'er  fuppofe 
They  had  fuch  Courage  and  Audacity  ? 

Char.  Let's  leave  this  Town, 
For  they  are  hair-brain'd  Slaves, 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them;  rather  with  their  Teeth 
The  Walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forfakc  the  Siege. 

Reig.  I  think  by  fome  odd  Gimmals  or  Device 
Their  Arms  are  fer,  like  Clocks,  ftill  to  ftrikc  on ; 
Elfe  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  fo  as  they  do: 
By  my  confent,  we'll  even  let  them  alone, 

^len.  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Baftard  of  Orleans. 

Bafi.  Where's  the  Prince  Dauphin  ?  I  have  News  for  him, 

Dan.  Baftard  of  Orleans j  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Bafi.  Methinks  your  Looks  are  fad,  your  Chear  appal'd# 
Hath  the  late  Overthrow  wrought  this  Offence? 
Be  not  difmay'd,  for  Succour  is  at  Hand: 
A  holy  Maid  hither  with  me  I  bring. 
Which  by  a  VifioH  fent  to  her  from  Heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  raife  this  tedious  Siege, 
And  drive  the  Englip  forth  the  bounds  of  France*. 
The  Spirit  of  deep  Prophefie  (he  hath. 
Exceeding  the  nine  Sibyls  of  old  Rome: 
What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  flie  can  defcry. 
Speak,  (hall  I  call  her  in  ?  Believe  my  Word?, 
For  they  are  certain  and  infallible. 

Dati.  Go,  call  her  in ;  but  firft,  to  try  her  Skill, 
Reignier  ftand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place ; 
Qucftion  her  proudly,  let  thy  Looks  be  ftern. 
By  this  means  fhall  we  found  what  Skill  (he  hath. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Reig.  Fair  Maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  thcfe  wondrous  Fejts  ? 

TmeU  Reignier^  is't  thou  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  me  ? 
Where  is  the  Dauphin?  Come,  come  from  behind, 
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I  know  thee  wftll,  though  never  feen  beforCt 
Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : 
Stand  back,  you  I«ords>  and  give  us  leave  a  while, 

Rei£.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firftda(h» 

PuceL  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  Shepherd's  Daughter» 
My  Wit  untrained  in  any  kind  of  Art: 
Heaven  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleas'd  • 
To  ihine  on  my  contemptible  Eftate. 
Lo,  whilft  I  waited  on  my  tender  Lambs, 
And  to  Suns  parching  heat  difplay'd  my  Cheeks, 
God's  Mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me. 
And  in  a  Vifion  full  of  Majefty, 
Wiird  me  to  leave  my  bafe  Vocation, 
And  free  my  Country  from  Calamity: 
Her  Aid  (he  promis'd,  and  affur'd  Succefs. 
In  compleat  Glory  (he  reveal'd  her  felf; 
And  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before ; 
With  thofe  clear  Rays  which  ihe  infus'd  on  me. 
That  feeauty  am  I  bleft  with,  which  you  fee. 
Ask  me  what  queftion  thou-canft  poffible, 
And  I  will  anfwer  unpremeditated : 
My  Courage  try  by  Combat,  if  thou  dar'll. 
And  thou  (halt  find  that  I  exceed  my  Sex. 
Refolve  on  this,  thou  (halt  be  fortunate. 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  Warlike  Mate. 

Dau.Thon  haft  aftonifti'd  me  with  thy  high  terms  : 
Only. this  proof  I'll  of  thy  Valour  mak^, 
in  fingle  Combat  thou  (halt  buckle  with  me; 
And  if  thoii  vanqui(heft,  thy  Words  are  true, 
Otherwife  I  renounce  all  Confidence. 

PnceL  I  am  prepared;  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  Sword, 
J>cck'd  with  fine  Fiower-de-Luces  on  each  fide. 
The  which  iiToHrain  in'St.  AT^/ife^r/Vf/s Churchry ard. 
Out  of  a  great  deal  of  old  Iron,  I  cholcforth.J        ^ 
•    Dau.  Then  come  a  God's  Name,  I  fear  no  Woman, 

TuceL  And  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  no  Man. 

Here  they  Fights  ^WJoandePucelle  overcomes. 

Dau.  Stay,  ftay  thy  Hands,  thou  art  an  yiiw44c^«# 
A/7J  ii^hteft  with  the  Sword  of  Debora. 
FuccL  Chrifl's  Mother  htVps  ta^>  t\fe\^ut  \a^  weak. 
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Daft.  Who  e'er  lielps  thef,  'tis  thou  that  muft  help  mc  • 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  dcfire, 
My  Heart  and  Hands  thou  haft  at  once  fubdu'd. 
Excellent  Pucdlc^  if  thy  Name  be  fo, 
Let  me  thy  Servant,  and  not  Sovereign  be,  i 

*Ti%  the  /r^xf^/?  Dauphin  fueth  to  thee  thus. 

PhccI.  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rights  of  Love, 
For  my  Profeffion*s  facred  from  above  s 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  Foes  from  htnce. 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  Recomptnce. 

Ddu.  Mean  time  look  gracious  on  thy  proftrate  ThralL 

R€ig.  My  Lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

Men.  Doubtlefs  he  fli  rives  this  Woman  to  her  Smock, 
Elfe  ne'er  could  he  fo  long  protrafl:  his  Speech. 

Reig.  Shall  we  difturb  him,  fince  he  keeps  no  mean? 

jilen.  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  Men  do  know  .• 
Thefe  Women  are  ihrewd  tempters  with  their  Tongues. 

Rcig.  My  Lord,  where  are  you  ?  What  devife  you  on? 
Shall  we  give  over  OrteanSy  or  no? 

Pucel.  Why  no,  I  fay;  diftruftful  Recreants, 
Fight  'till  the  laft  gafp;  for  Til  be  your  guard. 

Dan.  What  ftie  fays  PU  confirm ;  we'll  fight  it  out, 

PnceU  Aflign'd  I  am  to  be  the  Englifh  Scourge. 
This  Night  the  Siege  alTuredly  I'll  raife: 
Exped:  Saint  yT/i«r^/»'s  Summer,  Hakjon  days. 
Since  I  have  entred  thus  into  thefe  Wais. 
Glory  is  like  a  Circle  in  the  Water; 
Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  it  felf, 
*Till  by  broad  fpreading  it  difperfe  to  nought. 
With  Hcnrfs  death,  the  Englijh  Circle  ends, 
Difperfed  are  the  Glories  it  included : 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  Ship, 
Which  Cdfar  and  his  Fortune  bore  at  once. 

Dan.  Was  Mahomet  infpired  with  a  Dove  f 
Thou  with  an  Eagle  art  infpir'd  then. 
Helcfty  the  Mother  of  great  Conftantincy 
Nor  yet  St.  Philip's  Daughters  were  like  thee. 
Bright  Star  of  Fcnusy  fall'n  down  on  the  Earth, 
How  may  I  reverently  worftiip  thee  enough? 

^Un.  Leave  off  delays  and  let  us  mfc  xVwt  ^\^^i% 
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Reig.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canft  to  fave  our  Hfnours^ 
Drive  them  from  Orleans^  and  be  immortaliz'd. 

Dan.  Prefently  we'll  try:  Come,  let's  away  about  it. 
No  Prophet  will  I  truft,  if  (he  prove  falfe.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  GloUcefter,  with  his  Serving'Men. 

Glo.  I  am  to  furvey  the  Towet  this  day : 
Since  Henrys  Death,  I  fear  there  is  Conveyance : 
Where  be  thefe  Warders,  that  they  wait  not  here  ? 
Open  the  Oates«  'tis  Glomefler  that  calls. 

1  W^ri.  Who's  there,  that  knocks  fo  imperioufly  ? 
\Man.  It  is  the  Noble  Duke  of  GWfier. 

2  Ward.  Who  e'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in, 

I  Man.  Villians,  anfwer  you  fo  the  Lord  Proteftor  ? 

I  Ward,  The  Lord  proted  him,  fo  we  anfwer  him. 
We  do  not  otherwife  than  we  are  will'd. 

Glo.  Who  willed  you  ?  or  whofe  Will  ftands  but  mine  ? 
There*s  none  Proteftor  of  the  Realm,  but  L 
Break  up  the  Gater,  V\\  be  your  warrantize; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghil  Grooms  $ 

GloucefterV  Men  rujh  at  the  Tower  Gates^  and  Woodvile 

the  Lieutenant  fieaks  within. 

Wood.  What  noife  is  this?  What  Traitors  have  we  here? 

Glo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whofe  Voice  I  hear? 
Open  the  Gates,  here's  Glo'fier  that  would  enter. 

Wood.  Have  patience.  Noble  Duke,  I  may  not  open. 
The  Cardinal  of  JV/>/c/7(/?^r  forbids  ; 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  Commandment, 
That  thou  nor  none  of  thine  (hall  be  let  in. 

Glo.  Faint-hearted  WoodviUj  prized  him  'fore  me  ? 
Arrogant  Wtnchefier^  that  haughty  Prelate, 
Whom  -Sl?w;r  our  late  Sovereign  ne'er  could  brook? 
Thou  art  no  Friend  to  God  or  to  the  King : 
Open  the  Gate,  or  Til  Ihut  thee  out  fliortly. 

Serv.  Open  the  Gates  to  the  Lord  Proteftor, 
Or  we'll  burft  them  open,  if  that  youcoipenot  quickl]f« 

Enter  to  the  ProteSlor  at  the  Tower  Gates^  Winchcfter 

and  his  Men  in  Tawny  Coats. 

Win.  How  now  ambitious  Umpire^  what  means  this  ? 

Glo.  Piel'd  Prieft,  doft  thou  command  me  to  be  fhuc 
oat  ? 
fTsn.  I  do,  thou  moft  ufuT^\t\^^to^\.ot> 
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And  not  Prote<%or  of  tmPing  or|  Realm. 

Glo.  Stand  back,  thou  manifeft  Conrpirator^ 
Thou  that  contrived*ft  to  murther  our  dead  Lord^ 
Thou  that  giv'ft  Whores  Indulgencies  to  Sin, 
I^U  canvas  thee  in  thy  broad  Cardinal's  Nar, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  Infolence. 

iVm.  Nay,  ftaod  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot  i 
This  be  Ddmafins^  be  thou  curfed  Caw, 
To  flay  thy  Brother  -/fW,  if  thou  wilt. 

Glo.  I  will  not  flay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back: 
Thy  Scarlet  Robes,  as  a  Child's  bearing  Clotfc, 
I'll  ufe,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Wm.  Do  what  thou  dar'ft,  I  beard  thee  to  thy  Face. 

Glo.  What?  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my  FaceS 
Draw  Men,  for  all  this  privileged  Place, 
Blue  Coats  toTawny  Goats.  Pricft,  beware  thy  Beard, 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  foundly^ 
Under»  my  Feet  I'll  ftamp  thy  Cardinal's  Hat : 
In  fpight  of  Pope,  or  Dignities  of  Church, 
Here  by  the  Cheeks  TU  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

/f5».  Gh'fier,  thou,  wilt  anfwer  this  before  the  Pope. 

Glo,  Wi»chefier  Goofcy  I  cry,  a  Rope,  a  Rope. 
Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  flay? 
Thee  I'll  chafe  hence,  thou  Wolf  in  Sheep's  array. 
Out  Tawny  Coats,  out  Scarlet  Hypocrite. 
Hire  Gloucefter'i  Men  heat  out  the  Cardinah^  and  entif  in  the 
hHrly^iurlj  the  Major  of  London,  and  his  Officers. 
Mayer.  Fie,  Lords,  that  you  being  fupreamMagiftratcs^ 
Thus  contumelioufly  fliould  break  the  Peace. 

GU,  Peace,  Mayor,  for  thou  know'ft  little  of  my  VV^rongs: 
Here's  Beauferd^  that  regards  not  @od  nor  King, 
Math  here  diftrain'd  the  Tower  to  bis  ufe. 

Win.  Here's  Glo*fier  too,  a  Foe  to  Citizens, 
One  that  ftill  motions  War,  and  never  Peace, 
0*er-charging  your  free  Purfes  with  large  Fines; 
That  fecks  to  overthrow  Religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  Proteder  of  the  Realm  ; 
And  would  have  Armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  Crown  himfelf  King,  and  fupprefs  the  Prince. 
Glo.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  Words, butBlo'w^* 

\  Here  t\jfj  iVitmVS^  •^f^^ 
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Major.  Nought  reids  for  me  ifi  fins  tumultuous  Strifff 
But  to  make  open  Proclamation. 
Come,  Officer,  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  can'ft;  cry; 

jill  manner  of  Men  ajfemhled  here  in  Arnfs  this  Dajj  4- 
gainfiGoits  Peace  and  the  King  s^  we  Charge  and  Command  jon^ 
in  his  Highnefs  Name^  to  repair  to  yourfeveral  dwelling  Places^ 
and  not  to  ivear^  handle^  or  ufe  any  Sword^  We^ons^  or  Dagger 
henceforwArdy  upon  pain  of  Death* 

do.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  Breaker  of  the  Law  : 
But  we  fhall  meet,  aa4  hreak  our  Minds  at  large. 

Win.  Glo'fier^^eW  m>^t  to  thydearCoftbe  fure; 
Thy  Heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  Work. 

Mayor.  I'll  call  for  Clubs,  if  you  will  n#t  away: 
This  Cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  Devil. 

Glo.  Mayor,  farewel :  Thou  doft  but  what  thou  may'ft. 

Win.  Abominable  Glo'Jierj  guard  thy  Head,  ^ 

for  I  intend  to  have  it  e*er  be  long.  [^Exeunt. 

Mayor.  See  the  Coaft  cleared,  and  then  we  will  depart. 
Good  God^  that  Nobles  fhould  fuch  Stomachs  bear, 
I  my  felf  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Mafter-Gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Boy. 

M.  Gun.  Sirra,  ihou  know*ft  how  0r/^4»x  is  befieg'd. 
And  how  theEngliJh  have  the  Suburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  know,  and  oft  have  (hot  at  them, 
How  e*er  unfortunate  I  mifs'd  my  aim. 

M.  Gun.  But  now  thou  (halt  not.     Be  thou  rui'dbyme/ 
Chief  Mafter-Gunner  am  I  of  this  Town, 
Something  I  muft  do  to  procure  me  Grace : 
The  Prince's  efpials  have  infoimed  me. 
How  the  Englifhy  in  the  Suburbs  clofe  intrendi'd. 
Went  through  a  fecret  Grate  of  Iron  Bars, 
In  yonder  Tower,  to  over-peer  the  City, 
And  thence  difcover,  how  with  moft  Advantage 
They  may  vex  us  with  Shot  or  with  Aflault. 
To  intercept  this  Inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  Ordnance  'gainft  it  I  have  plac'd. 
And  fully  even  thefe  three  Days  have  I  watcfi'd. 
If  I  could  fee  them.     Now,  Boy,  do  thou  watch^ 
F  r  I  can  flay  no  longer. 
IF  thou  fpy^O:  any,  run  and  bring  me  word, 
Aod  thou  (halt  find  me  at  tVie  GoNjxtvot  ^4  \E9iit. 
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Boj.  Father,  I  warrant  you,  take  you  no  care, 
ni  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  fpy  them. 

Enter  Salisbury  afid  Talbot  on  theTurrets^  with  others. 

Sal.  Talhotj  my  Life,  my  Jfoy,  again  returned  ? 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  Prifoner? 
Or  by  what  means  got'ft  thou  to  be  releas'd? 
Difcourfel  prtthee  on  this  Turret's  top. 

TaL  Th.  EarJ  of  Bedford  had  a  Prifoner, 
Caird  the  brave  Lord  Ponton  de  SantraiUy 
For  him  was  I  cxchang'd,  and  ranfomed. 
But  with  a  bafer  Man  of  Arms  by  far,  ' 

Once  in  Contempt  they  would  have  bartered  me  :    * 
Which  I  difdaining,  fcorn'd,  and  craved  Death, 
Rather  than  I  would  be  fo  pil'd  efteem'd ; 
In  fine,  redeemed  I  was,  as  I  dcfir'd. 
But  O,  the  treacherous  Falftaff  wounds  my  Heart, 
Whom  with  my  bare  Fifts  I  would  execute. 
If  I  now  bad  him  brought  into  my  Power. 

Sal.Yet  teirft  thou  not  how  thou  wert  entertairfd. 

TaLWith  feoffs  andfcorns,  and  contumelious  taunts. 
In  open  Market-place  produced  they  me, 
To  be  a  publick  SpeSacle  to  all.* 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  Terror  of  the  French, 
The  Scare-crow  that  affrights  our  Children  {9. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  Officers  that  led  me. 
And  with  my  Nails  digged  Stones  out  of  the  Ground, 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  Shame.    . 
My  grifly  Countenance  made  others  fliy. 
None  durfl  come  near,  for  fear  of  fudden  Death. 
In  Iron  Walls  they  deemed  me  not  fecure: 
So  great  fear  of  my  Name  'mongft  them  wasfpread. 
That  they  fuppos'd  I  could  rend  Bars  of  Steel, 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  pofls  of  Adamant. 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  Shot  I  had  5 
Thar  walk'd  about  me  every  Minute  while; 
And  if  I  did  but  ftir  out  of  my  Bed, 
Ready  they  were  to  fhoot  mc  to  the  Heart. 

Enter  Boy  with  a  Linfiocl^. 

Sal.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  Torments  you  endur'd. 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  fufBciently, 
Now  it  is  Supper  rime  in  Orleans  \ 
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Here,  through  this  Grate,  I  can  coiint  every  one*  . 
And  view  int  Frenchmen  how  they  fortifie : 
Let  us  look  in,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee.* 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrdve^  and  Sir  William  GUn/daley 
Let  me  have  your  exprefs  Opinions, 
Where  is  beft  place  to  make  our  Batt'ry  next  ? 

Gar.  I  think  at  the  North  Gate,  for  there  ft  and  Lords. 

Glan.  And  I  here,  at  the  Bulwark  of  the  Bridge. 

TaL  For  ought  I  fee,  this  City  muft  be  famifti  d. 
Or  with  light  Skirmifhes  enfeebled. 

iHere  they  Jhoot^  and  Salisbury  falls  down* 

SaL  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  Sinners. 

Gar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  Man. 

TaLWhzt  chance  is  this  that  fuddenly  hath  croft  us  i  ' 

Speak,  ^^//jWjf ;  at  leaft,  if  thoucanft,  fpeak: 
How  far'ft  thou.  Mirror  of  all  Martial  Men .? 
One  of  thy  Eyes,  and  thy  Cheeks  fide  ftruck  oflF? 
Accurfed  Tower,  accurfcd  fatal  Hand 
That  hath  contrived  this  woful  Tragedy. 
In  thirteen  Battels^  Salisbury  overcame : 
Henry  the  Fifth  he  firft  train'd  to  the  Wars. 
VVhilft  any  Trump  did  found,  or  Drum  ftruck  up^ 
His  Sword  did  ne^er  leave  ftriking  in  the  Field. 
Yet  liv'ft  thoUfSalisburj  ?  though  thy  Speech  dothfaih 
One  ;^ye  thou  haft  to  look  to  Heaven  for  Grace. 
The  Sun  with  one  Eye  vieweth  all  the  World. 
Heaven  be  thou  Gracious  to  none  alive» 
If  Salisbury  wants  Mercy  at  thy  Hands. 
Bear  hence  this  Body,  I  will  help  to  bury  itm 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  haft  thou  any  Life  { 
Speak  unto  Talbot^  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
Saliburyy  chear  thy  Spirit  with  this  Comfort, 
Thou  fhalt  not  die  whiles-— 
He  beckons  with  his  Hand*  and  fmiles  on  me : 
As  who  fhould  fay>  Jfhen  I  am  dead  and  gone^ 
Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French. 
Plantagenet  I  will,  and,  Nero  like,  will 
Play  on  the  Lute,  beholding  the  Towns  burn : 
Wretched  fliall  France  be  only  in  my  Name. 

[Here  an  Alarm^  and  it  Thunders  and  Lightens. 

Whit  Air  is  this  \  What  TumoVtH  Vw  \Vv^  Htwiius ? 
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Whence  cometh  this  Alarum,  and  the  Noife  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfsnger^ 

Mcf.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  the /r^»c^  have  gathered  head* 
The  Danphin,  with  one  yoan  U  PuctUe  join'd, 
A  holy  Prophetefs,  now  rifcn  up. 
Is  come  with  a  great  Power,   to  raife  the  Siege. 

[HereS^Y\sh\lxy Ufteth  himjclfup^  andgroousl 

TaL  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan. 
It  itks  hisL  Heart  he  cannot  be  reveng'd, 
FrenchmeHj  1 11  ht  zSalislfHry  to  you, 
Pmz^I  or  Fujfel^  Dolphin  or  Dog-fifli, 
Your  Hearts  1*11  ftamp  out  with  my  Horfes  heels. 
Convey  me  Salisburj  into  his  Tent, 
And  then  we^U  try,  what  thefe  daftard  Frenchmen  dare« 

:  Alarum,  L^«^'^« 

Here  an  Alarum  again;   antk  Talbot  purfueth  the  Dhauphsn^ 
^  anddriveth  him :  Then  enter  Joan  la  Pucelle,  driving  £ng- 

liftimen^/r/ir^  her.     Then  enter  Talbot. 

TaL  Where  is  my  Strength,   my  Valour,  and  my  Force  J 
Our  Englip  Troops  retire,  I  cannot  ftay  chem. 
A  Woman  clad  in  Armour  chafech  them. 

Enter  Pucelle. 
Here,  here  (he  comes.     I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee; 
Devil,  or  Devil's  Dam,  Pll  conjure  thee  : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  Witch. 
And  ftraightway  give  thy  Soul  to  him  ih^u  ferv'ft. 

Pucel.  Come,  come,  *tic  only  I  that  muft  difgrace  thee. 

TaL  Heavens,  can  you  fufFer  Hell  fo  to  prevail  t 
My  Breaft  I'll  burft  with  Straining  of  my  Courage, 
And  from  my  Shoulders  crack  my  Arms  afunder. 
But  I  will  chaftife  this  high-minded  Strumpet. 

[Thcj  fight  again. 

PuceL  Talbot  farewel,  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come, 
I  muft  go  Vidual  Orleans  forthwith, 

A  Jhort  Alarum  :  Then  Enter  the  Town  with  Soldiers. 
O'er-take  me  if  thou  canft,  I  fcorn  thy  ftrengih. 
Go,  go,  chear  up  thy  hungcr-ftarved  Men, 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  1  eft  amen  t, 
Thfs  Day  is  ours,  as  many  more  ftiall  be.       [Exit  Pucelle* 

yoL.IIL  Ec  '^^^^ 


Tal.  My  Thoughts  are  whirled  lifce  ^  Ppttcr's  Wheel. 
I  know  not  where  I  air,  nqr  what  I  c}o: 
A  Witch  by  fear,  not  force,  like  H^nnib^k 
Drives  back  oqr  Troops,  and  conqviers  ,as  ftie  lifts : 
So  Bees  with  Tmoak,  and  Dqves  with  Qojrp,Qi  fteqc{i, 
Are  from  their  Hives  and  Hqufes  driven  a^,^Y^ 
They  call'd  us,  for  our  fierc^nefs,  Englijlj  JDogs, 
Now  like  the  Whelps,  we  crying  run  away.    - 

Hark  Countrymen,  either  Tene^  the  fight» 

Or  tear  the  Lions  out  Q(£n^land'^  Cpat. 

Renounce  your  Soil,  give  Sheep  in  Liops  ,ftc;i^ : 

Sheep  run  not  half  fo  treacherous  fropi  t|ie  W^lf* 

Or  Horfe  or  Oxen  from  the  Leopard,  i  ^ 

As  you  fly  from  your  oft-fubdued  Slaves. 

It  will  not  be,  retire. into  your  Treqch^s: 

You  all  confented  unto  Salishnrfs  Death, 

For  none  would  ftrike  a  iiroke  in  bis  Rqv^nge. 

Pucelle  is  entred  into  Orle^nsj 

In  fpight  of  us,  or  ought  that  wecpuld  do* 

O  would  I  were  to  die  i^itb  SMisknrjy 

The  ihame  hereof  will  make,  me  hide  piy  h^d^ 

\^E:(it  Talbot. 
\jAlarHp3^:^  ^etreatj  Flomijh. 
Enter  en theWallj  Pqcelle, Pauphin,  R.eignier»  ^lenfpn, 

and  Sfuldicrs. 
.  fyceL  Advance  our  waving  Colours  on  the  Walls, 
Refcu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  Englijb  Wolves: 
Thus  Joan  U  Pncelle  hath  performed  h^r  ^pxA. 

Dau^  bivineft  Creature,  bright  jifirea\  Paughter^ 
How  fliall  I  honour  thee  for  this  Succefs! 
Thy  Promifes  are  like  Adonis  Garden, 
That  one  day  bJoom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  t^^* 
France^  Triumph  in  thy  glorious  Propb^tels,. 
Recovered  is  the  Town  of  Orleans ; 
More  bleffed  hap  did  ne'^r  befal  our  State. 
Reig.  Why  ring  not  out  the  Bells  aloudi 
Throughout  the  Town? 

Dauphin,  command  the  Citizens  make  Bot}Bre5y 
And  featt  and  banquet  in  the  o\>en  Streets. 
To  celebrate  the  Joy  that  God  Vi^xVi  ^\Nttv  >rs*  Ainu 


King  Henry  VL  i,5i>5 

^efi^  All  Frapice  will  be  repleat  with  Mirth  and  Joy, 
When  they  fhall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  Men. 

Dau»  *Tis  Jeapfy  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won : 
For  which,  I  will  divide  my  Crown  with  her. 
And  all  the  Priefts  and  Fryers  in  my  Il.ealm, 
Shall  in  Proceffion  fing  her  endlefs  PraiFe. 
A  ftatelier  Pyraniid  to  her  I'll  rear. 
Than  Misdopis  or  Memphis  ever  was. 
In  memory  of  her  when  flie  is  dead. 
Her  Aflies,  in  an  Urn  more  gracious 
Than  the  Rich-jewel'd  Coffer  of  Darius^ 
Tranfported  fliall  be,  at  high  Feftivals, 
Before  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry. 
But  Joan  la  Pncelle  fhall  be  Frances  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  Banquet  Royally, 
After  this  Golden  day  of  Viftory. 

[Fhmijh.    Exeunt. 


A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a  Band,  with  two  Centinels. 

Ser.  CIrs,  take  your  places  and  be  vigilant : 
O  If  any  Noife  or  Soldier  you  perceive 
Near  to  the  Wall,  by  fome  apparent  fign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  Court  of  Guard. 

Cent.  Serjeant,  you  fhall.     Thus  are  poor  Servitors 
('When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  Beds) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  in  Darknefs,  Rain,  and  Cold. 
Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy,  with  fcaling 
Ladders .  Their  Drums  beating  a  Dead  March. 

TaL  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy^ 
By  whofe  approach,  the  Regions  of  Artois^ 
Walloon,  and  Picardj^  are  Friends  to  us  : 
This  happy  Night,  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure. 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banquetted, 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity. 
As  fitting  befl:  to  quittance  their  deceit^ 
Contrived  by  Art,  and  baleful  Sorcery.  ^ 
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Bed.  Coward  of  Franccy  how  much  he  wrongs  his  Fame, 
Defpairing  of  his  own  AriDS  fortitude. 
To!  join  with  Wirches,  and  the  help  of  HcU. 

Bnr.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  i\\ix  Pncelj  whom  they  term  fo  pure? 

TuU  A  Maid,  they  fay. 

Bed.  A  Maid?  And  be  fo  Martiil? 

Bar.  Pray  God,  (he  prove  not  Mafculine  e'er  long: 
If  underneath  the  Standard  of  the  French 
She  csrrv  Armour,  as  (he  hath  begun. 

TaL  Well,  let  them  praftife  and  converfc  with  Spirits^ 
God  is  our  Fortrefs,  in  whofe  Conquering  Name 
Let  us  refolve  to  feale  their  flinty  BulwarKs. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot^  we  will  follow  thee. 

Tal.  Not  all  together:  Better  far  I  guefs. 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  fcveral  ways: 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed;  Til  to  yond  corner. 

Bur.  And  I  tp  this. 

TaL  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  Grave. 
Now  Salisbury  for  thf:e  and  for  the  right 
Of  EKglip  Henrjy  (hall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty,  I  am  bound  to  both. 

Cent.  Arm,  Arm,  the  Enemy  doth  make  aflTault. 

[Cryy  S.  George!     JtT^hotl 
The  French  leap  o'er  the  Walls  in  their  jlnrts.     Enter  feverd 

ways,   Baftard,   Alenfon,  Rcignier,  half  ready ^   aid  half 

unready, 

Aien.  How  now,  my  Lords  ?  what  all  unready  fo  ? 

Baft.  Unready?  I  and  glad  we  fcape  fo  well. 

Reig.  Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  Beds, 
Hearing  Alarams  at  our  Chamber  door??. 

Alen.  Of  all  Exploits  fincefirft  I  follow'd  Arms, 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  Warlike  Enterprize 
More  venturous,   or  defperate  than  this. 

Bafi.  I  think  this  Talbot  be  a  Fiend  of  Hell, 

Reig.  If  not  of  Hell,  the  Heavens  fure  favour  him. 

jilen.  Here  Cometh  CW/tf/,  I  marvel  how  be  fped. 

Enter  Charles  andjozn. 

B/ifi.  Tuf,  holy  j^Qiiw  y^^iS  Kvs  dctenfivc  Guard. 
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Car.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  Dame? 
Dicllt  thou  at  firif,    to  flitter  us  withal, 
Mike  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain. 
That  now  our  lofs  might  be  ten  times  fo  much?: 

Pftcel.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  Friend? 
At  ;l'1  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike?  .  . 

Sletpinf^  or  Waking,  muft  I  ftill  prevail. 
Or  wilJ  you  bi^me  andlay  the  fault  on  m:  ? 
Impro'.'idtnt  Soldiers,  had  your  Watch  been  good. 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  could  have  fain. 

Char.  Dak(^o(  Menfon^  this  WaS  your  default. 
That  being  C'ptain  of  the  Watch  to  Night,     . 
Did  !ook  no  better  to  that  weighty  Charge. 

^len.  H^d  all  our  Quarter  been  as  fafely  kept^  ' 

As  that,  whereof  I  hid  the  Government, 
We  had  not  been  thus  (hamefullyfurpriz'd. 

Bafi.  Mine  ^as  fecure. 

Reig.  And  fo  was  mine,  my  Lord. 

Char.  And  for  my  felf,   moft  part  of  all  this  Night 
Within  her  Quarter,  and  mine  own  Precind, 
I  was  employ'd  in  paG5ng  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  Centinels. 
Then  how,  or  which  way,   (hould  they  firft  break. in?  \ 

Puz,.  Queftion,  my  Lord,  no  further  of  the  cafe. 
How,  or  which  way  ;  'tis  fure  they  found  fome  place. 
But  weakly  Guarded,  where  the  Breach  was  made  : 
And  now  there  rcfts  no  other  ftiift,  but  this 
To  gather  our  Soldiers,  fcatterM  and  difperft. 
And  lay  new  Plat-forms  to  endamage  them.  \ExeHm* 

Alarum.     Enter  a  Soldier^  cryingy  a  TalboD!  a  Talbot ! 
thy  fiyy   leaving  their  Cloaths  behind. 

Sol.  ril  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left : 
The  Cry  of  Taliot  ferves  me  for  i  Sjvord, 
For  I  haveloaden  me  with  many  Spoilr, 
Ufing  no  other  Weapon  but  his  Name.  ^  [^Exit. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy. . 

Bed.  The  Day  begins  to  break,  and  Night  isjflcd, 
Whofe  pitchy  Mantle  over-vail'd  the  Earth. 
Here  found  Retreat,  and  ceafeour  hotPurfuit.        [Retredf. 

Tal.  Bring  forth  the  Body  of  old  SalisbuT]^ 
And  bsre  s^vstnce  it  in  the  H^^^^t^^^^ce^  — ^^ 

Ee  I 
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The  middle  Centre  of  this  curfed  Town. 

Now  have  I  pay'd  my  Vow  unto  his  Soul, 

For  every  drop  of  ^  Blood  was  drawn  from  him^ 

There  hath  at  leaft  five  Frenchmen  dy*d  to  night. 

And  thart  hereafter  Ages  may  behold 

What  ruin  happened  in  revenge  of  him. 

Within  the  chiefeft  Temple  I'll  ereft 

A  Tomb,  wherein  his  Corps  ftiall  Be  interred: 

Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read. 

Shall  be  engrav'd  the  Sack  of  Orleans^ 

The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  Death, 

And  what  a  terrour  he  had  been  to  France, 

But,  Lords,  in  all  our  bloody  Maflacre, 

I  mufe  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 

His  new-come  Champion,  virtuous  Jean  of  jircy 

Nor  any  of  his  falfe  Confederate*. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought.  Lord  Taltofj  when  the  fi^  began, 
Rouz'd  01^  the  fudden  from  their  drowfie  Beds, 
They  did  amongft  the  Troops  of  armed  Men, 
Leap  o'er  the  Walls  for  refuge  in  the  Field. 

Bnr.  My  felf,  as  for  as  I  could  well  difcern. 
For  Smoak,  and  dufty  Vapours  of  the  Night, 
Am  fiire  I  fcar'd  the  Dauphin  and  his  Trull, 
When  Arm  in  Arm  they  both  camefwiftly  running. 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  Turtle  Doves, 
That  could  not  live  afunder  Day  or  Night. 
After  that  things  are  fet  in  order  here. 
We'll  follow  them  with  all-  the  Power  we  have. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  All  hail,  my  Lords;  which  of  this  Princely  Train 
Call  ye  the  Warlike  Talhet,  for  his  Ads 
So  much  applauded  through  the  Realm  of  France  i 
TaL  Here  is  the  Talhet,   who  would  fpeak  with 
Mejf,  The  virtuous  Lady,  Countefs  ofAnvergnc^ 
With  modefty  admiring  thy  Renown, 
By  me  intreats,  great  Lord>  thou  would^ft  vouchfafe 
To  vifit  her  poor  Caftle  where  fhe  lyes; 
That  flie  may  boaft  flie  bath  behdd  the  Man,- 
Whofe  Glory  fills  the  World  with  loud  report. 
Acr.  Is  it  even  fo?  Nay,  tVi^tv  1  fe^  c^vic  Wars 
Will  turn  unto  a  peaceful  ComVcV  S^tx^ 
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When  Ladies  crive  to  be  encoutitred  wiA# 
You  may  nor,  niy  Lord,  defpife  her  gentle fiiit. 

Tal.  Ne'er  truft  me  thert ;  for  when  a  World  of  Men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  Oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  Woman's  kindnefs  over-rurd : 
And  therefore  tdl  her,  I  retilrn  great  tfiahte. 
And  in  fubmiffibn  ^ill  attend  on  her. 
Will  not  your  Honours  bear  ilie  company  ? 

Bcd»  No,  truly 'tis  more  than  manners  will: 
And  I  have  heard  it  faid.  Unbidden  Guefts 
Are  often  welcomeft  when  they  are  gone. 

TaL  Well  then,  alone,  fince  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  Lady's  courtefie. 
Come  hither,  Captain,  you  perceive  my  mind;    [ff^ijfers^ 

Capt.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  meah  accord  ingly,      [Exemf. 

Enter  Coumefs  of  KvLvtx^nt. 

Count.  Porter,  reniember  what  I  gave  in  charge. 
And  when  yoii  have  dohe  fo,  bring  the  Keys  to  me. 

Port.  Madam,  l^\\\.  [Exit. 

CoHHt.  The  Plot  is  laid^  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 
I  (hall  as  famous  be  by  thi^  exploit. 
As  ScjthUn  Tomjris  by  Cyrus  Death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  Eni^hf, 
And  his  Atchievements  of  no  lefs  account : 
Fain  would  mine  ilyes  be  witnefs  with  my  Ear^i 
yo  give  their  Cenfure  of  thefe  rare  Reports. 

Enter  Mejfen^er  and  Tslh6t. 

Mejf.  Madam,  according  as  your  Ladyfliip  defir'd. 
By  MefTage  crav'd,  fo  is  the  Lord  Tdbot  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome;  what?  is  this  the  Min{ 

Me£.  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  Is  this  the  Scourge  of  Frdnce^ 
Is  this  the  Talbot^  (6  much  fear'd  abroad  ? 
That  with  his  Name  the  Mothers  fiill  th^ir  Babes  { 
I  fee  Report  is  fabulous  and  falfe. 
I  thought  I  (liould  have  feen  fome  HertfUles^ 
A  fecond  He^or^  for  his.  grim  afped. 
And  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong  knit  Limbs. 
Alas !  this  h  a  Child,  a  filly  Dwarf; 
It  cannot  be,  this  wealc  and  writhled  SKtini^ 
Shqvid  llrikf  fucb  terror  te  his  Eneisit^^  _^ 
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TaL  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you: 
But  lince  your  Ladyfliip  is  not  at  leifure, 
I'll  (ore  fome  other  tinie  to  vifit  you. 

Count.  What  means  he  now  ? 
Go  ask  him,  whicher  he  goes  \ 

Mejf.  Stay,  my  Lord  Talbot^  for  my  Lady  craves. 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Marry,  for  that  flie's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certitie  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Enter  Porter  'with  Keys, 

Count.  If  thou  be  he  ;  then  art  thou  Prifoner. 

Tal.  Prifoner  ?  to  whom  ? 

Cou:it.  To  me,  Blood-^hiifty  Lord: 
And  for  that  caufe  I  train'd  thee  to  my  Houfc, 
Longtime  thy  Shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me,  '         • 
For  in  my  Gallery  thy  Pidure  hangs : 
But  now  the  Subftance  Ihall  endure  the  like. 
And  I.  will  chain  thefe  Legs  and  Arms  of  thine,    ] 
That  haft  by  Tyranny  ihefe  many  Years 
Wafted  our  Country,  flain  our  Citizens, 
And  fent  o  ir  Sons  and  Husbands  Captivate* 

TaL  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Count.  Laughett  thou  Wretch? 
Thy  M»rth  Ihall  turn  to  Moan. 

TaL  1  laugh  to  fee  your  Lady  (hip  fo  fond. 
To  think,  that  you  have  ought  but  Talbois  Shadow* 
Whereon  to  praft  fe  your  feverity. 

County  Why?  art  thou^not  the  Man? 

Tal.  I  aip  indeed. 

Count;  Then  have  I  Subftance  too. 

TaL  No,  no,   I  am  but  Shadow  of  my  felf } 
You  are  deceiv'd,  my  Subftance  is  not  here; 
For  what  you  fee  is  but  the  fmaH«ft  part. 
And  ieaft  proportion  of  Humanity : 
I  tell  you,  Mjdcim,  were  the  whole  Frame  herC;, 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  Roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain  ir.       ^ 

Comt.  This  is  a  Riddling  Merchant  for  the  nonce^ 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here : 
How  an  thefe  contrarieties  agree? 

74/.  That  will.  I  iihewyQu^x^fetvxX^* 
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Winds  his  Horn^  Drums  fir  ike  up,   a  Peal  of  Ordinance  .• 

Emer  Soldiers. 
ow  fay  you.  Madam  ?  are  you  now  perfuaded. 
That  Talbot  is  but  Shadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Thefe  are  his  Subftance,  Sinews,  Arms,  and  Strength, 
With  which  he  yoaketh  your  rebellious  Necks, 
Rai.  th  your  Cities,  and  fubverts  your  Towns, 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  defolate, 

Coun.  Vidorious  Talbot^  pardon  my  abufe  ; 
I  find  thou  art  no  lefs  than  Fame  hath  bruited. 
And  more  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  Shape,  • 
Let  my  Prefumption  not  provoke  thy  Wrath, 
For  I  am  forry,  that  with  Reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art, 

TaL  Be  not  di/may'd,  fair  Lady,  nor  mifconftrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  miftake 
The  outward  compofition  of  his  Body. 
What  you  have  done,  harh  not  oiFcnded  me : 
Nor  other  fatisfaftion  do  I  crave. 
But  only  with  your  Patience,  that  we  may] 
Tafte  of  your  Wine,  and  fee  what  Gates  you  have^ 
For  Soldiers  Stomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Coun.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  think  me  honoured. 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  Warrior  in  my  Houfc.  [Exeunu 

Enter  Richard  Plantagcna,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  Suffolk, 

and  others. 
Plan.  Great  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
What  means  this  filence  ? 
Dare  no  Man  anfwer  in  a  Cafe  of  Truth? 

Suf.  Within  the  Temple  Hall  we  were  too  loud. 
The  Garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintained  the  Truthi 
Or  dfe  w.as  wrangling  Somerfet  in  th'Error? 

Suf.  Faith  I  have  been  a  Truant  in  the  Law, 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it. 
And  therefore  frame  the  Law  unto  my  Will. 

Som.  Judge  you,  my  Lord  of  TParwick,  then  between  usl 
Warm  Between  two  Hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch. 
Between  two  Dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  Mouth, 
Between  two  B/ades,  which  beats  the  bexttt  x^tx3^^x> 
Between  ti^o  Horfss,  which  dot\\  be^tVivniW^^ 
Between  two  Girls,  which  hath  th^  mwi^^^'^'S^'* 
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I  have  perhaps  fome  (hallow  Splnt  of  judgment: 
But  in  thefe  nice  (harp  Quillets  of  the  Law> 
Good-faith,  I  am  no  wifer  thiin  a  Daw. 

Plan,  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance :  • 
The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide. 
That  any  pur-blihd  Eye  iliay  find  it  olit. 

Som.  And  on  my  fide>  it  is  fo  well  appai^*d. 
So  clear,  fo  fliining,  and  fo  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  Man*s  Eye. 

Plan.  Since  you  ate  Tongue-ty*d,  arid  fo  loth  to  (peak. 
In  dumb  figniftcants  proclaim  yoUr  Thbugh^s : 
Let  him  that  is  a  true-born  l^ntkman. 
And  ftands  upon  the  Honour  of  his  Birth-, 
If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleadettr  truths 
From  off  this  Briar  plutk  a  white  Rofe  with  me. 

Som.  Le  him  that  is  no  Coward,  nor  no  Fhtterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  Party  of  the  TrutH^ 
Pluck  a  red  Rofe  from  off  this  Thorn  vtritll  me. 

Tf^ar.  I  love  no  Colours ;  and  without  all  colbiir 
Of  bafe  infinuating  Flattery, 
I  pluck  this  whire  Rofe  With  PUntaganct. 

Snf.  I  pluck  this  red  Rofe  with  yovif\%  Somerfet^' 
And  fay  withal,  I*  think  he  held  the  right. 

Vcr.  Stay,  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more, 
*Till  you  conclude,  that  he  upon  whofe  fide 
The  feweft  Rofes  are  crop'd  from  the  Tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  Opihion. 

Som.  Good  Mafter  Vernon^  it  is  Well  objeded ; 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fubfcribe  in  filence. 

Plan.  Arid  I. 

Vir^  Then  for  the  truth,  andplainricfsoftheCafr^ 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  Maiden  Bloffom  here. 
Giving  ray  Verdid  6n  the  ve^hite  Rofe  fide. 

Som*  Prick  not  your  Fitiger  as  you  plucfc  it  eft 
Left  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  Rofe  rcfd. 
And  fall  on  my  fide  fo  againftf  your  wilf. 

Vcr.  If  I,  my  Lord,  for  my  Opinion  blced> 
Opinion  fliall  be  Surgeon  to  my  hurt, 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide  ftill  where  I  am. 

Sitm*  Wcll>  wdli  come  ot^vN^Ko  clfe? 

\ 
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Lawyer.  Unlefs  my  Study  and  my  Boote  be  falfe, 
T4ie  Argument  you  held,  was  w^rong  ki  you;[7i  Somerfet. 
In  fign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  Rofe  too. 

PUh.  Now  Sofnerjit^  where  is  your  Argument  ? 

Som.  Here  in  my  Scabbard,  iheditating  that. 
Shall  dye  your  white  Rofe  in  a  blobdy  red.      • ' 

Plan.  iVfcan  time  your  Cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  Rofes, 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witreffing 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som^  No,  flantaganet. 
*Tis  not  for  ftar,  but  anger,  that  my  Cheeks 
Blufli  for  pute.ftiame,  to  counterfeit  (>ur  Rnfe>, 
And  yet  thy  Tongue  will  nbt  confefs  thy  £rror. 

Plan.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  Cartker,  Somerfet  ? 

Sonf.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  Thorn,  Phnta^net  ? 

Plan.  Ay,  (harp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth. 
Whiles  thy  confuming  Canker  eats  his  falftiood, 

Sem.  Well,  I'll  find  Friends  to  weaf  my  bleeding  Rofes, 
That  fliall  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true. 
Where  falfe  Plantaganet  dare  not  bo  fcen. 

Plan.  Now  by  this  Maiden  Blolfom  in  my  Haift}; 
I  fcorn  ttee  and  thy  fafhion,  peev^iih  Boy. 

Sfitf.  Turn  not  thy  fcoms  this  ^^y^  Plantaganet. 

Plan.  Proud  Poeil^  \  wiH,  and  fedtii  both  him  and  thfee* 

Snf.  ril  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  Throat, 

Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  de  la  Poel^ 
We  grace  the  Yeoman,  by  converfirig  wtth  him. 

War,  Now  by  God*s  will  thou  wrong'ft  him,  Somerfit : 
His  Grandfather  was  Ljinel  Duke  of  Clarence^ 
Third  Son  co  the  third  Edward  King  of  England: 
Spring  Crefllefs  Yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  Root  ? 

Plan.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  Priviledge, 
Or  durfl  not  for  his  craven  Heart  fay  thus. 
•  Son$.  By  him  that  made  me,  111  maintaitr  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  Ground  in  Chriftendbm. 
Was  not  thy  Father,  Richardt  Earl  of  Cambridge^ 
For  Treafon  executed  in  our  late  King's  ifeys?- 
And  by  his  Treafon,  ftand'ft  not  jhou  attainted. 
Corrupted  and  exempt  from  antient  Gentry? 
Has.  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  BVt^od^ 
And  'till  thou  be  reftor'd,  thou  art  a  X  tomaxu  _^ 
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Plan.  My  Father  was  attached,  not  attainted. 
Condemned  to  die  for  Treafon,  but  not  Traitor; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  Men  than  Somerfet^ 
Were  growing  time  once  ripened  to  my  Will. 
For  your  Partaker  Pool^  and  you  your  lelf, 
111  note  y.oif  in  my  Book  of  Memory, 
To  fcourge  you  for  this  apprehenfion: 
Look  to  it  well,  and  fay  you  are  well  warnM. 

Som.  Ah,  thou  (halt  find  us  ready  for  thee  ftill; 
And  know  us  by  thefe  Colours,  for  thy  Foes : 
For  thefe,  my  Friends  in  fpight  of  thee  fliall  wear. 

plan.  And  by  my  Soul,  this  pale  and  angry  Rofe, 
As  Cognizance  of  my  Blood-drinking  hate> 
Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  Faftion  wear, 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  Grave, 
Or  flourifli  to  the  height  of  my  Degree. 

Sttf.  Go  forward,  and  be  choak\i  with  thy  ambition : 
And  fo  farewel,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [Ext 

Som.  Have  with   thee.    Pool:    Farewcl,    ambitious  K 
tihard.  \Exl 

Plan.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  muft  perforce  endure  it! 

Tf^ar.  This  blot,  that  they  objcft  againft  your  Houf^ 
Shall  be  wip*d  out  in  the  nexc  Parliament, 
Caird  for  the  Truce  of  Wwchefier  and  Glouceficr  : 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  Torkj, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick* 
Mean  time,  in  fignal  of  my  love  to  rhee, 
Againft  proud  Somerfet^  and  William  Pool^ 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  Rofe. 
And  here  I  prophcfie;  this  Brawl  to  day. 
Grown  to  this  Faftion  in  the  Temple  Garden, 
Sliall  fend  between  the  red  Rofe  and  the  white, 
A  thoufand  Souls  to  dcarh  and  deadly  Night. 

Plan.  Good  Mafter  Plcrmnj    I  am  bound  to  you,  • 

That  you  on  .my  behalf  would  pluck  a  Flower. 

Vtr.  In  your  behalf  ftill  will  I  wear  the  fame. 

Lawyer.  And  fo  will  I. 

Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  ^ir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner;  I  dare  fay. 
This  Quarrel  will  drink  Blood  ^tvoxW  diy*  [Exam 
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£»/^r  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  Chair,  andyaiUrSn 

Mor.  Kind  Keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  Age, 
Let  dying  Mortimer  here  reft  himfelf. 
Even  like  a  Man  new  haled  from  the  Wrack, 
So  fare  my  Limbs  with  long  ImprifoKment: 
And  thefe  gray  Locks,  the  Purfuivants  of  Death, 
Nejtor-hkt  aged,  in  an  Age  of  Care, 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmnnd  Mortimer. 
Thefe  Eyes,  like  Lamps,  whofe  wafting  Oil  is  (pent. 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  Exigent. 
Weak  Shoulders,  over-born  with  burthening  Grie^ 
And  pithlefs  Arms,  like  to  a  withered  Vine, 
That  droops  his  faplcfs  Branches  to  the  Ground, 
Yet  are  thefe  Feet,  whofe  ftrengthlefs  ftay  is  mun, 
(Unable  to  fupport  this  Lump  of  Glay) 
Swifc-winged  with  defire  to  get  a  Grave, 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have, 
fiut  tell  me,  Keeper,  will  my  Nephew  come? 

Keeper.  Richard  Plantaganet,  my  Lord,  vi/ill  come; 
We  fent  unco  the  Temple,  to  his  Chamber, 
And  anfwer  was  rcturn'd,  that  he  will  come, 

Mor.  Enough;  my  Soul  then  ftiall  be  fatisfied.      .£; 
Poor  Gentleman,  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  firft  began  to  Reign, 
Before  whofe  Glory  I  was  great  in  Arms, 
This  loathfome  feqijeft:ation  have  I  had; 
And  even  fince  then,  hath  Richard  been  obfcur'd. 
Deprived  of  Honour  and  Inheritance. 
But  now,  the  Arbitrator  of  Defpairs, 
Juft  Death,  kind  Umpire  of  Mens  Miferies, 
With  fweet  Enlargement  doth  difmifs  me  hence: 
I  would  his  troubles  like  wife  were  expir'd. 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loft, 

Ent0r  Richard  Plantaganet* 

Keeper.  My  Lord,  your  loving  Nephew  now  is  cornel 

Mor.  Richard  FUntaganet,  my  Friend,  is  he  come  ? 

PUut.  I,  noble  Uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd. 
Your  Nephew,  late  difpifed  Richard^  comes. 

Mor.  Dired  mine  Arms,  I  may  embrace  his  Neck^ 
And  in  his  Bofom  fpcnd  my  later  gafp. 
Oh  tell  me  when  my  Lips  do  touch  K\^  CVw^^'^^ 
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That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  Kifs : 

And  now  declare,  (wcet;  Stem  from  Turl^s  gitzt  Stock, 

Why  did*ft  thou  fay  of  late  thou  wcrt  di^fpis'd? 

Plan.  Fii  fl,  kan  thine  aged  Back  againfi  mine  Arm> 
And  in  that  cafe  1 11  .tell  thee  ray  Diftafe. 
This  day  in  Argument. upon  a  Cafe, 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixc  Somerfet  and  .me : 
Amongft  which  terms,  he  us'd  his  laviih  Tongue, 
And  did: upbraid  me  with  my  Father's  Death; 
Which  obloquie  fet  Bars  before  my  Tongue, 
BIfe  with  ihe  l^(e  I  had  requited  him« 
Therefore,  good  Uncle,  foi  my  Father's  fake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  PUntagMneu 
And  for  (iMiiX\ct  fake,  declare  the  Caufe. 
My  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridger  loft  his  Head. 

Mor.  This  Caufe,  fair  Nephew,  that  impriibn'd  me. 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flowVing  Youth, 
Within  a  loathfome  Dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  curfipd  Inftriun^nt  of  his  dece^fe. 

Plan.  Difcov^r  niore  at  large,  what  Caufe  that  was. 
For  I  am  ignor^int,  and  canm^t  guefs. 

M^  I  will^  if  that  my  fading  Breath  permit* 
And  0eath  approach  npt,  e'er  myJJ'ale  be  done. 
Henrj  the  Fourth,  Grandfather  to  this  King> 
Depos'd  his  Coufin  Richard,  Edward^s  Son, 
The  firft  begotten,  and  the  lawful  Heir 
0(  Edward  King,  the  third  of  that  Defcenn 
During  whofe  Reign,  .the  Piercies  of  the  North, 
Finding  his  Ufurpation  moft  unjuftj 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  Throne. 
The  Reafon  mov'd  thefe  warlike  Lords  to  this. 
Was,  for  that,  young  King  Richard  thus  removed. 
Leaving  no  Heir  begotten  of  his  Body, 
I  was  the  next  by  Birth  and  Parentage : 
For*  by  my  Mother  I  derived  am 
From  Ljanel  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  Son  .  • 

To  King  Edward  the  Third;  whereas  he,  hBK 

From  John  oi  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  Pedigree, 
Being  but  the  fourth  of  that  Heroick  Line. 
But  mark;  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt, 
They  Aibourcd  to  Plant  the  tig)\tful  Heir^ 
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t  loft  my  Liberty,  and  they  their  Lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Succeeding  his  Father  BuUmgbrokej  did  Reign ; 
rhy  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge^  then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  Langlejy  Duke  ol:  Torl^ 
Marrying  my  Sifter,  that  chy  Mother  was; 
Again,  in  pity  of  my  hard  diftr«ft, 
Levied  an  Army,  weening  to  redeem. 
And  have  inftall'd  me  in  the  Diadem : 
But  as  the  reft,  lb  fell  that  noble  Earl, 
And  was  beheaded.     Thus  the  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  Title  refted,  were  fuppreft. 

Plan.  Q{  which,  my  Lord,  your  Honour  is  the  laft* 

Mor»  True;  and  tnoufeeft,  that  I  no  ijGTue  have 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death: 
Thou  art  my  Heir;  the  reft,  I  wifli  thee  gather: 
But  yec  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  Care. 

pJm.  Thy  grav«  Aamonifhments  prevail  with  me: 
But  yet,  methinks,  my  Father's  Execution 
Was  nothing  lefs  than  blpody  Tyranny, 

A/or,  With  filcnce.  Nephew,  be  thou  politick : 
Strong  fixed  is  the  Hpufe  of  Lancafierj  H 

Aod  like  a  Mountain,  not  to  be  removed, 
^t  now  thy  Uncle  is  removing  hence. 
As  Princes  dp  their  Courts,  wh^n  they  are  doy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  fetled  place. 

Plan.  O  Unck,  would  fome  part  of  my  young  Years 
Might  but  redeem  the  paflage  of  your  Age. 

Afor.  Thou  doft  then  wrong  nte,  as  thatftaughtererdoth. 
Which  giveth  many  Wounds,  when  one  will  kiH. 
Mourn  not,  ex(pep£  thou  forrow  for  my  gcod. 
Only  give  order  for  my  Funeral. 
And  fo  farewel,  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes; 
And  profperous  be  thy  Life  in  Peace  and  War.  [!>/>/• 

Plan.  And  Peace,  no  War,  befall  thy  parting  Soul. 
In  Prifon  haft  thou  fpent  a  Pilgrimage, 
And  like  a  Hermite  over-paft  thy  days. 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  Counfel  in  my  Breaft, 
And  what  I  dcr  imagine,  let  that  reft. 
Keepers  convey  him  hence,  and  I  my  felf 
Will  fee  his  Burial  better  than  his  Life* 


'  I   • 
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Here  dies  the  dusky  Torch  of  Mortimer^ 

Choak'd  with  Ambition  of  the  meaner  fort. 

And  for  thofe  Wrongs,  thofe  bitter  Injuries^ 

Which  Somerfet  hath  offefd  to  my  Houfe* 

I  doubt  not,  but  with  Honour  to  ref{refs. 

And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  Parliament, 

Either  to  be  reftored  to  my  Blood, 

Or  make  my  will  th'advantage  of  my  good*  {Exit. 


ACT  in.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  « Gloucefter,  Win- 
chefter,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  Suffolk,  and  Richard  Plan- 
taganet.  Gloucefter  offers  to  fnt  up  4  Bill :  Win- 
chefter  fnatchesitj  and  tears  it. 

Win.  /'^Om'ft  thou  with  deep  premeditated  Lines  ? 
\^  With  written  Pamphlets,  ftudioufly  devUM  { 

.  Humphry  of  GU'fier^  if  thou  cai^ft  accufe. 
Or  ought  intend'ft  to  lay  unto  my  charge. 
Do  ic  withcipt  invention,  fuddenly. 
As  fcwith  fudden,  and  extemporal  Speech, 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canft  objed.  Qencei 

.    Glo,  Prefumptuous  Prieft,  this  place  commands  my  pati^ 
Or  thou  (hould'ft  find  thou  haft  diflionour'd  me* 
Think  not,  although  in  Writing  I  preferr'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outragious  Crimes, 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearfe  the  Method  of  my  Pen, 
No,  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  Wickednefe, 
Thy  leud,  peftiferou^,  and  diflentious  pranks. 
As  very  Infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  Ufurer, 
Froward  by  Nature,  Enemy  to  Peace, 
Lafcivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeems 
A  Man  of  thy  Profeflion,  and  Degree, 
And  for  thy  Treachery,  what's  more  manifeftS 
In  that  thou  laid'ft  a  Trap  to  take  my  Life, 
As  well  at  London  Bridge^  as  at  the  Tower. 
Befide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  Thoughts  were  fiftcd. 
The  King^  thy  Soveraign,  \s  not  c\uUe  exempt 

From  envious  malice  ol  tVvy  {^^\\\tv^^\^^x%  VRmI 
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JVsH.  GU/'fler^  I  do  defie  thee,  tprdi^  Vouckfafe 

To  give  me  hearing  what  t  (hall  replj* 

If  I  were  CovetoCiSt  Ambitious,  or  PerverfCf 

As  he  will  have  me;  how  am  I  fo  poor? 

Or  how  haps  it, .  I  feek  not  to  advance 

Or  raife  my  felf  I  But  keep  my  wonted  Calling* 

And  for  Diflehtion,  who  preferreth  Peace 

Afore  than  I  do{  except  I  be  provok'd« 

No,  my  good  Lords,  it  is  not  chat  offends,    * 

It  is  not  tliat,  that  hath  incens'd  the  Duke :  j        ^ 

It  is  becaufe  no  one  (hould  fway  but  he. 

No  one,  but  he,  (hould  be  about  the  King; 

And  that  engenders  Thunder  in  his  Breaft, 

And  makes  him  Iroar  thefe  Accufations  forth. 

But  he  (haU  know,  I  am  as  good 

Gt^.  As  good? 

Thou  Baftard  of  my  Grandfather. 

fPlfu  Ay,  Lordly  Sir;  for  what  are  youi  I  prayi 

But  one  imperious  in  another's  Throne  ? 

Oh.  Am  not  1  Prote^or,  fawcy  Prieft  ? 

PPin.  And  am  not  I  a  Prelate  of  the  Church! 

Glo.  Yes*  as  an  Out-»law  in  a  Caftle  keeps^ 

And  ufeth  it,  to  patronage  his  Theft* 

Win.  Unreverend  dkccfitr. 

Glo.  Thou  art  Reverend, 

Touching  thy  fpiritual  Punftion,  not  thy  Life* 

Win:  Rome  (hall  remedy  this. 

Wkr.  Hoam  thither  then* 

My  Lordj  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear.  ,    # 

Som.  Ky^  fee  the  BiAiop  be  not  over-borni 

Methinks  my  Lord  (houkl  be  Religious, 

And  know  the  Office  that  belongs  tofucji. 

War.  Methinks  his  Lord(hip  &ould  be  humbler^ 

It  fitteth  not  a  Prelate  fo  to  plead* 

*     Som.  Yes,  when  his  holy  State  is  toUch'd  fo  near* 

War.  Sitate  holy,  or  unh^ow'd^  what  of  that  \ 

Is  not  his  Grace  Protcftor  to  the  King  ? 

Rich.  Plantaganet  I  fee  muft  hold  his  Tongue, 

Left  it  be  faid,  fpeak,  Sirrahj  when  you  (hould, 

Muft  your  bold  Verdid  enter  talk  with  Lotds^ 

Elfe  would  1  have  a  fling  at  l^ncbejler.  ^ 

Vol.  m.  •  F  £  K.tttnt^- 
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K.Henrj.  Uncles  of  Glo^Jier  znd.o£  Mnchcficr^ 
The  fpecial  Watchmen  of  qux  Bnglifly^tzY^ 
I  would  pi-cvail,  if  Prayers  might  prevail. 
To  join  your  Hearts  in  Love  and  Amity. 
Oh,  what  a  Scandal  is  it  to  our  Crown, 
That  two  fuch  Noble  Peers  as  ye  fliould  jaf!  ^ 

Believe  me;  Lords,  my  tender  Years  Can  tel/. 
Civil  Diffention  is  a  viperous  Worm, 
That  gnaws  the  Bowels  of  the  Common-wealth.  '^ 

[-^  »^//J  1/;///;///;  Down  with  the  Tawny  Coats. 

K.Henry.  What  Tumult  is  this?  '    . 

TVur.  An  Uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 
Begun  through  malice  of  the  Bilhop's  Men; 

\A  hoife  ag4in^  Stones,  Stones. 
JEnter  Major., 

Mayor.  Oh,  my  good  Lords,  and  virtuous  Henrj^ 
Pity  the  City  of  London^  pity  us: 
The  Biftiop,  and  the  Duke  of  Glo'fiet^s  McOy 
Forbiddeft  late  to  carry  any  Weapon, 
Have  fiird  their  Pockets  fult  of  peble  Stones ; 
And  banding  themfelves  in  contrary  Pirts, 
Do  pelt  fo  faft  at  one  another's  Pate, 
That  many  have  their  giddy  Brains  knock'd  out: 
Our  Windows  are  bi'oke  down  in  every  Street, 
And  we,  for  fear,  compelled  to  Aut  our  Shops. 
E»t£r  in  skirmiflj  with  bloody  Pates. 

K.  Henry.  We  charge  you  on  Allegiance  to  our  felves. 
To  hold  your  flaughtering  Hands,  and  keep  the  Peace : 
Pray,  Uncle  Gto*Jtery  mitigate  this  Strife. 

1  Ser^.  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  Stones,  well  fail  to  it 
with  our  Teetli. 

2  Serv*  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  refolute. 

•  [Skirmijb  agfdn.  * 

Clo.  You  of  my  houlhold  leave  this  peevifh  broil. 

And  fet  this  unaccuftom'd  fight  afide. 

5  Serv.  My  Lord,  we  know  your  Grace  to  be  a  Man 

Jufl:,  and  upright;  and  for  your  Royal  Birth, 

Inferior  to  none,  but  to  his  Majefty  r 

And  e'er  that  we  will  fuflfer  fuch  a  Princfj 

So  kind  a  Father  of  the  Common  Weaf, 

To  be  difgraccd  by  an  Ink-Koiu  Ma^tc^ 


Kin^  Henry  :VL  141 1 

We,  and  our  Wives  and  Children,  all  will  figli% 
And  have  our  Bodies  flaughter'd  by.  thy  Foes. 

t  Serv.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  Nails  "    ^ 

Shall  pitch  a  Field  when  we  are  dead.  L^^l^n  ag^^mi 

do.  Stay,  ftay,  I  fay^ 
And  if  yoa  love  mcj  as  you  fay  you  doi  ' 

Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K.  Henry .  Oh  how  this  difcord  doth  afflift  my  Soul ! 
Can  you,  my  Lord  of  Winchejler,  behold  *  -        ;. 

My  Sighs  and  Tears^  and  will  not  once  relent  f 
Who  fliould  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  fliould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  Peace^ 
If  Holy  Church-men  take  delight  in  Broils? 

War.  Yield,  my  Lord  Protedor,  yield  Winchefieri  ; 

Except  you  mean  with  obftinate  Repulfe 
Toflay  your  Sovereign,  and  deftroy. the  Realm. 
Vou  fee  what  Mifchief,  and  what  Murther  tooj 
Hath  been  enaSed  through  your  Enmity  : 
Then  be  at  Peace,  except  ye  thirft  for  Blood. 

Win.  He  flidll  fubmit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Glo.  Compaffion  on  the  King  cotamands  me  ftopp,. 
Or  I  would  fee  his  Heart  out,  ^*er  thV  Priefl:  ' 

Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  Lord  of  Winchefier,  the  Duke 
Hath  banifli^  moody  dlfcontented  Fury,      . 
As  by  his  fmoothed  Brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  flill  fo  Stern  and  Tragical? 

iSlo.  Here,  Winchejier^  I  offer  thee  my  Hand* 

K.  Henry .  Fie,  Uncle  Beaufordy  I  have  heard  yoU  prcacbf, 
That  Malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  Sin : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach? 
But  prove  a  ^chief  Offender  in  the  fame. 

War.  Sweet  King;  the^Bifhop  hath  a  kindly  gird  t 
For  Shame^  my  Lord  of  Winchefter^  relent ;  • 

What,  ftiall  a  Child  inflrud  you  what  to  do?        . 

Win.  Well,  Duke  of  Glofieir^  I  will  yield  to  thee^ 
Love  for  thy  Love^  and  Hand  for  Hilnd  I  give. 

GlK  Ayj  but  I  fear  me  with  a  hollow  Heart. 
See  here,  my  Friendsj  and  Ipviiig  Countrymen, 
This  Token  ferveth  for  a  Flag  of  Triice^ 
Betwixt  bur  felves^  and  all  our  T^oIIovjcy^*,  ^      ^ 
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So  help  me  God,  as  I  diflemble  not. 

ff^n.  So  help  ine  God,  as  I  intend  it  notJ 

iC  J^eftrj.  Oh,  loving  Unclei  kind  Duke  of  Glo*fier^ 

How  joy tul  am  I  made  by  this  Contrad  ! 

Away,  my  Matters,  trouble  us  no  more. 

But  join  in  Friendfliip,  as  your  Lords  have  done* 

1  Serv.  Content,  1*11  to  the  Surgeon's. 

2  Scrv^  And  fo  will  I. 

3  Strv*  And  I  will  fee  what  Phyfick  the  Tavern  affords. 

[Exeunt. 

War.  Accept  this  Scrowl,  mod  gracious  Sovereign, 
Which  in  the  Right  of  Richard  Plamagena, 
Vft  do  exhibit  to  your  Majefty, 

Glo.  Well  urg'd,  my  Lord  of  Wariifickj  for,  fweet  Prince, 
And  if  your  Grace  mark  every  Circumftance, 
You  have  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right, 
Efpecially  for  thofe  Occafions 
At  Eliham  Place  I  told  your  Majefty.^ 

K.  Henry.  And  thofe  Occafions,  Uncle,  were  of  force  t 
Thereibre,  my  loving  Lords,  our  pleafure  is. 
That  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  Blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  Blood, 
So  (hall  his  Father's  Wrongs  be  recompensed*         * 

Wm.  As  will  the  reft,  fo  willeth  Winchefier. 

K.  Henrj.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  abnc,^ 
But  all  the  whole  Inheritance  I  give 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork^ 
From  whence  you  fpring,  by  lineal  Defcenr. 

Rich.  Thy  humble  Servant  vows  Obedience^ 
And  humble  Service  'till  the  point  of  Death. 

K.  Henrj.  Stoop  then,  and  fet  your  Knee  againft  my  Foot, 
And  in  reguerdon  of  that  Diity  done* 
I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  Sword  of  Tork* 
Rife*  Richardy  like  a  true  Plantagenetj 
And  rife  created  Princely  Duke  of  Tork^ 

Rich.  And  fq  thrive  Richard^  as  thy  Foes  may  fall» 
And  as  my  Duty  fprings,  fo  perifh  they 
That  grudge  one  Thought  againft  your  Majefty. 

^11.  Welcome,  high  Prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  Tarki 

Sam.  Peri/h,  bafe  Prince,  ignoble  Ddke  of  Terl^       [jifidi. 
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Gh.  Now  will  it  beft  avail  jour  Ma/efty^ 
To  crofs  the  Sets*  arid  to  be  crown'd  in  Frdftce : 
The  prefence  of  a  King  engenders  Love^ 
Adiongft  his  Subjeds  and  his  loyal  Friendsj 
As  it  difanimates  his  Enemies. 

KHemj^  Vf htn  Glo^Jlerfzy s  the  v^ordp  King  Ifemj  goes f 
For  friendly  Counfel  cpts  off  inany  Foes. 

Gh.  Your  Ships  aRread/  are  in  readinefs*  [^ExtMnt. 

Manet  Exeter. 

Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  Fra^€^ 
Not, feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfue; 
This  late  pi0entio9  grown  betwixt  the  Peer% 
Burns  under  feigned  aAies  of  ferg'd  Love,, 
And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  Flame, 
As  fef^er'd  Members  rot  but  by  degrees, 
Till  Bones,  and  Flefli,  and  Sinews  fall  away ; 
So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  Difcord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  Prophecy 
Which  in  the  time  of  Henrj  nam*d  the  Fifth, 
Was  in  the  Mouth  of  every  fucking  Babe* 
That  Htnr'j  born  at  M^nnwHth  ihould  win  all, 
And  Henrj  bom  at  Windfor  fhould  lofe  all : 
Which  is  fo  plain*  that  ^r/^r  doth  wi(h. 
His  days  may  finilh  e'er  that  haplefs  time.  [Exit.- 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  difguisUp  and  four  SfiU\m  with 

Sacks  upon  their  Backf. 

• 

PuceU  Thefeare  the  City  Qates,  the  Gates  of  fyan^ 
Through  which  our  Policy  muft  make  ^a  Breach. 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  ybu  place  your  VVords^ 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  Mafket-men, 
That  come  to  gather  Mony  for  their  Corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  as  I  hope  we  fliall. 
And  that  we  find  the  flotl^ful  Watch  but  weaki^ 
1*11  by  a  Sign  give  notice  to  our  Friends, 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  iBs^y  encounter  them. 

Sel.  Our  Sacks  fhall  be  a  me^s  to  fack  the  City; 
And  we  be  Lord%and  Kuler^  ovci^  RiiAiH  r  ^     \. 

T/i.-re£bre  weVi  teock.      '  ^'S&^ 
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Watch.  Qni vaUf 
PuceK  Paifans  fduvres  gens  de  France^ 
Poor  Market  Folks  that  come  to  fell  their  Corn.' 
Watch.  Enter,  go  in,  the  Market  Bell  is  ruflg. 
PuceL  Now  Rom>  FU  ftiake  thy  Bulwarks  to  the  Ground. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Dauphinj '^aftardy  and  AUnfon. 

Dau.  Si.  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  Stratagem, 
And  6nce  again  we'll  fleep  fecure  in  Roan. 

Baft.  Here  entred  Pncelle  \nA  her  Praftifants: 
Now  ilie  is  there,  how  will  flie  fpecifie. 
Where  is  the  beft  and  fafeft  paflag«  in  ? 

Reig.  By  thrufting  out  a  Torch  from  yonder  Tower, 
Which  once  difcern'd,  Ihews  that  her  meaning  is. 
No  way  to  that  ^for  weaknefs)  which  (he  entred. 
Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  on  the  top,  thrufiing  out  a  Torch  burmng^ 

PuceU  Beholdj  this  is  the  happy  Wedding  Torch, 
That  jcincth  Roan  unto  her  Countryman, 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbonites. 

Bafi.  See,  Noble  G&^r/«,  the  Beacon  of  our  Friend, 
The  burning  Torch  in  yonder  Turret  ftands. 

Dau.  Now  fliines  it  like  a  Comet  6f  Revenge, 
A  Prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  Foes. 

Rcig.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  Ends, 
Enter,  and  cry.  The  Dauphin,  prefently. 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  Watch.  . 

[j^n  Alarm^  Talbot  in  an  Excsfrjton^ 

TaL  France^  thou  (halt  rue  this  Treafon  with  thy  Tears, 
If  Talbot  but  furvive  thy  Treachery^ 
Pucelle  that  Witch,  tliac  damned  Sbrcerefs, 
Hath  wrought  this hellifliMifchief  unawares. 
That  hardly  we  efcap'd  the  Pride  of  France  [Exit, 

An  Alarm  I  Exturfions^  Bcdfoxd  brought  injtcl^in  a  Chair. 

£»^rr  Talbot  4W  Burgundy  without ;  3/;/V/?/»  Joan  la  Pu- 
celle, Dauphiny  B^fiard  anli  Reignier  pH  the  Walls. 

PuceL  Good  morrow,  iGallants,  want  ye  Coi^a  for  Bread? 
I  think  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  will  faft, 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fuch  a  rate. 
*Twas  full  of  Darnel;  do  yoii  like  the  tafte.? 
B/^rjr.  ScofiF  on,  vile  Fiend,  and  fhameful  Courtizan, 
/tru/i  e'er  long  to  chotik  tlieV  'wvt\\  xS^va^o^fs^ 


y,- 
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•     •  ■ 

And  make  thee  curfe  the  Harvefl:  of  that  Corn. 

Daft.  Your  Grace  may  ftarve,  perhaps,  before  that  timr. 

Bed.  Oh  let  not  Words,  but  Deeds  revenge  this  Treafoo^ 

Pucel.  What  will  you  do,  good  gray  Beard  ? 
Break  a  Launce,.  and  run  a  Tilt  at  Death 
Within  a  Chair. 

TaL  Foul  Fiend  of  ir^;?cf,  andHagof  all  defpighfj 
Incompafs'd  with  thy  luftful  Paramours, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  vah'ant  Age, 
And  twit  with  Cowardife  a  Man  half  dead?  ^ 

Damfel,  I'll  have  a  Bout  with  vou  again. 
Or  clfe  let  Talbot  periih  with  nis  Shame, 

Pfu:eL  Are  yoii  fo  hot.  Sir :  Yet  PucelU  hold  thy  peace. 
If  Talht  do  but  Thunder*  Rain  will  follow. 

.   [Thcjf  whijper  together  in  Cou^fel. 
Cod  fpeed  the  Parliament ;  who  ihall  be  the  Speaker  ?    . 

TaL  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  Field  i 

PnceL  Belike  your  Lbrdfhip  tiakcs  us  then  for  Fools, 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no, 

TaL  I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate^ 
But  unto  thee  jilenfon^  and  the  reff. 
Will  ye,  like  Soldiers^  come  and  fight  it  out? 

^len.  Seignior,  no. 

TaL  Seignior,  hang:  Bafe  Muleteers  of  France^    . 
Like  Peafant  Foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  Walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  Arifis;  like  Gentlemen. 

PuceL  Captains  away,  let's  get  us  [from'the  Wall$, 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodaels  by  his  Looks. 
Cod  be  wi*  you,  my  Lord  j  we  came,  Sir,  but  to  tell  you. 
That  we  are  here.  [Exennt  from  the  Walls^ 

TaL  And  there  we  will  be  too,  e'er  it  be  long,   . 
Or  elfe  Reproach  be  Talhoi^s  greateft  Fame. 
Vow  BHrgHndjy  by  Honour  of  thy  Houfe, 
Prick'd  on  by  publick  Wrongs  fuftain'd  in  Francey 
Either  to  get  the  Town  again,  or  dye. 
And  L  as  fure  as  EngUJlj  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  Father  here  was  Conqueror, 
As  fure  as  in  this  late  betrayed  Town, 
Great  Gxurdelion^s  Heart  was  buried  j 
So  fure  I  fwear  to  get  the  Town  or  d\^* 
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Bmrg.  My  Vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  Vows, 

TaL  But  e*er  we  go,  regard  this  dying  Prince* 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford :  Come,  my  Lord, 
We  will  beftow  you  in  fome  better  place> 
Fitter  for  Sicknefs,  and  for  Crazy  Age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot ^  do  not  fo  dilhonour  me : 
Here  I  will  fit,  before  the  Walls  of  Roan^ 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  Weal  or  Wot 

Bnrg.  Couragious  Bedford^  let  us  now  perfuadeyou^ 

Bed.  Not  to  begone  from  hence  r  For  once  I  read. 
That  ftout  PendragpHy  in  his  Litter  fick, 
Came  to  the  Field,  and  vanquiflied  his  Foes. 
Methinks  I  (hould  revive  the  Soldiers  Hearts, 
Becaufe  I  ever  found  them  as  my  felf. 

Td.  Undaunted  Spirit  in  a  dying  Breaft» 
Then  be  it  fo:  Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  fafc^  ^ 

And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgtmdjy 
But  gather  we  our  Forces  out  of  hand. 
And  fet  upon  our  boifting  Enemy.  \JE,xlu 

jin  Alarm  :  ExcurJ!om :  Enter  Sir  John  Falftafl^  Md 

a  Captain. 

Cap.  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Palfiaf,  in  fuch  haftc? 

FaL  Whither  away?  to  fave  my  felf  by  flight. 
We  are  like  to  have  the  Overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What  I  will  you  fly,  and  leave  Lord  Talbot  ^ 

FaL  Ay,  all  the  Talbots  in  the  World  to  fave  my  Life, 

[Exit. 

Cap.  Cowardly  Knight>  ill  Fortune  follow  thee.      [Exit. 

Retreat :  Excurfions.    Pucelle,  Alenfon,  ondDam^infjs 

^ed.  Now,  quiet  Soul,  depart  when  Heaven  pleale^ 
For  I  have  feen  our  Enemies  overthrow. 
What  is  the  truft  or  ftrengthof  foolifli  Man? 
They  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  Scoffs, 
Ar^  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  th^mfelves. 

[Diesj  and  is  carried  off'  in  bis  Cbair^ 
uin  Alarm.     Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  the  rej^^ 

Tal.  Loft,  and  recovered  in  a  day  again. 
This  is  a  double  Honour,  BHrgundy ; 
Yet  Heavens  have  Glory  for  this  Viftory. 
Bffr£.  Warlike  and  Mjjrti^l  Talbot^  Burgundy 
la/hrincs  thee  in  his  Heart,  and  xVvttt  tttft.^ 
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Thy  Noble  Peeds,  as  Valour's  Monuments. 

TaL  Thanks,  gentle  Duke;  but  where  is  PuccUe  nowi 
I  think  her  old  Familiar  is  afleep. 

Now  where's  the  Baftard's  braves,  and  Charts  his  glikesi 
What,  all  amort?  Rcan  hangs  her  Head  for  Grief* 
That  fuch  a  valiant  Company  are  fl^d.  ^     ^ 

Now  we  will  take  fome.  Order  in  the  Town, 
Placing  therein  fome  expert  Officer?, 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  King, 
For  there  young  Heftrj  with  his  Nobles  lye. 

Burg.  What  will's  Lord  Talbot,  pleafeth  Burgundj^ 

TaL  But  yet  before  we  go,  let*s  not  forget 
The  Noble  Duke  of  B^dfird^  late  deceased. 
But  fee  his  Exequies  fulnil'd  in  Roa»^ 
A  braver  Soldier  never  couched  Launce, 
A  gentler  Heart  did  never  fway  in  Court* 
But  Kings  and  mightieft  Potentates  muft  dye. 
For  that's  the  end  of  Human  Mifery.  lExeuHU 

SCENE    HI. 

£»ter  Datiphm,  Bafiardj  Alenfon,  and  Joan  la  PuceUe^ 

PuceL  Difmay  not.  Princes,  at  this  Accidents 
Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recpvered» 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corroflve. 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  repiedy'd,   . 
Let  frantick  Taliot  triumph  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  Peacock  fweep  along  his  Tail, 
We'll  pull  his  Plumes,  andVke  away  his  Train, 
If  Dauphin  and  the  reft  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Dau.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of  thy  Cunning  had  no  difl^dence. 
One  fudden  Foil  ihall  never  breed  diftruft. 

Bafi*  Search  out  thy  Wit  for  fecret  Policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  Worlds 

uifen.  We'll  fet  thy  Statue  in  fome  Holy  Place, 
And  have  thee  reverenced  like  a  bleffed  Saint. 
Employ  thee  then,  fweet  Virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pucel.  Then  thus  it  muft  be,  this  doth  Joan  devife  5 
By  fair  Perfuafions,  mixt  with  fugar'd  Wotds> 
'  We  will  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgnndj 
To  IcBve  the  Talbot^  jLqd  to  follow  us,  ^"^^ 
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Dau.  Ay,  marry,  S^iJceting,  if  we  could  dothar^ 
France  were  no  place  for  Heftrfs  Warriors  ; 
Nor  fhall  that  Nation  boaft  it  (o  with  us. 
But  be  extirped  from  our  Provinces. 

j4lcft.  For  ever  fhould  they  be  expuls*d  from  France^ 
And  not  have  Title  of  an  Earldom  here. 

PficeU  Your  Honours  Ihall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wiflied  end. 

[Drum  beats  afar  off^ 
Hark,  by  the  found  of  Drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  Powers  arc  marching  imto  Paris  ward. 

[Here  beat  an  Englifh  March. 
There  goes  the  Talbot  with  his  Colours  fpread. 
And  all  the  Troops  of  Englifi  after  him.     {JPttnchAiarcb^ 
Now  in  the  Rereward  comes  the  Duke  and  his: 
Fortune  in  favour  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  Parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

[Trumpets  found  4  Psrlej. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  marching. 

Dau.  A  Parley  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Burg.  Who  craves  a  Parley  with  the  Burgundy? 

TuceL  The  Princely  Charles  of  France^  thy  Country- 
man. 

Burg,  What  fay'ft   thou,  Charles  \    for  I  am  marching. 
hence. 

Dau.  Speak,  Pueelle,  and  enchant  him  with  thy  Wordf, 

PuceU  Brave  Burgundy^  undoubted  hope  of  France^ 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  Hand-maid  ipeak  to  thee. 

Burg.  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over-tedious. 

PuceL  Look  on  thy  Country,  look  on  fertile  France^ 
And  fee  the  Cities  and  the  Towns  defac'd,    . 
By  wafting  Ruin  of  the  cruel  Foe, 
As  looks  the  Mother  orf  her  lowly  Babe, 
When  Death  doth'clofe  his  tender-dying  Eyes ; 
See,  fee  the  pining  Malady  of  France: 
Behold  the  Wounds,  the  moft  unnatural  Wounds, 
Which  thou  thy  felf  haft  given  her  woful  Breaft. 
Oh,  turn  the  edged  Sword  another  way. 
Strike  thofe  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help ; 
One  drop  of  Blood  draw  n  from  tVv^  Cowutt^'s  Bofom, 
Should  i^rkvc  thee  more  iVian  dt^^m^o^  c^.mxwi.tvCi^\^  \ 
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R.eturn  thee  therefore  with  a  flood  of  Tears,* 
And  wa(h  away  thy  Country's  ftained  Spots'. 

Burg.  Either  (he  hath  bewitched  me  with  her  Words,      "^ 
Or  .Nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relent* 

PuccL  Btfidts^zll,  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee. 
Doubting  thy  Birth  and  Lawful  Progeny. 
Whonx  join'ft  thou  with,  but  with  a  Lordly  Nation, 
That  will  not  truft  thee  but  for  Profits  fake/ 
When  Talbot  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France^ 
And  faihion'd  thee  that  Inflrument  of  111, 
Who  then  hatEnffUJb  Henrj  will  be  Lord, 
And  thou  be  thrult  out  like  a  Fugitive  ? 
Call  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof; 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  Foe  ?' 
And  was  he  not  in  England,  Prifbner  ? 
But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  Enemy, 
They  fet  him  free^  without  his  Ranfom  paid,  ' 

In  fpight  of  Burgundy  and  all  his  Friends. 
See  then,  thou  fight'ft  againf^jhy  Countrymen, 
And  joiq'ft  with  them  will  be  thy  Slaughter-men. 
Come,  come,  return,  return  thou  wandring  Lord 
Charles  and  the  reft  will  take  thee  in  their  Arms, 

Burg.  I  am  vanqui(hed.  Thefe  haughty  Words  of  hers 
Have  battered  me  like  roaring  Cannon-(hpr^ 
And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  Knees. 
Forgive  me  Country,  and  fw^et  Countrymen; 
And,  Lord^,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 
My  Forces,  aind  my  Power  of  Men  are  yours. 
So  farewel  Ti/^o/,  ril  no  longer  truft  thee. 

Pucel.  Done  like  a  Frenchman  i  Turn,  and  turn*  again. 

Dau*  Welcome,  brave  Duke,  thy  Friendihip   makes  us 
frefti. 

Bafi.  And  doth  beget  new  Courage  in  our  Breads. 

jilen.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  play'd  her  pare  in  this. 
And  doth  deferve  a  Coronet  of  Gold. 

Dau.  Now  let  us  on,  my  Lords,  and  join  our  Powers, 
And  fcek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  Fd^  lExit. 
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SCENE     IV. 

JEftter  King  Henry,  Glouceftcr,  Winchefter,  York,  Suffolk,  So- 
merfet,  Warwick,  Exeter :  To  them  Talbot  with  his  Soldiers. 

TaL  My  gracious  Prince,  and  honourable  Peers, 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  Realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  Truce  unto  my  Wars>  ' 

To  do  my  Duty  to  my  Sovereign, 
In  (ign  whereof,  this  Arm,  that  hath  reclaimed 
To  your  obedience,  fifty  Fortrefles, 
Twelve  Cities,  and  feven  walled  Towns  of  firength^ 
Befide  five  hundred  Prifoners  of  Efteem; 
Lets  fall  his  Sword  before  your  Highnefs  Feet: 
And  with  fubmiffive  Loyalty  of  Heart 
Afcribes  the  Glory  of  his  Conqueft  got, 
Firft  to  my  God,   and  next  unto  your  Grace. 

K.  Henry.  Is  this  the  fam*d  Lord  Talbot^  Uncle  GUi^fier'^ 
That  hath  fo  long  been  Refident  in  France  ? 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  L^ege. 

K.  Henry.  Welcome,  brave  Captain,  and  vidoriousLord* 
Whc;i)  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old^ 
I  do  remember  how  my  Father  faid. 
A  ftouter  Champion  never  handlecTSword. 
Long  fince  we  have  refolved  of  your  Truth, 
Your  faithful  Service,  and  your  toil  in  War?  ^      * 

Yet  never  have  you  tafted  our  Reward, 
Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  fo  much  as  Thanks^ 
Becaufe  'till  now  we  never  faw  your  Face; 
Therefore  ftand  up,  and  for  thefe  good  deferts* 
We  here  create  you  Earl  of  Shrewsbury^ 
And  in  our  Coronotion  take  your  place.  .    [Exennt. 

Manent  Vernon  and  Baffer. 

Ver.  Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  were  fo  hot  at  Sea, 
Difgracing  of  thefe  Colours  that  I  wear. 
In  honour  of  my  Noble  Lord  of  Torky 
Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  former  Words  thou  fpak'ft? 

Baf.  Yes,  S;r,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  fawcy  Tongue, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 

P7r.  Sirrah,  thy  Lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Baf.  Why,  what  is  he?  As  gc^od  ^  W\xv  \\TotV^ 

Vet. 
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Fir.  Hark  ye;  not  fo :  In  witnefs  take  you  that^  [Strikes  him. 

Baf.  Villain,  thou  knoweft  the  Law  of  Arms  is  fuch 
That  whofo  draws  a  Sword,  'tis  prefent  Death,    . 
Or  elie  this  Blow  (hould  broach  thy  deareft  Blood. 
But  I'll  unto  his  Majelly,  and  crave, 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  Wrong, 
When  thou  (halt  fee,  PU  meet  thee  to  thy  Coft,    , 

yir.  WelL  Mifcreant,  I'll  be  there  as  foon  as  you,' 
And  after  meet  you,  fooner  than  you  would.  [Extant. 


A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  King  Honry,  Glouccfter,  Winchcfter,  York,  Suffolk, 
Somerfetj  Warwick,  Talbot,  4W  Exeter,  Gw^rw^ro/ Paris* 

Clo.X  Ord  Bifhop ,  fet  the  Crown  upon  his  Head. 

X^  Win.  God  fave  King  Henry j  of  that  Name  the  Sixths 

Glo.  N©w  Governor  of  Paris  take  your  Oath, 
That  you  eled  no  other  King  but  him ; 
Efteem  none  Friends,  but  fuch  as  are  his  Friends, 
And  none  your  Foes,  but  fuch  as  ihall  pretend  ^   - 

Malicious  pradices  againfl  his  State.  ^ 

This  fliall  ye  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God.  " 

Enter  FalftaflF. 

Fal.  My  gracious  Sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  CaUis^ 
To  hafte  unto  your  Coronation : 
A  Letter  was  delivered  to  my  Hands, 
Writ  to  your  Grace,  from  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Bur^undj^  and  thee: 
I  vow'd,  bafe  Knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  Garter  from  thy  Craven's  Leg, 
Which  I  have  done ;  becaufe,  unworthily* 
Thou  waft  inftalled  in  that  high  Degree. 
Pardon,  my  Princely  Henrjj  and  the  reft  ; 
This  Daftard,  at  the  Battel  of  Poiiliers, 
When,  but  in  all,  I  was  fix  thoufand  ftrong^ 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one» 
Before  we  mer>  or  that  a  ftroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trufty  Squire,  did  run  away. 
In  which  A  (fault  we  loft  twelve  hundccd  NV^tv* 
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'    My  felf,  and  divers  Gentlemen  befidfi    < 
Were  there  furpriz'd,  and  taken  Prifoners* 
Then  judge,  great  Lords^  if  I  have  done  ainifs; 
Or,  whether  that  fach  Cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  Ornament  of  Knighthood,  yea  or  no? 

Glo.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  Faft  was  infamous. 
And  ill*befeeming  any  common  Man; 
Much  more  a  Knight,  a  Captain,  and  a  Leader. 
.    TaL  When  firft  this  Order  was  ordain'd,my  Lords, 
Knights  of  the  Garter  were  of  Noble  Birth; 
Valiant,  and  Virtuous,  full  of  haughty  Courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  Credit  by  the  Wars : 
Not  feariiig  Death,  nor  flirinking  for  Diftrefs,  • 
But  always  refolute  in  moft  Extreams.  • 

He  then,  that  is  notfurnilh'd  in  this  fort. 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  facred  Name  of  Knight^ 
Prophaning  this  moft  Honourable  Order, 
And  ihould,  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  Judge, 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  Hedge-born  Swain, 
That  doth  prcfuiiie  to  boaft  of  Gentle  Blood. 

K.  ffenrj.'  Stain  to  thy  Countrymen,  thou  hear'fl  thy  doom  j 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  waft  a  Knight; 
ijenceforth  wfe  banifli  thee  on  pain  of  Death.     [jEavV  Falftaff. 
And  now,  my  Lord  Protedor,  view  the  Letter, 
Sent  from  our  Uncle j  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Gloi  What  means  his  Grace,  that  he  hath  changed  his  ftyle? 
No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly.  To  the  King.        j  [Readinii 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  Sovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlifh  Superfcription 
Pretend  fome  Alteration  in  good  will? 
What's  hefe  ?  /  have  upon  e/pecial  Caufcj         [ReadSt 
Adovd  with  Compajjion  of  my  Country* s  Wracl^ 
Together  with  the  pitiful  Complaints 
Of  fuch  as  your  OppreJJion  feeds  upon^ 
For/akin  jour  pernivious  Fa5lion, 
jindjejn*d  with  Charles,  the  rightful  Kingof  Francci 
O  monftrous  Ti1?achery  !  Can  this  be  fo  ? 
That  in  Alliance,  Amity,  and  Oaths, 
There  ihould  be  found  fuch  falfediffembling guile? 
K.  Henry.  What  I  doth  my  Uncle  Burgundy  revolt  ? 
<5V&.  He  dothj  myLord^  aud\s\>t^xsv^ta^toe% 
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K.  Henrj.  Is  that  the  worft  this  Letter  doth  contanH 

Glo.  It  is  the  worW,  and  all,  my  Lord,'  he  writes. 

K.  Henrj.  Why  then,  Lord  Talbot  there  (hall  talk  with  him. 

And  give  him  Chaftifement  for  this  Abufe. 
•How  fay  you,  my  Lord,  are  you  not  content  ? 
.     Tal.  Content,  my  Liege  ^  Yes:  But  that  I  am  prevented, 
1  ftiould  have  begg'd  I  might  have  becrt  employed. 
jST.  Henry.  Then  gather  ftrength,  and  march  unto  him  ftrcight : 

Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  Trcafon, 

And  what  Offence  it  is  to  flout  his  Friends* 
Tal.  I  go,  my  Lord,  in  Heart  defiring  ftill 

You  may  behold  Confufion  of  your  Foes.      [Exit  Talbot; 

Enter  Vernon  and  Baflfet. 
%Fffr*  Grant  me  the  Combat*  gracious  Sovereign. 
Baf.  And  me,  my  Lord,  grant  me  the  Combat  too. 
Tork.  This  is  my  Servant,  hear  him  Noble  Prince* 
Som.  And  this  i$  mine,  fweet  He»$ry,  favour  him« 
K.  Henrj,  Be  patient,  Lords,  and  give  them  leave  to  (peak. 

Say,  Gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim?    - 

And  wherefore  crave  you  Combat  ?  or  with  whoin/ 
Fir.  With  him,  my  Lord>  for  he  hath  done  me  wrcHTg* 
Baf.  And  I  with  him,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong* 
K.  Henry.  What  is  that  wrong  whereon  you  both  complain  ? 

Firft  let  nic  know,  and  then  Til  anfw.er  you. 

Baf.  Croffing  the  Sea,  from  England  into  France^ 

This  Fellow  here  with  (harp  and  carping  Tongue, 

Upbraided  me  about  the  Rofe  I  wear ;         " 

Saying,  thefanguine  Colour  of  the  Leaves   ■ 

Did  reprefent  my  Mafter's  blufliing  Cheeks: 

\V*hen  ftubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  Truth, 

About  a  certain  queftion  in  the  Law, 

ArguM  betwixt  the  Duke  of  Tork^  and  him ; 

With  other  vile  and  ignominious  Terms. 

In  Confutation  of  which  rude  Reproach, 

And  in  defence  of  my  Lord's  Worthinefs, 

I  crave  the  benefit  of  Law  of  Arms. 

Fer.  And  tl>at  is  my  Petition,  Noble  Lord ; 

for  though  he  feem,  with  forged  quaint  Conceit, 

To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent. 

Yet  know,  my  Lord,. I  was  provoked  by  hirb. 

And  he  4^^  fcok  Exceptions  at  this  "B^A^e^ 
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Pronouncing  that  the  palenefs  of  this  Flower^' 
Bewny'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  Mafter's  Heart. 

Tork,.  Will  not  this  Malice,  Somcrfiu  be  left? 

Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  Lord  of  Torl^  will  ontt 
Though  ne'er  fo  cunningly  you  finother  it.  [Men ! 

K.  Henry ^  Good  Lord !  What  madnefs  rules  in  Brain-iid 
When  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  Caufe, 
Such  fadious  Emulations  (hall  arife! 
Good  Coufins  both  of  Tork^  and  Somerfet^ 
Quiet  your  felves,  and  be  at  peace. 

Tork*  L^t  this  DifTention  fiift  be  try*d  by  fight; 
And  then  your  Highnefs  (hall  conunand  a  Peace. 

Som.  The  Quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone. 
Betwixt  our  felves  let  us  decide  it  then.  .  t 

Tork*  There  is  my  Pledge,  ^cctpt  ix^  Semerfin 

Fir.  Nay,  let  it  reft  where  it  began  at  firft. 

Baf.  Confirm  it  fo,  mine  honourable  Lord« 

Glo*  Confirm  it  fo  ?  Confounded  be  your  Strife^ 
And  perifh  ye  with  your  audacious  Prate; 
Prefumptuous  Vaffals,  are  you  not  afhamM 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  Outrage, 
To  trouble  and  difturb  the  King  and  LTs? 
And  you,  my  L^rds,  methinks  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  Objedions : 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  their  Mouthf, 
To  raife  a  Mutiny  amongft  your  felves: 
Let  me  perfuade  you  take  a  better  courfe« 

Exe.  It  grieves  his  Highnefs  .- 
Good  my  Lords  be  Friendf. 

K.  Henr^.  Come  hither  you  that  would  be  Combatants. 
Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  Favour^ 
Quite  to  forget  this  Quarrel,  and  the  Caufe. 
And  you,  my  Lords,  remember  where  you  are» 
InFranccy  amongft  a  fickle  wavering  Nation: 
If  they  perceive  diffention  in  our  Looks, 
And  that  within  our  felves  we  difagree ; 
How  will  their  grudging  Stomachs  be  provokM 
To  wilful  Difobedience  and  Rebellion? 
Befide,  what  Infamy  will  there  arife. 
When  Foreign  Princes  (hall  be  certified, 

That 
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That  for  a  toy]  i  thing  of  no  regard j 
King  Henrfs  Peers,  and  chief  Nobility, 
Deftroy'd  themfelves,  and  loft  the  Realm  of  Tranced 

0  think  upon  the  COnqueft  of  my  Father, 
My  tender  Years,  and  let  us  not  forgo 

That  fbr  a  triflei  that  was  bought  with  Blood. 
Let  me  be  Umpire  in  this  doubtful  Strife : 

1  fee  no  Reafon,  if  I  wear  this  Rofe, 
That  any  one  Ihould  therefore  be  fufpicibus 
i  more  encline  to  Semerfit  than  York} 

Both  are  my  Kinfmen,  and  I  love  them  both. 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  Crown^ 
Becaufe,  forfooth^  the  King  of  Scots  is  crown'd^ 
But  your  Difcretions  better  can  perfuade, 
(Than  I  am  able  to  ififtruft  or  teach : 
And  therefore  as  we  hither  came  in  pckce^ 
So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love. 
Coufin  of  Torkj^  we  inftitute  your  Grace 
.To  be  our  Regent  in  thefe  parts  of  Prance  i       /     . 
And  good  my  Lord  of  Somerfet,  unite 
Your  Troops  of  Horfemen,  with  his  Bands  of  Footj 
And  like  true  Subjefts,  Sons  of  your  Progenitors,  ' 
Go  chearfully  together,  and  digeft 
Your  angry  Choler  on  your  Enemies. 
Our  felf,  my  Lord  Proteftor,  and  the  reft, 
After  fome  refpite  will  return  to  Calais  i'^ 
From  thence  to Englandi^  where!  hope  e'er  long 
To  be  prefented  by  your  Viftories,  .  : 

With  Charles^  AUnfofiy  and  that  traiterous  rout.     {Ex'^mt^ 
Manent  York^  Warwick,  Exeter,  anJL  Vernon.. 

War.  My  Lordof  7Sr/(,»I  promife  you  the  King 
Prettily,  methoughr,  did  play  the  Orator. 

Tork*  And  fo  he  did,  but  yet  I  like  it  not; 
in  that  he  wears  the  Badge  of  Somerfeu 

War.  Tufti,  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  nof, 
I  dare  prefuihej  fweet  Prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 
,    Tork^.  And  if  I  wifh  he  did, — But  let  it  reft. 
Other  Affairs  ihuft  now  be  managed.  \JExeunt. 

Flour ijlj.     Manet  Exeter. 
:    ExeJ  Well  didft  thou  Richard  to  fupprefs  th^'  V<^\^^^ 
i^or  if  the  paffions  of  thy  Heart  burft  oMt^ 
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I  fear  we  ftiould  have  feen  <lecypher*d  there 

More  rancorous  fpight,  more  furious  raging  Broils^ 

Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  fuppos'd : 

But  howfoe'er,  no  limpk  Man  that  fees 

This  jarring  difcord  of  Nobility, 

This  fliouldcring  of  each  other  in  the  Courti 

This  faftious  bandying  of  their  Favourites, 

But  that  he  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 

*Tis  much,   when  Scepters  are  in  Chlldrcns  Hands; 

But  nmore,  when  Envy  breeds  unkind  Divifion: 

Then  comes  the  Ruin,  there  begins  Confufion»  j^Exki 

Enter  Talbot  with  Trumpets  and  Dtnfn  before  Bourdeauz. 

Tal.  Go  to  the  Gates  of  Bourdeaux^  TruJDOipecer^ 
Summon  their  General  unto  the  Wall.  [Sowubi 

Enter  General  aloft. 
EngUJJy  John  Talhoty  Captains,  calls  you  forth^ . 
Servant  in  Arms  to  Harry  King  of  England^ 
And  thus  he  would :  Open  your  City  Gates^ 
Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  Soveraign  yours,. 
And  dp  him 'Homage  as  Obedient  Subje^, 
And  lil  withdraw  me,,  and  my  Bloody  Power* 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  profFer'd  Peace, 
And  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  Attendants^. 
Lean  Famine,  quartering  Steel,  and  climbing  Fit^^ 
Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  Earth 
Shall  lay  your  ftately,  and  Air-braving  Towerv    ^ 
If  you  forfake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Cap.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  Owlof  Death^, 
Our  Nations  terrour,  and  their  bloody  Scourge.. 

The  period  of  thy  Tyranny  approacheth. 

On  us  thou  canfl  not  enter  but  by  Death : 

For  I  proteft  we  are  well  fortified. 

And  flrong  enough  to  iffue  out  and  fight. 

If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin  well  appointed. 

Stands  with  the  Snares  of  War  to  tangle  thee. 

On  either  hand  thee,  there  are  Squadrons  pitcht^ 

To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  Flight; 

Ten  thoufand  French  have  ta'cn  the  Sacrament, 

And  no  way  canfl  thou  turn  thee  for  Redrefs, 

But  Death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil. 

And  paJe  deftrudion  metis  tWt  m\Vv^  ^^^^V 

7b  rive  their  dangerous  AiuWttY  ^V^T*^. 
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Upon  no  Chriftian  Soul,  but  Englifh  Talbot: 

Lo  there  thou  ftand'ft  a  breathing  valiant  Man, 

Of  an  invincible  uncohquer*d  Spirit : 

This  is  the  lateft  Glory  of  thy  Praife, 

That  I  thy  Enemy  dew  thee  withal; 

For  e'er  the  Glafs,  that  now  begins  to  run, 

Finifh  the  procefs  of  his  fandy  Hour, 

Thcfe  Eyes  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured. 

Shall  fee  thee  withered,  bloody,  pile,  and  dead. 

[prnm  a-far.  off. 

Hark,  hark,  the  Dauphin's  Drum,  a  warning  BeJl, 

Sings  heavy  Miifick  to  thy  tiftiofous  Soul, 

And  mine  (hall  ring  thy  dire  depirture  out,  "  {Exlu 

Tal.  He  fables  not,  I  hetir  the  Enemy : 

Out  fome  light  Horfemen,  and  pcJrufc  their  Wings, 

O  negligent  and  heedlefs  Difciplihe, 

How  are  we  park'd  arid  bounded  in  a  Pale? 

A  little  Herd  of  Englanits  timorous  Deer, 

Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennerof  ir^^c^A  Curt, 

If  we  be  Efiglifh  Deer,  be  then  in  Blood, 

Not  Rafcal-like  to  fall  doVn  with  a  pinch. 

But  rather  inoody,  mad,  and  defperatc  Stags, 

Turn  on  the  bloody  Hounds,  with  Heacis  of  Steel, 

And  make  the  Cowards  ftand  albof  at  Bay : 

Sell  every  IVlan  his  Life  as  deafr  as  mine, 

And  they  (hall  find  dear  Deer  of  us,  my  Friends.' 

God  and  St.  George,  Talbot  afid  England^  Right, 

Profper  our  Colours  in  this  dangerous  fight.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Jidejfenger  that  fneets  York.     Enter  York  with 

Trumpety   and  many  Soldiers. 
Tork*  Are  not  the  fpcedy  Scouts  returned  again. 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  Army  of  the  Daiiphin  ? 
Mejf.  They  are  returned,  my  Lord,  and  give  it  out. 

That  he  is  march'd  to  Bonrdeanx  with  his  Power 

To  fight  with  Talbot;  as  he  march'd  along. 

By  your  efpyals  were  difcovered 

Two  mightier  Troops,  than  that  the  Dauphin  led. 

Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march  for  Bourdeauxl 

Tor^  A  plague  upon  that  Villain  Somerfet^ 
That  thus  dchys  my  promifed  Supply 
GtHorfcmcn  that  were  levied  for  AieSVe«.  ; 

Gg  X  ^^t.c^^^^^ 
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Renowned  Talht  doth  expeiS  my  Aid, 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  Traitor  Villain, 
And  cannot  help  the.  Noble  Chevalier : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  neceflity : 
If  he  mifcarry,  farewel  Wars  in  France. 

Enter  dficond  Meffenger. 

z  Mejf.  Thou  Princely  Leader  of  outEngliJh  ftrengtB;^ 
Never  fo  needful  on  the  Earth  of  Franceg 
Spur  to  the  Kefcue  of  the  Noble  Tdb9t^ 
Who  now  is  girded  with  a  wafte  of  IroB, 
'And  hem*d  about  with  grim  Deftru&ion: 
To  Boffrdeaux^  warlike  Duke,  to  B^ufdeauxy  Tork^ 
Elfe  farewel  Talhotj  France^  and  £»gi«/?^$  Honour. 
'     r§r^.  OGod!  that  *&wrr/J^,  who  in  proud  Heart 
Doth  flop  my  Cornets,  were  in  Talbot's  place. 
So  fhouM  we  fave  a  valiant  Gentleman, 
By  forfeiting  a  Traitor  and  a  Coward : 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury  makes  me  wecp> 
That  thus  wc  dye,  while  remift  Traitors  fleep# 

Mejf.  O  fend  fome  fuccour  t©  the  diftrefs'd  Lord* 

Tork.  He  dyes,  welofe;  I  break  my  warlike  word  t 
We  mourn,  France  fmiles :  We  lofc,  they  daily  get : 
AH  lohg  of  this  vile  Traitor  Somerfet. 

Mejf.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbofs  Soul,, 
And  on  his  Son,  young  John,  who  t  wo  hours  fince,. 
I  met  in  Tr;ivel  towards  his  warlike  Father  y 
This  feven  years  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  Son,     . 
Andaow  they  meet,  where  both  their  lives  aredone« 

Tork.  Alas !   What  Joy  Ihall  Noble  Talbot  have  ,. 
To  bid  his  young  Son  welcome  to  his  Grave ! 
Away,  Vexation  almoft.  flops  my  Breath, 
That  fundry  Friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  Death.1 
Lhcj  farewel,  no  more  ray  Fortune  can, 
JBut  curfe  the  Caufc,  I  cannot  aid  the  Man. 
A^aine^  Bloys,  PoiHiers^  and  Tours  are  won  away^ 
Long  all  of  Somerfet,  and  his  delay.  [Exitl 

Mef.  Thus  while  the  Vulture  of  Sedition, 
Feeds  in  the  Bofom  of  fuch  great  Commanders, 
Sleeping  negleftion  doth  betray  to  lofs, 
Th§  Conquefts  of  our*  fcarce  cold  Conqueror,. 
Tbsit  cycr-living  Man  of  MLtmot^^ 
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Henry  the  Fifth.     Whiles  they  each  others  crofs, 
Lives,  Honours,  "Laads,  and  ali,  hurry  to  lofs.  \Exit. 

Enter  Somerfet  with  his  Army. 

Som.  It  is*  too  late,  I  cannot  fend  them  now: 
This  JExpedition  was  by  Kry^apd  Talbot 
Too  raflily  plotted.     All  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  Sally  of  the  very  Town 
Be  buckled  with ;  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  fuUied  all  his  glols  of  former  Honour 
By  this  unheedful,  defperate,  wild  Adventure  : 
Terk^kt  him  on  to  fight,  and  dye  in  ftiame. 
That  Talbot  dead,  great  Tork^  might  bear  the  name. 

Capt*  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  -who  with  jne. 
Set  from  our  o  er-matcht  Forces  forth  for  aid. 

Spm.  How  iiow,  6ir  William^  whither  werft  thou  font  J 

Lhcj.  Whither  ipy  Lord  ?  from  Bought  and  Sold  L.  Talbot, 
Who  ring*d  about  with  bold  adverfity, 
Cries  out  for  Noble  Tork^  and  Somerfet^ 
To  beat  aflailing  Death  from  his  weak  Legions ; 
And  whiles  the  Honourable  Captain  there 
Drops  bloody  Sweat  from  his  War-wearied  Limbs, 
And  in  advantage  lingring  looks  for  Refcue, 
You,  his  falfe  Hopes,  the  truft  of  England's  Fbnour, 
Keep  oS  aloof  with  worthlefs  Emulation  : 
Let  not  your  private  Difcord  keep  away 
The  levied  Succours  that  fliall  lend  him  aid. 
While  he,  renowned  noble  Gentleman, 
Yields  up  his  Life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 
Orleans  the  Bafiard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy^  . 
Alenjon^  Reignier^  compafs  him  about. 
And  Talbot  periflieth  by  your  default. 

Som.  Tork^  fet  him  oh,  Tork^  (hould  have  fent  him  aid* 

Lucy.  And  Tork^  as  faft  upon  your  Grace  exclaims. 
Swearing  that  you  with-hold  his  levied  Hoft, 
Collefted  for  this  Expedition. 

Som.  Tork  lies :  He  might  have  fent,  and  had  the  Horfe : 
I  owe  him  little  Duty,  and  lefs  Love, 
And  take  foul  feorn  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending. 

Lficy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of  ir^^^. 
Hath  now  entrapt  the  Noble-minded  T^'feat : 
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Never  to  England  fliall  he  bear  his  Life> 
But  dies  betray 'd  to  Fortune  by  yourftrifc. 

Som.  Come,  go,  I  will  difpatch  the  Horfemen  flraight : 
Within  fix  hours,  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lhcj.  Too  late  comes  Refcue,  if  he's  ta'en,  or  flajn. 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  : 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  acjieu. 

Lh:j.  His  Fame  lives  in  the  World,  his  Shame  in  you. 

\Ex€HHt. 

Enter  Talbot  and  his  Son. 

Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot^  I  did  fend  for  thee. 
To  tutor  thee  in  Stratagems  of  War, 
That  Talbot's  Name  might  be  in  thee  reviv'd, 
Whenfaplefs  Age,  and  weak  unable  Limbs, 
Should  bring  thy  Father  to  his  drooping  Chair* 
But  O  malignant  and  ill-boading  Stars,     * 
Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  Feafl:  of  Death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger. 
Therefore,  dear  Boy,  mount  on  thy  fwifteft  Hprfe, 
And  I'll  dired  the€  how  thou  fhalt  efcape 
By  fuddcn  flight.     Conqe,  dally  not,  be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  Name  Talbot  ?  and  am  I  your  Son  ? 
And  flialll  fly?  OI  if  you  love  my  Mother, 
Diflionour  not  her  Honourable  Name, 
To  make  a  Baftard  and  a  Slave  of  me. 
The  World  will  fay,  he  is  not  Talbot's  Blood, 
^That  bafely  fled,  when  Noble  Talbot  ftpod. 

TaL  Fly^  to  revenge  my  Death,  if  I  be  flain. 

John.  He  that  flies  fo,   will  ne'er  return  again. 

TaL  If  we  both  ftay,  we  both  are  fure  to  dye. 

John.  Then  let  me  ftay,  and.  Father,  do  you  fly; 
Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  ftiould  be; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  Death,   the  French  can  little  boaft; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  loft. 
Flight  cannot  ftain  the  Honour  you  have  won, 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  Exploit  have  done. 
You  fled  for  Vantage,  every  one  will  fwear  - 
But  if  I  bow,  they'll  fay  it  was  for  Fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  evei  1  v^\\\  fe^vj. 
If  the  ilrft  hour  I  Ihrit\k  atvd  t\iT\  v««^»  \\«^, 


King  Henry  VI.  1431 

Here  on  my  Kneis  I  beg  Mortality, 
Rather  than  Life,  preferv'd  with  Infamy. 

TaL  Shall  all  thy  Mother's  hopes  lye  in  one  Tomb? 

j^ohn.  Ay,  rather  then  111  fliame  my  Mother's  Womb. 

TaL  Upon  my  blcffing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  npt  to  fly  the  Foe. 

TaL  Part  of  thy  Father  may  he  fav'd  in  thee. 

John.  No^part  of  him  hut  will  belhame  in  me. 

TaL  Thou  never  hadft  Renown,  nor  canft  not  lofe  ir. 

Johft.  Yes,  your  renowned  Napie  ;  fliall  flight  abufe  it? 

TaL  Thy  Father's  charge  fli^il  ^l^ar  thee  from  the  ftain. 

yoh».  You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  flain. 
If  Death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  Fo^owe^s  here  to  fight  and  die  ? 
My  Age  was  never  tainted  withfuch  fliame. 

yohn^k  And  ftiall  my  Youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame? 
Mo  more  can  I  be  fevered  from  yoiir  fide. 
Than  can  your  felf  your  felf  in  twain  divide: 
Stay,  go,  do  what  ypu  wil!i  the'  like  dp  I ; 
For  live  I  will  not;  if  wy  Father  dic^' 

TaL  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  Son, 
Born  to  eclipfe  tl^y  Life  thjs  afternoon  : 
Come,  fide  by  fide>  together  live  jind  die, 
\nd  Soul  with  Soul  from  Frofice  tct  Heaven  fly.      [£Ay//»/. 

Alarum:   Excurfions^   wherein  Talbot'/  Son  ishenimd 

aboUty   and  Talbot  fefCues  him. 
TaL  St.  Geor^e^  a^d  Viftary,  fight  Soldiers,  fight : 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
Ind  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France''^  Sword.  ^ 

Vhere  is  John  Talbot  $  Paufe,  and  take  thy  Breath, 
gave  thee  Life,  and  refcu'd  thee  from  Death.  . 
John.  O  twice  my  Father,  twice  \  am  thy  Son : 
The  Life  thou  gav^ft  me  firft,  w^s  loft  and  done, 
rill  with  thy  warlike  Sword,   defpight  of  Fat$, 
To  my  dctermin'd  time  thou  gav^ft  new  date. 

TaL  When  from  the  Dauphin's  Creft  thy  Sword  ftruck  firc#. 
c  warm'd  thy  Father's  Heart  witH  proud  defire 
)f  bold-fac'd  Vidory.     Then  Leaden  Age, 
iuicken'd  with  Youthful  Spleen,  -and  Warlike  Rage, 
leat  down  Alenfon^  Orleans^  ^urgimdj^ 
Sid  from  the  Pride  oi  Gallia  refcued  iViC€» 

G  g  +  ^V^ 
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The  ireful  Baftard  Orleans^  that  drew  Blood 

From  thee,  my  Boy,  aOd  had  the  Maidenhood 

Of  thy  firft  fight,  I  foon  encountered. 

And  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  fhed 

Some  of  his  Baftard  Blood,  and  in  difgrace 

Bcfpoke  him  thus:  Contaminated,  bafe 

And  mifs-begotten  Blood,  I  fpill  of  thine. 

Mean  and  right  poor,   for  that  pure  Blood  of  mincj 

Which  thou  didft  force  from  Taltof^  my  brave  Boy* 

Here  purppdng  the  Baftard  to  deftroy. 

Came  in  .ftrong  refcue.    Speak,    thy  Father's  care. 

Art  hot  thou  weary,  John  ?  How  do'ft  thou  fare  i 

Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  Battel,  Bpy,  and  fly  I 

Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  Son  of  Chivalry  ? 

Fly,  to  revenge  my  Death  when  I  am  dead, 

The  help  of  one  ftands  me  in  little  ftead. 

Oh,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  |  wot;. 

To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fipa]I  Boat.    . 

If  I  to  day  die  not  with  Frenchmens  Rage, 

To  morrow  I  ftiall  die  with  mickle  age. 

By  liie  they  nothing  gain,  and  if  I  ftay, 

•Tis  but  the  fhortning  of  my  Life  one  ^ay. 

In  thee  thy  Mother  dies,  our  Houfehold's  NaipeJ 

My  Death's  Revenge,thy  Youth,and  EngUnd^s  Fame^ 

All  thefe,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  ftay; 

All  thefe  are  fav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John.  The  Sword  o(  Orleans  hath  not  made  inc  fmarr, 
Thefe  Words  of  yours  draw  Life-blood  from  my  Heart. 
On  that  i^vantage,  bought  with  fuch  a  fliame, . 
To  fave  a  paltry  Life,  and  flay  bright  Fame, 
Before  young  Talhf  from  pid  Taltot  fly, 
,The  Coward  Horfe  that  be^rs  me,  fall  and  die; 
And  like  me  to  the  Peafant  Boys  of  France, 
To  be  ShamVs  Scorn,  and  Siibjed  of  Mifchance. 
Surely,  by  all  the  Glory  you  have  won. 
And  if  I  fly,  I  am  not  Taliois  Son. 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot. 
If  Son  to  Talbotj  die  at  Talbot\  Foot. 

Tal.  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'ra te  Sire  of  Greet ^ 
Thou  IcarMS,  thy  Life  to  mc  is  fweet  k      '■'  \ 
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If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  Father*s  fide. 
And  commendable  prov'd  let's  die  in  Pride.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.     Excurfions.    Enter  old  Talbot  led. 
TaL  Where  is  my  other  Life?  mine  owais  gone, 
O !  wherc's  young  Talhott  where  is  valiant  John? 
Triumphant  Death,  fmear'd  with  Captivity, 
Young  Talbot's  Valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee. 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  (brink,  and  on  my  Knee, 
His  bloody  Sword  he  brandiihed  over  me. 
And  like  a  hungry  Lion  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  Rage,  and  ftern  Impatience: 
But  when  my  angry  Guardant  flood  alone,  '^ 

Tendring  my  ruin,  and  affail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  Fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart. 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  ftart 
iHto  the  cluilering  Battel  of  the  French  :- 
And  in  that  Sea  of  Blood,  my  Boy  did  drench 
His  ovcr-mounting  Spirit;  and  there  dy'd 
My  Icarus,  my  BloiTom  in  his  Pride. 
Enter  John  Talbot,  horn. 
Sirv.  O,  my  dear  Lord!   lo  where  your  Son  is  bom.  * 
Tal.  Thou  anticlj:  Death,  which  laugh'ft  us  here  to  fcorn^ 
Anon  from  thy  infulting  Tyranny, 
Coupled  in  Bonds  of  Perpetuity, 
Two  Talbot's  winged  through  the  lither  Sky, 
In  thy  deipight  ihall  fcape  Mortality. 
O  thou,  whofe  wounds  become  hard  favoured  death. 
Speak  to  thy  Father,  e'er  thou  yield  thy  breath. 
Brave  Death  by  fpeaking,  whether  he  will  or  no: 
Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  Foe, 
Poor  Boy,  he  fmiles,  methinks,  as  who  fliould  fay. 
Had  Death  been /V^/ff  A,  then  Death  bad  died  to  day. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  Father's  Arms, 
My  Spirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 
Soldiers  adieu:  I  have  what  I  wouJd  have. 
Now  my  old  Arms  are  young  John  Talbot's  Grave.     iDies. 
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A  C  T  y.    S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Ch^ih%  Alenfon^  Burgundy,  Baflard^  andV\xct\\u 

Char.yj  A  D  Yorkjndi  Semerfet  brought  Rcfcue  in, 

JnL  We  Ihould  have  found  a  bloody  Day  of  thisJ 
tafi.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbofs  raging  Wood« 
Did  fl«(h  his  puny  fword  'h\  Frenchmen*^  blood. 

Pncel.  Once  I  encountred  him,  and  thus  I  fai    ^ 
Thou  Maiden  Youths   be  vanquiiht  by  a  Maid» 
But  with  a  proud  Majeftical  higK  fcorn 
He  anfwer'd  thus :  Young  Tdlbot  was  not  born 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  Giglot  Wench, 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur.  Doubtlefs  he  would  have  made  a  noble  Knighl: 
See  where  he  lyes  inhcarfed  in  the  Arms 
Of  the  moft  bloody  Nurfcr  of  his  harms. 

Bafi.  Hew  them  to  pieces,   hack  their  bones  afundeis 
Wljofe  life  was  EngUnets  Glory,  Gallia's  Wonder. 

Char.  Oh  no,  forbear:  For  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Enter  Lucy. 
Luc  J.  Herald,  conduft  me  to  the  Dauphin's  Tent  J 
^To  know  who  hith  obtained  the  glory  of  the  Day. 
Char.  On  what  fubmiflSve  Menage  art  thoufent/ 
Lucy.  Submiffion,  Dauphin?  'tis  ^  meet  French  word: 
We  Englljh  Warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  Prifoners  thou  haft  ta*en. 
And  to  furvey  the  Bodies  of  the  Dead. 

Char.  For  Prifoners  ask*ft  thou?  Hell  our  Prifon is* 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft  ? 

Lucj,  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  Field, 
Valiatit  Lord  Talbot,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  ? 
Created  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  Arms, 
QrulBzil  of  PFaP^f or dy  Waterfordj  and  Faience, 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Vrchinfield; 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackprere,   Lord  Ferdon  of  Altony 
Lord  Crom'welofWing^eldy  Lord  Fur  nival  of  SheffeiU, 
The  thrice  vidorious  Lord  of  Falconbridge^ 
Knight  of  the  Noble  Order  o£  St,  Gcorg^, 
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Worthy  St.  Michael^  aqd  the  Golcl€»  Fleece^ 
Great  Marlhal  to  oujr  King  Hinry  the^  Cixth^ 
Of  all  his  Wars  within  the  Realm  of- France. 

Pucel.  Here's  a  filly  ftajely  ftyle  indeed.: 
The  Turl^  that  two  and  fifty  Kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  Style  as  this. 
Him  that  thou  magnifi'ft  with  all  thefe  Titles, 
Stinking  and  fly-blowa  lyes  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  flain,  the  Frenchme^s  only  Scourge, 
Your  Kingdom's  terrpur,  and  black  JVi?«?^i? 
Oh  were  mine  Eye-ball$  into  Bullets  turn'd. 
That  I  in  rage  might  ftiopt  them  at  your  Faccf.  • 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life. 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  Realm  oi' France. 
Were  but  his  Pifture  left  among  you  here. 
It  would  amaze  the  pjoudeft  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  Bodies  that  I  may  bear  them  hence. 
And  give  them  Burial*  as  befeems their  worth. 

Pucel.  I  think  this  up^ftart  is  old  TMei^  Ghoft, 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  Spirit : 
For  Gods  fake,  let  hiti^  ha ve  him ;  to  keep  them  here|| 
They  would  but  ftink,  and  purrifie  the  air* 

Char.  Go  take  their  Bodies  hence. 

Lucy.  I'll  bear  them  hence;,  but  from  their  a(hes  (hallibe 
rear'd 
A  Phcenix  that  (hall  make  all  FranQf  afear'd^ 

Char.  So  we  be  rid  pf^them,  do  with  them  what  thou  wilt. 
And  now  to  Paris  in  this  Conqueringvein, 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloQdy.7i/^i?/;-s;flain.  [BxcHut. 

SCENE    ir. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Glouceftcr,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry,  Have  you  perus'd  ,the  Letters  from  th«,*Pope, 
The  Emperor,  and  the  Earl  of  ji^nrngnac  ? 

Glo.  I  have,  my  Lord,  and  their  Intent  is  thi^. 
They  humbly  fue  unto  your  Excellencei 
To  have  a  godly  Peac^  concluded  of. 
Between  the  Realms  of  England  and  of  France. 
■  K.  Henry.  How  dptb  your  Gtjice  ^St^  vVJw^^Wvs)^ 
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Glo.  WcIJ,  my  good  Lord,  and  as  the  only  means 
To  flop  efFufion  of  our  Chriftian  Blood, 
And  flablifli  quietnefs  on  every  fide* 

K.  Henry.  Ay  marry,  Uncle,  for  I  always  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  fuch  Immanity  and  bloody  Strife 
Should  reign  among  Profeffors  of  one  Faith,'^ 

Glo.  Befide,  my  Lord,  the  fooner  to  eflFeflr, 
And  furer  bind  his  knot  of  Amity, 
The  Earl  of  jirmagndc^  near  knit  to  CharUs, 
A  Man  of  great  Authority  in  Franccj 
Proffers  his  only  Daughter  to  your  Grace 
In  Marriage,  with  a  lar^e  and  fumptuous  Dowry. 

K.  Henry.  Marriage,  Uncle !  alas !  my  Y  ears  are  young  5 
And  fitter  is  my  Study>  and  niy  Books 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  Paramour; 
Yet  call  th*  AmbafTadors,  and  as  you  pleafe, 
^  let  them  have  their  Anfwers  every  ane ; 
I  fiiall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 
Tends  to  God's  Glory,  and  my  Country's  Weal. 

Emcr  Winchefter,  avhd  three  Ambajfadorsl 

Exe.  What,  is  my  Lord  of  WinchefierinfkdlVdi 
And  calPd  unto  a  Cardinal*s  Degree? 
Then  I  perceive  that  will  be  verified 
Henry  the  Fifth  did  fometime  ProphefieJ 
If  once  he  come  to  be  a  Cardinal, 
He'll  make  his  Cap  coequal  with  the  Crown. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords  Ambaffadors,  your  feveralfuits 
Have  been  confider'd  and  debated  on^ 
YourPurpofe  is  both  good  arid  reafonable; 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolv*d 
To  draw  Conditions  of  a  friendly  Peace, 
Which  by  my  Lord  of  Winchefier  we  mean  • 
Shall  be  tranlported  prefently  .to  France. 

Gla,  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  Lord  your  Maftcr^- 
I  have  informed  his  Highnefs  fo  at  large. 
As  liking  of  the  Lady's  virtuous  Gifts, 
Her  Beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  Dower, 
Ke  doth  intend  ihe  fliall  be  EnglAnd's  Queen. 

X.  Henry.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  ContraS^ 
S^drhcrthis  jQm\y  pledge  oi  «v^  Kff^&\aT\% 
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And  fo,  my  Lord  Protcftor,  fee  them  guarded. 
And  fafely  brought  to  DoviVj  where  inlhipp*d 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  Sea#  [ExcMm^ 

Wm.  Stay,  my  l.ox^  Legate^  you  ihall  firft  receive 
*  The  fum  or  Mony  which  I  promifcd 
Should  be  delivered  to  his  Holinefs 
For  clothing  me  in  thefe  grave  Ornaments. 

Legate.  I  will  attend  upon  your  Lordihips  leifure. 

Win.  Now  Winchefier  will  not  fubmit,  I  trow*      . 
'Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudeft  Peer. 
Humphry  of  Glofier^  thou  (halt  well  perceive. 
That  neither  in  Birth,  or  for  Authority, 
The  Bifliop  will  be  over-born  by  thee; 
I'll  either  make  thee  iloop,  and  bend  thy  Knee, 
Or  fack  this  Country  with  a  Mutiny.  \Exennu 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Dauphin^  Burgundy,  Alenfon,  Bafiard^  Reignier, 

and  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Dan.  This  Kews,  my  Lords,  may  cheer  our  drooping  ^i- 
^Tis  faid,  the  flout  Parijians  do  revolt,  [rits : 

And  return  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Alen,  Then  march  to  Paris^  Royal  Charles  oi France j 
And  keep  not  back  your  Power  in  dallianrce. 

PuceL  Peace  be  amongft  them,  if  they  turn  to  us, 
£lfe  Ruin  combat  with  their  Palaces. 

Enter  Scout. 

Scout.  Succefs  unto  our  valiant  General^ 
And  happinefs  to  his  Accomplices.      • 

Dau.  \X^hat  tidings  fend  our  Scouts?  I  prethec  (peak. 

Scouts  The  EngliJJ?  Army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  Parties,  i%  now  con^oin'd  in  one. 
And  means  to  give  you  Battel  prefently. 

Dau.  Somewhat  too, fudden.  Sirs,  the  warning  is. 
But  we  will  prefently  provide  for  them. 

Burg.  I  truft  the  Ghoft  of  Talbot  is  not  there  j 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  Lord,  you  need  not  fear* 
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TaceL  Of  all  bafe  Paffions,  Fear  is  moft  accurft. 
Command  the  Conqueft*  Charles,  it  (hall  be  thine: 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  World  repine. 

Dam.  Then  on,  my  Lords,  and  France  be  fortunate.  \jEixeMntl 

Alarm :  Excurfiom.    Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle* 
EuceU  The  Regent  conquers,  and  the  frenchmen  fly. 
Now  help  ye  charftiing  SjJfells  and  Periapts, 
And  ye  choice  Spirits  that  admoniih  fne. 
And  give  me  figns  of  future  Accidents.  \ThHnder* 

You  fpeedy  helpers,  that  are  Subftitutes 
Under  the  Lordly  Monarch  of  the  North, 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  Enterprize. 

Enter  Fiends.  ^ 

7  his  fpeedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accuftom'd  diligence  to  the. 
Now,  ye  familiar  Spirits,  that  are  cull'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  Regions  ^nder  Earth, 
Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  Field. 

\Thcj  walk,  and Jfedi^notl 
Oh  hold  me  not  wirh  filence  over  long : 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  toy  Blood, 
I'll  lop  a  Member  eff,  and  Igive  it  you 
In  earneft  of  a  further  Benefit : 
So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now. 

[Tliej  hang  their  Hendii 
No  hope  to  haveRedrefs?  My  Body  ihall 
Pay  recompence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fait. 

\Thej  Jhakc  their  flcadsi 
Cannot  my  Body,  nor  blood-facrifice, 
Intreat  you  to  your  wonted  f urtherancie  ? 
Then  take  my  Soul  ;*my  Body,  Soul,  and  aH, 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They  tefdri. 
Sec,  they  forfake  me.    Now  the  time  is  come. 
That  France  muft  vail  her  lofty  plumed  Creft, 
And  let  her  Head  fall  into  England^  Lap. 
My  ancient  Incantatioffc  arc  too  weak. 
And  Hell  too  ftroog  for  mc  to  buckle  with : 
Now  France  thy  Glory  droopeth  to  the  Duft.  {Exit. 

[ExcHrJicns.  Pucelle  and  York  ^^t  Hand  in  Hand. 
Pucelle  is  mJ^w.    Tbe  Yt^tvAx  \y 
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Torl^.  Damfel  of  France,  I  think  I  have  you  faft. 
Unchain  your  Spirits  now  with  fpelling  Charms, 
And  try  it  they  can  gain  your  Liberty. 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  fot  the  Devil's  Grace. 
See  how  the  ugly  Witch  doth  bend  her  Brows, 
As  if,  with  Grce^  ihe  would  change  my  (hape. 

PuceL  Chang 'd  to  a  worfer  fhape  thou  can'ft  not  be. 

Tork^  Oh,  Charles  che  Dauphin  is  a  proper  Man, 
No  Shape  but  his  can  pleafe  yotir  dainty  Eye. 

PuceL  A  plaguing  mifchief  light  on  Charles  and  thec^^ 
And  may  ye  both  be  fuddcnly  furpris*d 
By  bloody  Hands,  in  fleeping  on  your  Beds. 

Tork*  fell  banning  Hag>  Inchantrefi,  hold  thy  Tongue. 

PuceL  I  prethee  give  me  leave  to  c^rfe  a  while. 

Terl(.  Curfe,  Mifcreant,  when  thou  comeft  to  the  Staked 

■    [Exeunt. 
Alarm.  Enter  Suffolk  7i>ith  Margaret  inhis  HttniL    • 

Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  Prifoner. . 

[Gaz^es  on  her. 
Oh  fairefl  Beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly : 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverend  Hands, 
I  kifs  thefe  Fingers  for  eternal  Peace, . 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou,  fay  ?  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  Name,  and  Daughter  to  a  King^ 
.The  King  of  Naples^  whofoc^'er  thou  art. 

Snf.  An  Earl  I  am,  and  Sufelk^  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended.  Nature's  Miracle, 
Thou  art  alotted  to  be  ta*en  bv  me : 
So  doth  the  Swan  her  downy  Civets  ftve. 
Keeping  them  Prifoners  underneath  her  Wings : 
Yet  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend, 
Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  SuffoU^^  Friend.         \jShe  is  £ei»f2 
Ohftay!  I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pafs. 
My  Hand  would  free  her,  but  my  Heart  fays  no. 
As  plays  the  Sun  upon  the  glaffy  Streams, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  Bealh,  --9 

So  feems  this  gorgeous  Beauty  to  mine  Eyes: 
Fain  would  I  woe  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak : 
I'll  call  for  Pen  and  Ink,  and  write  my  Minda:^ 
Fy,  De  la  Poky  difable  not  thy  felf  \ 


\. 
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Haft  not  a  Tongue?  Is  flie  not  here  thy  Prifbner? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  Woman's  fight? 
Ay,  Beauty's  Princely  Majefty  is  lucb. 
Confounds  the  Tongue,  and  makes  the  Senfes  toughs 

Mar.  Say,  Earl  of  Suffolk^  if  thy  Name  be  fo^ 
What  Ranfom  muft  I  pay  before  I  pafil 
For  I  perceive  I  am  thy  Prifoner. 

Snf.  How  can  ft  thou  tell  ihe  will  deny  thy  fuitj 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  Love! 

Mar.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ?  What  Kanfon  mull  I  piy } 

Snf.  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed : 
She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  to  be  won. 

Mar.  tWilt  thou  accept  of  Ranfom,  yea  orno  ?  ' 

Suf.  Fond  Man,  remettiber  that  thou  haft  a  Wife* 
,Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  Paramour  ? 
.    Mdr.  I  were  beft  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Suf.  There  all  is  marr'd ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

Mar.  He  talks  at  random}  fure  the  Man  is  mad. 
,    Suf.  And  yet  a  Difpenfation  may  be  had. 

Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  Would  anfwerme* 

Suf.  ril  win  this  Lady  Margaret.  For  whom  ? 
^hy,  for  my  King.-  Tuih,  that's  at  wooden  thing* 

Mar:  He  talks  of  Wood :  It  is  Tome  Csirpentcr. 

Suf.  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfied. 
And  Peate  eftabliflied  between  thefe  Realms;  ] 
But  there  remains  a  fcf  uple  in  that  too  : 
For  though  her  Father  be  the  King  of  Naples^ 
Duke  of  jlnjou  and  MaiHy  yet  he  is  poor, 
And  our  NobiUty  will  fcorn  the  Match* 

Mar.  Hear  ye.  Captain  ?  are  you  not  at  kifure? 

Suf.  It  Ihall  befo,  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much: 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
I^adami  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  tho'  I  be  inthraird,  he  feems  a  Knights 
And  will  not  any  way  diihondur  me. 

Suf.  Lady,  vouchfafe  to  liften  what  I  fayJ 

Mar.  Perhaps  I  ftiall  be  refcu'd  by  the  French^ 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courteHe. 

Suf.  Sweet  Madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe. 

Mar.  Tufhi  Womeniiavc  been  captivate  e'er  fiowJ 
Suf,  Lzdy^  wherefore  tdk^joufo^. 
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Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis^but  Quid  for  Quc^ 

Smf.  Say,  gentle  Princefs,  would  you  not  fuppofe 
Your  Bond^e  happy,  to  be  made  a  Queen? 

Mar.  To  be  a  Queen  in  Bondage,  is  more  viley 
Than  is  a  Slave  in  bafe  fervility: 
For  Princes  (hould  be  free.  '    ,, 

Suf.  And  fo  Ihall  you, 
If  happy  EnglanJt%  Royal  King  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me) 

Suf.  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee  Henrfs  Queen, 
To  put  a  Golden  Scepter  in  thy  Hand* 
And  fet  a  precious  Crown  upon  thy  Headi 
If  thou  wilt  condefcend  to  my— — 

Mar.  What? 

Snf.  His  Love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Hcnrfs  Wife. 

Suf  No,  gentle  Madam,  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  fo  fair  a  Dame  to  be  his  Wife, 
And  have  no  Portion  in  the  choice  my  felf* 
How  fay  you.  Madam,  are  you  fo  content  ? 

Mar.  And  if  my  Father  pleafe,  I  am  content^ 

Suf.  Then  call  our  Captains  and  our  Colours  forth. 
And,  Madam,  at  your  Father's  Caftle  Walls, 
We'll  crave  a  Parley  to  confer  with  him. 

Sound.    Enter  Reignier  on  the  Jfallu 
Sec  Reignier^  fee,  thy  Daughter  Prifoner. 

Reig.  To  whom  i 

Suf.  To  me. 

Keig.  Suffolk^  what  remedy  ? 
I  am  a  Soldier  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  Fortune's  ficklene/s. 

Suf.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  Lord, 
Confent,  and  for  thy  Honour  give  confent, 
rhy  Daughter  fliall  be  wedded  to  my  King; 
tVhom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto: 
And  this  her  eafie  held  Imprifonment 
Hfath  gain'd  thy  Daughter  Princely  Liberty. 

Reig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 

Suf  Fair  Adargaret  knows. 
That  Suffolkjioth  not  flatter,  face^  or  faidi 

Vol  IIL  H  K 
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Reii.  Upon  thy  Princely  Warrant,  I  defcend  i 
To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  juft  demand. 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  exped  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Reignier. 

Reig*  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  Territories^ 
Command  in  j4njoH  what  your  Honour  pleafes. 

Snf.  Thanks,  Reignier^  happy  for  fo  fwect  a  Child^ 
Fie  to  be  made  Companion  with  a  King : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fuit? 

Reig.  Since  thou  dofl  daign  to  woo  ner  little  wortH 
To  be  the  Princely  Bride  of  fuch  a  Lord : 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  Country  Main  and  AnjoHd 
Free  from  oppreffion,  or  the  iftroke  of  War, 
My  Daughter  (hall  be  Henrj\  if  he  pleafe. 

Suf.  That  is  her  Ranfom^  I  deliver  her; 
And  thofe  two  Countries,  I  will  undertake. 
Your  Grace  (hall  well  and  quietly  enjoy, 

Reig.  And  I  again  in  Henrfs  Royal  Name, 
As  Deputy  unto  thaf  gracious  King, 
Give  thee  her  l^ancjl  for  fign?  of  plighted  Faith. 

'Suf.  ReigffferofFra^ej  I  give  thee  Kingly  thanks^ 
Becaufe  it  fs  in  TraPSck;  of  a. King. 
And  yet  methinks  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  ow,n  Attorney^  in  this  cafe.         [j4fi^* 
ril  over  then  to  England  with  this  News, 
And  make  this  Marriage  to  be  folemniz'd  :. 
So  farewel  Reignier^  fet  this  Diamond  fafe 
In  Golden  Palaces  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace. 
The  Chriftian  Prince  King  Hpirjy  were,  hci  here. 

Mar.  Farewel  my  Lord^  gped  wifhes,  praifct  apd,pnyer% 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  [She.  is goif^^ 

Suf.  Farewel,  fw>eet  IV^fJam;  but  hark. ypU|^  4£arg4rit$ 
No  Princely  Commendations^,  to  ^y  Kingf 

Mar.  Such  Commendations  a^  become , a  Miaid» 
A  Virgin  and  his  Servant, .  fay  to.  him. 

Suf.  Words  fweetly  pJac'^,.  and  modefi]|jc  4ireded» 
But,  Madam,  I  muft  trouble  you  agajn^ 
No  loving  Token  to  his.Majoftyi 

M4ri 
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Mar.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  a  pure  iinfpotted  Heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  1  fend  the  King« 

Suf.  And  this  withal.  .  [Kijfes  her.\ 

'  Mar.  That  for  thy  felf— ^ — I  will  not  fb  prefume. 
To  fend  fuch  peeviih  Tokens  to  a  King, 

Snf.  Oh  wer't  thou  for  my  felf but  Sufoll^  ftay. 

Thou  mayeft  not  wander  in  that  Labyrinth, 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  Treafons  luik. 
Sollicit  Henrj  with  her  wondrous  praife, 
Bethink  thee  on  her  Virtues  that  furmounr. 
Made  natural  Graces  that  extinguiih  Art, 
Repeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  Seas, 
That  when  thou  com'ft  to  kneel  at  Henrfs  Feet, 
Thou  may'ft  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.[£;i?fiif»/; 
Enter  York,  Warrwick,  a  Shepherd,  and  PucelJe. 

Tork^  Bring  forth  that  Sorccrefs  condemned  to  burn. 
:  Shep.  Ah,  Joan,  this  kills  thy  Father's  Heart  out-right ; 
Have  I  fought  every  Country  far  and  near. 
And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  our, 
Muft  I  behold  thy  timelefs  cruel  Death! 
Ah  Joan^  fweet  Daughter,  I  will  die  with  thee* 

pHcel.  Decrepit  Mifer,  bafe  ignoble  Wretch, 
X  am  defcended  of  a  gender  Blood. 
Thou  art  no  Father,  nor  no  Friend  of  mfne. 

i   Shep.  Our^out -My  Lords,  and  pleafe  you,  'tisjabtfoi^  . 

I  did  beget  her  all  the  Pari(h  knows : 

Her  Mother  liveth  yet,  can  teftifie 

She  was  the  firft  Fruit  of  my  Batch'lor-fliip. 

War.  Gracelefs,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  Parentage  ? 
, .  Tork*  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  beefti 
Wicked  and  vile,  and  fo  her  Death  concludes. 

Shep.  Fie  Joan^  that  thou  wilt  be  fo  obftacle: 
God  knows  thou  art  a  CoUop  of  my  Flefli, 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  ftied  many  a  Tear  j  1 

beny  nie  noti  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Joan^ 

PuceL  Peafanr,.  avanr.   Yoii  have  fuborn'd  this  Matt 
Of  purppfe  to  obfcure  my  npble  Birth. 

Shep»  Tis  true,  l,gave  a  Noble  to  the  PriefK, 
The  morn  that  t  was  wedded  to  her  Mother. 
ICneel  down  and  take  my  Blefling,  gi3Qd  my  GvxV^ 
Wilt  thou  not  ftoopT  Now  curfed  be  iVvt  umt;  -.^ 
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Of  thy  Nativity  5  I  would  the  Milk 

Thy  Mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  fuck'dfl:  her  Breaft, 

Mad  been  a  little  Ratsbane  for  thy  fake : 

Or  elfe,  when  thou  didft  keep  thy  Lambs  afield, 

I  wifh  (bme  ravenous  Wolf  had  eaten  thee. 

Doft  thou  deny  thy  Father,  curfed  DrabS 

0  burn  her,  burn  her,  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exit* 
Torl^  Take  her  away,  for  (he  hath  liv'd  too  long. 

To  fill  the  World  with  vitious  qualities. 

PficcL  Firft,  let  me  tell  you  w|iom  you  have  condemned, 
Not  me,  begotten  of  a  Shepherd  Swain, 
But  iflued  from  the  Progeny  of  Kings, 
Virtuous  and  Holy,  chofen  from  above^ 
By  infpiration  ^f  Celeftial  Grace, 
To  work  exceeding  Miracles  on  Earth. 

1  never  had  to  (jto  with  wicked  Spirits. 
But  you  that  are^olluted  with  your  Lufls^ 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  Blood  of  Innocents, 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufand  Vices, 
Becaufe  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have. 
You  judge  it  ftreight  a  thing  impoflible 

To  compafs  \^onaers,  but  by  help  of  Devils. 
No,  mifconceived  Joan  of  ^rc  hath  been 
A  Virgin  from  her  tender  Infancy, 
Chafl:e>  and  immaculate  in  very  thought, 
Whofe  Maiden-blood  thus  rigoroufly  efFus*d,, 
Will  cry  for  Vengeance  at  the  Gates  of  Heav'n. 

Tork*  Ay,  ay;  away  with  her  to  Execution. 

War.  And  heark  ye.  Sirs;  becaufe  fhe  is  aMaid, 
Spare  for  90  Faggots,  let  there  be  enow : 
Place  Barrels  of  Pitch  upon  the  fatal  (lake. 
That  fp  her  torture  may  be  ihortned. 

Pucel.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  Hearts! 
Then  Joan  difcover  thine  infirmity. 
That  warranterh  by  Law,  to  be  thy  privilege. 
I  am  with  Child,  ye  bloody  Homicides : 
Murther  not  then  the  Fruit  within  my  Womb, 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  Death. 
^    Plan.  Now  Heav'n  forfend  I  the  holy  Maid  with  Child! 

TPkr.  The  ^reatefl  Miracle  that  e*er  you  wrought: 
Is  all  your  &n6t  precifenefs  com^  to  this! 
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Ttrl^  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggVwgf 
I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge, 

fPar.  Well,  go  to,  we  will  have  no  Baftards  h've, 
Efpecially  /ince  Charles  muft  Father  it. 

PuceL  Youaredeceiv'd,  my  Child  is  none  of  htf. 
It  was  jilenfon  that  enjoyed  my  Love. 

Tork^.  jilenfony  that  notorious  Matchevile  ! 
It  dies,  and  if  it  had  a  thoufand  Lives. 

PuceU  O  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you  ; 
*Twas  neither  Charles^  nor  yet  the  Duke  1  nam'd. 
But  Reignier  King  of  Naples  that  prevail'd. 

Wan  A  married  Man!  that's  mod  intolerable. 

Tork*  Why  here's  a  Girl;  I  think  (he  knows  not  well 
(^Thcre  were  fo  many)  whom  Ihe  may  accufe. 

PTar.  It's  fign  (he  had  been  liberal  and  free. 

Tork.  And  yet  forfooth  (he  is  a  Virgin  pure. 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  Brat,  and  thee. 
Ufe  no  intreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Pucel.  Then  lead  me  hence;  with  whom  I  leave  my  curfe. 
May  never  glorious  Sun  reflex  his  Beams 
Upon  the  Country  where  you  make  abode ; 
But  darknefs,  and  the  gloomy  (hade  of  death 
Inviron  you,  'till  Mifchief  and  Dcfpair 
Drive  you  to  break  your  Necks,  or  hang  your  fdvcs.  [Exit. 

Enter  CardinaL 

Torks  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  confume  to  A(hes» 
Thou  foul  accurfed  Minifter  of  Hell. 

Car.  Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 
With  Letters  of  Commiflion  from  the  King, 
For  know,  my  Lords,  the  States  of  Chriftendom^ 
Mov'd  with  remorfe  of  thefe  outrageous  broils. 
Have  earneftly  implor'd  a  general  Peace, 
Betwixt  our  Nation  and  ta  afpiring  French; 
And  here  at  hand,  the  Dauphin  and  his  Train  i 

Approacheth,  to  confer  about  (bme  matters. 

Tork.  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  ££Feft{ 
After  the  flaughter  of  fo  many  Peers* 
So  many  Captains,  Gentlemen,  and  Soldiers^ 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown. 
And  fold  their  Bodies  for  their  Countries  BeSLt£x> 

ShaU  we  at  UR  coaclitde  effeminatt  l^^^c^X 


Have  we  not  loft  moft  part  of  all  the  Townsi 
By  Treafon,  Fiali(hoodj  and  by  Treachery,      ' 
Our  great  Progenitors  had  conquered? 
Oh  JVarH/ick^  Warwick^  I  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lofs  of  all  the  Realm  of  Trance. 

War.  Be  patient,  Ttr^ ;  if  we  conclude  a  Peace,| 
It  (hall  be  with  fuch  ftrid  and  fevere  Covenants^' 
As  little  iliall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,  Alenfon,  Bafiard^  and  Reignier» 

Char.  Since,  Lords  of  England^  it  is  thus  agreed^. 
That  peaceful  Truce  ihall  be  proclaim'd  in  France^  ' 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  your  felves. 
What  the  Conditions  of  that  League  muft  be* 

Tork.  Speak,  Winchefter ;  for  boiling  Choler  chokes 
The  hollow  paflfage  of  my  poifon'd  Voice, 
By  fight  of  thefe  our  baleful  Enemies. 

Win*  Charles;  and  the  reft,  it  is  enafted  thus: 
That  in  regard  King  Henrj  gives  confenr, 
Qf  mecr  compaffion,  and  ot  lenity. 
To  eafe  your  Country  of  diftrefsful  War, 
And  fuffer  you  to  breath  in  fruitful  Peace, 
You  (hall  become  true  Liegemen  to  Kis  Crown. 
And  Charles^  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  pay  him  Tribute^  and  fubmit  thy  felf. 
Thou  flialt  be  plac'd  as  Viceroy  under  him. 
And  ftill  enjoy  thy  regal  Dignity*      i 

jilen.  Muft  he  be  then  a  ftiadow  of  himfelfl 
Adorn  hi^  Temples  with  a  Coronet, 
And  yet  in  Siibftance  and  Authority, 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  Man  ? 
This  Proffer  is  abfurd  and  reafbniefs. 

Char.  'Tis  known  already,  that  I  am  pofleft 
Of  more  than  half  the  GaHian  Territories, 
And  therein  reverence^  for  their  lawful  King* 
Shall  I  for  lucre  of  the  reft  un-vanquiih'd, 
Detraft  fo  much  from  that  Prerogative, 
As  to  be  caird  but  Viceroy  of  the  whole? 
No,  Lord  A mb^ffadoft  I'U  wher  keep 
That  which  I  have,  -tlwo  coveting  for  more» 
Be  caft  frc^  poflibility  of  all. 
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Us'd  interceffion  to  obtain  a  League,  ^ 

And  now  the  matter  giows  to  coinprpmifc^ 

Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  Comparifon  ? 

Eith-^    accept  the  Title  thou  ufurp'^ft. 

Of  ><-nefic  proceeding  from  our  King, 

Ana  not  of  any  challenge  of  Dtfert, 

O:  w ;  will  plague  thee  with  inceffaht  Wars. 

Re^^.  My  Lord,  you  do  not  well,  in  dbffihacy 
To  cavil  in  the  courfe  of  this  Cbhtraft : 
If  once  ir  be  negleifted,  ten  to  one 
We  fli^n  not  find  like  opportunity.' 

^la^j.  T  )  lay  the  truth,  it  ft  your  policy. 
To  fave  your  Subjeds  from  fuch  miaflacre 
And  rutiilefs  flaug^ters  as  are  daily  feen 
By  our  proceeding  in  Hoftility. 
And  therefore  take  this  contrad  of  a  Truce^j 
Although  you  break  it,  when  your  pleafure  ferves. 

[AJfdc  to  the  Dau^h  n^ 

War.  How  fay'fl:  thou  Charles  ? 
Shall  our  Coudjtion  ftand  ? 

Char.  Itfhall: 
Only  referv*d,  you  claim  no  interfeft 
In  any  of  our  Towns  of  Garrifon. 

Torl^  Then  fwear  Allegiance  to  his  Majefly^ 
As  thou  art  Knight,  never  to  difobey* 
Nor  be  Rebellious  to  the  Crown  of  En^and^ 
Thou  nor  thy  Nobles,  to  the  Crown  of  ^EngldnH* 
So,  now  difmif§  your  Army  when  you  pleafe: 
Hang  up  your  Enfigns,  let  your  Drums  be  ftill. 
For  here  we  entertain  a  folemn  Peace.  . ,  ^      {jEs^e^nt. 

Enter  Suffolk  in  conference  with  king  Hfenry,  GloHcefter 

and,  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  Yoiir  wondrous  rare  deifcription,  noble  Earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret ^  hath  aAonijh'd  rhe:  ^ 

Her  Virtues  graced  wiik  external  i^ifts. 
Do  breed  Loves  fettled  Paflions  in  my  Heart, 
Arid  like  as  rigour  with  tempeftuous  Gufts 
Provokes  the  mightieft  rfulk  againfl:  the  tide, 
So  am  i  driven  by  breith  of  her  ^enowrJj 
Either  to  fuffet  Sni^wrack^  or  artlvt  i 

Wierc  I  may  have  fruition  o\  W  X.^\«  ^  . 
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Snff  Tu{h»  my  good  Lord,  this  fuperficial  Tale 
Is  but  at  Preface  to  her  worthy  Praife : 
"JThe  chief  Perfedtons  of  that  lovely  Dame, 
Had  I  fufficient  Skill  to  utter  them, 
Would  make  a  Volume  of  inticing  lines. 
Able  to  raviHi  any  dull  conceit. 
And  which  is  more,  ihe  is  not  fo  Divine, 
So  full  repleat  with  choice  of  all  Delights, 
But  with  as  humble  lowlinefs  of  Mind, 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command: 
Commands  I  mean*  of  virtuous  chafte  intents, 
|To  love  and  honour  Hcnrj  as  her  Lord. 

K.  Hcurj.  And  otherwiie,  will  Henrj  ne*er  prefume : 
Therefore,  my  Lord  Protedlor,  give  confcnt. 
That  Margaret  may  be  EnglamfsKoy^X  Queen. 

Glo.  So  (hould  I  give  confent  to  flatter  Sin. 
You  know,  my  Lord,  your  Highnefs  is  betroth'd 
Unto  another  Lady  of  efteem. 
How  ihall  we  then  difpence  with  that  Contraft, 
And  not  deface  your  Honour  with  reproach  ? 

Sufi  As  doth  a  Ruler  with  unlawful  Oaths, 
Oj^ne  that  at  a  Triumph,  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrengtb,  forfaketh  yet  the  Lifts 
By  reafon  of  his  Adverfary*s  odds. 
A  poor  Earl's  Daughter  is  unequal  odds> 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Gh.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Magaret  more  than  that/ 
Her  Father  is  no  better  than  an  Earl, 
Although  in  glorious  Titles  he  excel. 

Snf.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  her  Father  is  a  King, 
The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerufalem^ 
And  of  fuch  great  Authority  in  Francej 
That  his  Alliance  will  confirm  our  Peace^ 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  Allegiance. 

Glo»  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  may  do, 
Becaufe  he  is  near  Kinfman  unto  Charles. 

Exe.  Befide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  Dower, 
Where  Reignier  (boner  will  receive  than  give. 

Snf.  A  Dower,  my  Lords  f  Difgrace  not  fo  your  Kii^^ 
That  he  ihould  be  fo  abjeft,  bafe,  and  poor. 
To  chafe  for  Wealth,  and  not  Cot  ^tt(t€L  I^e% 
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Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Queen, 

And  not  to  feek  a  Queen  to  make  him  rich. 

So  worthlefs  Peafants  bargain  for  their  WiveSf 

As  Market-men  for  Oxen,  Sheep,  or  Horfe» 

But  Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 

Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  Atcorney-fhip: 

Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Grace  afFeft^ 

Muft  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  Bed* 

And  therefore.  Lords,  fince  he  afFeSs  her  moft. 

It  moft  of  all  thefe  Reafons  bindeth  us, 

In  our  Opinions  (he  (hould  be  preferred ; 

For  what  is  Wedlock  forced,  but  a  Hell, 

An  age  of  difcord  «nd  continual  ftrife  ?  ^ 

Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  blils^ 

And  is  a  Pattern  of  celeftial  Peace, 

Whom  (hould  we  match  mth  Henry »  being  a  King, 

But  Margarety  that  is  Daughter  to  a  King? 

Her  peerlefs  Feature,  joined  with  her  Birtn, 

Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  King. 

Her  valiant  Courage,  and  undaunted  Spirit* 

More  than  in  Women  commonly  is  feen. 

Will  anfwer  our  hope  in  iffue  of  a  King: 

For  Henrjy  Son  unto  a  Conquerort 
Is  likely  to  beget  more  Conquerors, 

If  with  a  Lady  of  (b  high  refolve. 

As  is  fair  Margaret^  he  be  link'd  in  Love*  ' 

Then  yield  my  Lords,  and  here  conclude  with  me. 

That  Margaret  Ihall  be  Queen,  and  none  but  fhe, 

/C.  Henrj.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report. 

My  noble  Lord  of  Suffoll^i  or  for  that      , 

My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 

With  any  Paffion  of  inflaming  Love, 

I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  aflfur'd, 

I  feel  fuch  Iharp  diflention  in  my  Breaft, 

Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 

As  I  am  fick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 

Take  therefore  Shipping;  poft,  my  Lord,  to  France^ 

Agree  p  any  Covenants,  and  procure 

That  Lady  Margaret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 

To  crofs  the  Seas  to  England^  and  be  Crowcv'd^ 

King  Henrf%  faithful  and  anoitvud  Qv\t^^%  ^  ^ 
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For  your  Expences  and  fufficient  Charge, 

Among  the  People  gather  up  a  tenth. 

Be  gone,  I  fay,  for  'till  you  do  return, 

I  reft  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  Cares. 

And  you,  good  Uncle,  banifli  all  ofFeflce : 

If  you  do  cenfure  me,  by  what  you  were. 

Not  what  you  are^  I  know  it  will  excufe 

This  fudden  Execution  of  my  Will. 

And  fo  condud  me,  where  from  company, 

I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  Grief.  i_Exit. 

GU.  Ay>  grief  I  fear  me>  both  at  firft  and  laft. 

lExlt  Glouceftcr. 

Suf,  Thus  Sufolk)MK\i  prevail'd,  and  thus  he  goes 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greect, 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love. 
But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did: 
Mdrgarit  (hall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King: 
I^ut  I  will  rule  both  her.  the  King,  and  ReaJm.         [Exii. 


THE 

Second   Part 

O  F 

KingJ/EiVKT  VI, 

With  the  Death  of  the 

Good  Duke  Humphry, 


,'i.Jix.1-.-__ 


JPtinted  in  the  "^  B-KT^-via^- 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

KIATG  Henry  VI. 
Humphry  D«/^«  <»/Gloucefter,\ _,  ,.         ,    „. 
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Dhke  of  Suffolk. 
Dame  Elianor,  Wife  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 
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T^e  SCENE  «  /^ii  ^tt'y  differfcdlj  in  Qtnitil 

Tarts  of  ILtv^mA. 
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King  HENRT  VI. 

ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 

Flourifit  of  Trumpets  :  Then  Hautboys.  Biter 
KingUcnry,  1)uke  Humphry,  Salisbury,  War- 
wick, ana  Beauforc  on  the  one  fide.  The 
^een,  SuiFolk,  York,  Somcrfet,  <f»df  Bucking- 
ham en  the  other.. 


SVFFOLK. 

IS  by  your  high  Imperial  Majefty, 
I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  Fraacefg^ 
As  procurator  to  your  Excellence,        ^ 
|To  marry  Princefs  Margaret  for  your  Grace ; . 
So  in  the  famous  .ancient  Ciiy,7o«rj, 
«In  prefence  of  the  Kings  of  Frante  zndSicih. 
The  Dukes  of  Orkani,  Calabar^  Bretaigne,  Aletifaay. 
Seven  Earh,  twelve  Barons,  and  twenty  reverend  BWhops, 
I  have  perform'd  my  Tlsk,  and  was  efpous'd : 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  Knee^ 
In  fight  of  England  and  her  Lordly  Peers, 
Deliver  up  my  Title  in  the  Queen 

[Prefenting  the  Queen  to  the  Kin^. 
.  To  your  moft  gracious  Hand,  that  «ft  tVJR%i:fe^aaRft. 
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Of  that  great  Shadow  I  did  reprefent : 
The  happieft  gift  that  ever  Marqucfs  gave. 
The  faircft  Queen  that  ever  King  receivM.  .; 

K»  Henrj.  Suffolk  arife.     Welcome,  Queen  Margaret'^ 
I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  fign  of  Love 
Than  this  kind  Kifs.    O  Lord,  that  lends  ihe  Lifej 
Lend  me  a  Heart  repleat  with  thankfulnefs : 
For  thou  haft  given  me,  in  this /beauteous  Face, 
A  world  of  Earthly  Bleffings  to  my  SouJ, 
If  fympathy  of  Love  unite  our  Thoughts* 

Q^Mar.  Great  King  of  England^  and  my  gracious  Lord,' 
The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had» 
By  Day,  by  Night,  waking,  and  in  iny  Dreams^' 
In  courtly  Company,  or  at  my  Beads, 
With  you  mine  Alder  liefeft  Sovereign, 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  King, 
With  ruder  terms,  fuch  as  my  Wit  afFordsj 
And  over-joy  of  Heart  doth  minifter. 

K.  Henry.  Her  fight  did  ravifh,  but  her  grace  in  speech,* 
Her  words  yclad  with  Wifdom's  Majefty, 
Make  me  from  wondring,  fall  to  weeping  Joys, 
JSuch  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  Heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice,  welcome  my  Love. 

yill  kneel.  Long  live  Queen  Margar^^  England*^  happinefi. 

O^Mar.  We  thank  you  all.  [Flofirijb* 

Stif.  My  Lord  Proteftor,  fo  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Here  are  the  Articles  of  contrafted  Peace, 
Between  our  Sovereign,  and  the  French  King  Charleti 
For  eighteen  Months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glo.  Reads.']  Imprimis,  If  is  agreed  between  the  French  Kingl 
Charles,  ^W  William  de  la  Pole,  Marquefs  of  Suffolk,  Am\ 
bajfador  of  England,  That  the  faid  Henry  JImU  efpiitfi  thi 
Ljidy  Margares  Daughter  unto  Reignier,  King  of  Naples,  Si- 
dlia,  and  Jerufalem,  and  Crown  her  Queen  of  England,  e*et 
the  thirteenth  of  May  next  enfuing. 

Item^  That  the  Dutchj  £^/ Anjou,  and  the  County  of  Mainj 
Jl?all  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  Father. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

Glo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  Lord, 
Some  fudden  qudm  hath  flruck  me  to  the. Heart* 
And  ditnn'd  mine  Ey^s^,  t\ut  I  c»  m4  tio  ftitther.' 
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K.  Henrj.  Uncle  of  Winchefterj  1  pray  read  on. 
Win.  Item,  //  is  further  agreed  berween  them^  That  the 
Dmchies  of  Anjou  and  Main  Jhall  be  releafed  and  ddivered 
etier  to  the  King  her  Father^  and  jhe  fint-over  of  the  King  of 
BnglandV  own  proper  Cofi  and  Charge^  without  having  Any 
DoTvrj. 

K.  Henry.  They  pleafe  us  well.  Lord  Marquefs,  kneeldown  j 
We  here  create  thee  the  firft  Duke  of  Suffolk^^ 
And  girt  thee  with  the  Sword.     Coufin  of  Tork^ 
Wc  here  difcharge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 
I'th'  parts  of  France^  'till  term  of  eighteen  Months 

Be  full  expir'd.     Thank?,  Uncle  Winchejter^      ^^ > 

Gloucejtery  York?  Buckingham^  and  Somerfet^ 
Salisbury  and  Warwick^ 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done. 
In  Entertainment  to  my  Prin<:ely  Queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 
To  fee  her  Coronation  be  perfbrm'd. 

[Exeunt  Kingy  Oueen^  and  SufiPolk 
Manent  the  refi. 
Glo^  Brave  Peers  of  England^  Pillars  of  the  State* 
^o  you  Duke  Humphry  mufl  unload  his  Grief: 
Vour  Grief,  the  common  Grief  all  the  Land. 
What  ?  did  my  Brother  Henry  fpend  his  Youth* 
His  Valour,  Coin,  and  People  in  the  Wars? 
Did  he  (b  often  lodg€  in  open  Field, 
In  Winters  cold,  and  Summer's  parching  hear. 
To  conquer  France^  his  true  Inheritance  ? 
And  did  my  Brother  Bedford  toil  his  Wits 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got : 
Have  you  your  felvcs,  Somerjet^  Buckingham^ 
Brave  Tork^  Saliskuryy  and  vidorious  Warwick* 
Received  deep  Scars  in  France  and  Normandy : 
Or  hath  mine  tjncle  Bedford^  and  my  felf. 
With  all  the  learned  Council  of  the  Realm, 
Studied  fo  long,  fat  in  the  C9UnciI-houfe> 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro, 
How  France  and  Frenchmen xm^t  be  kept  in  awe ; 
And  was  his  Highnefs  in  his  Infancy*. 
Crowned  in  Tarts  in  defpight  of  Eoesii 
And  (hall  thefe  Labours,  and  thefe  Honovin  dv^\ 
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Shall  Henrfs  Conqueft,  Bedford's  Vigilance, 
Your  Deeds  of  War,  and  ail  our  Counfcl  die  i 
O  Peers  of  Englandy  (hameful  is  this  League, 
Fatal  this  Marriage,  cancelling  your  Fame, 
Blotting  your  Names  from  Books  of  memory, 
Rafing  the  Characters  of  your  Renown, 
Defacing  Monuments  of  conquer*d  France^ 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been. 

Car.  Nephew>  what  means  this  paflionate  Dilcourfe  3 
This  peroration  withfuch  Circumftance? 
For  France^  *tis  ours;  and  we  will  keep  it  ftilf. 
Glo.  Ay,  Uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can : 
But  now  it  is  iropoffible  we  fhoukl. 
Snffdk^  the  new  made  Duke  that  rules  the  Jofl, 
Mth  given  the  Dutchy  of  'Anjou  and  Mdin^ 
Unto  the  poor  King  Reigniery  whofe  large  Style 
Agrees  not  with  the  leannefs  of  his  Purfe* 

SaL  Now  by  the  death  of  hiib  who  dy'd  for  all> 
Thcfe  Counties  were  the  Keys  of  Normandy : 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick*  my  valiant  Son  ? 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  paft  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again» 
My  Sword' (hall  fhedhotBlood,  mine  Eyes  no  Tears* 
jinjoH  and  Main  \  My  felf  did  win  them  both : 
Ti)ofe  Provinces  thefc  Arms  of  mine  did  conquer* 
And  are  the  Citits  that  were  got  with  Wounds 
Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  Words  \ 
Mort  DieH  \ 

Tork.  For  Suffoll($  Duke,  may  he  be  fuffocate. 
That  dims  the  Honour  of  this  Warlike  Ifle: 
France  (hould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  Heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  League. 
1  never  read  but  Englan^s  Kings  have  had 
Large  fums  of  Gold,  and  Dowries  with  their  Wives! 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Glo.  A  proper  Jeft,  and  never  heard  before. 
That  Suffoll^  (hould  defnand  a  whole  Fifteenth, 
For  Co(t  and  Charges  in  tranfporting  her: 
She  ihould  have  ftaid  in  France^  and  fiarv'4  in  France 
Before 
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Car.  My  Lord  of  Glofier^  now  ye  grow  too  hot  .• 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  Lord  the  King. 

Glo.  My  Lord  of  Winchefier^  I  know  your  Mind. 
'Tis  not  my  Speeches  that  you  do  miflikej 
But  'tis  my  Ptefence  that  doth  trouble  you* 
Rancour  will  our,  proud  Prelate ;  in  thy  Face 
I  fee  thy  fury :  It  I  longer  flay. 
We  fliall  begin  our  ancient  Bickerings. 
Lordings  farewel,  and  fay  when  I  am  gone, 
I  prophefi'd,  France  will  be  loft  e'er  long.  [Exiu 

Car.  Sip,  there  goes  our  Protecflor  in  a  rage : 
*Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  Enemy ; . 
Kay  more,  an  Enemy  unto  you  all. 
And  no  great  Friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King. 
Confider,  Lords,  he  is  the  next  of  Blood, 
And  Heir  apparent  to  the  Englip  Crown  : 
Had  Henry  got  an  Empire  by  his  Marriage, 
And  all  the  wealthy  Kingdoms  of  the  Wefti 
There's  reafon  he  fhould  be  difpleas'd  at  it: 
Look  to  it.  Lords,  let  not  his  fmoothing  Words 
Bewitch  your  Hearts,  be  wife  and  circumfpeft. 
What  though  the  common  People  favour  him, 
Calling  him  Hnniphry,  the  good  Duks  of  Glo*fter,  "^ 
Clapping  their  Hands,  and  crying  with  loudvoicei 
Jefu  maintain  your  Royal  Excellence^ 
With  God  prejerve  the  good  Duke  .Humphry. 
I  fear  me.  Lords,  for  all  this  flattering  glofsj 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  ProteSor. 

Buck.  Why  (hbuld  he  then  proteft  our  Sovereign? 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf. 
Coufin^of  Somerfet,  joi»  you  withirie. 
And  all  together  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolt^^ 
We'll  quickly  hoik  HwV^tlHjj^phry  from  His  Seat. 

Car.  This  weifihtv  b  finefs  will  not  brook  delay, 
1*11  to  the  Duke  of  Stifolk^^rtknxly.  .  [Bxlh. 

Som.  Coufin  of  BHckin^ham^  though  HumpUrf^  Pnde 
And  grearnefs  of  his  Place  be  grief  to  qs, 
.  iTet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal: 
His  Infole'nce  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  Princes  in  the  Land  befide  \ 
li  Glofier  be  diftlac'd,  He'll  be  Prottaot;  .     , 

ydi.iiL  li  ^^^"^^ 
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Buck*  Or  thou,  or  I,  Somerfety  will  be  Proteftor, 
Defpight  Duke  Humphry^  or  the  Cardinal. 

[^Exit  Buckingham  and  Someriet. 
Sml.  Pfide  went  before.  Ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  Preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  Realm. 
I  never  faw  but  Hnrnphry  Duke  of  Glo^fier» 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  Gentleman  : 
Ofc  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal, 
More  like  a  Soldier  than  a  Man  o'th'  Church, 
As  (tout  and  proud  as  he  were  Lord  of  all» 
Swear  Hke  a  Ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 
Unlike  the  Ruler  of  a  Common- weal. 
Wkrwick,  my  Son>  the  Comfort  of  my  Age, 
Thy  Deeds,  thy  Plainnels,  ahd  thy  Hoafe-kee^fng, 
Have  won  the  greatefl  favour  of  the  Commons, 
Excepting  none  but  Good  Duke  Humfhrj. 
And  Brother  Tork't  thy  Afts  in  Ireland^ 
In  bringing  them  to  Civil  Difcipline; 
Thy  late  Exploits  done  in  the  Heart  of  France 
When  thou  Wert  Regent  for  our  Sovereign, 
Have  made  thee  fcar'd  and  honoured  of  the  People.* 
Join  we  together  for  the  publick  Good, 
In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fupprefs 
The  Pride  of  Sufolk^  and  the  Cardinal, 
With  Somerfet\  and  Bnckifighams  Ambition, 
And  as  we  may  dieriih  Duke  Hnmphrfs  Deeds* 
While  they  do  ttnd  the  profit  of  the  Land. 

ffar.  So  God  help  Warwick^  as  he  loves  the  Land,     * 
And  common  profit  of  his  Country. 

Torkz  And  fo  fays  Torky 
For  he  hath  greateft  ciaufe. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  hafire  away. 
And  look  unto  the  main. 
War.  Unto  the  main  ? 
Oh  Father,  Main  is  loft. 

That  JUainy  which  by  main  (orceWarwiek^AxA  win. 
And  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft : 
MaiQ-chance  Father  you  meant*  but  I  meant  Adain^ 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfe  be  flain. 

[Exit  W^rvick  and  Salisbury,    Mmm  Yoit 
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Tork*  ^nj^u  anxl  Main  are  given  tp  the  French^ 
Paris  is  loft,  the  State  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  poiiK)  now  they  are  gone: 
«y«^/i^  concluded  on  the  Articles, 
The  Peers  agreed,  and  Henrj  was  weU  picas'd. 
To  chang^two  Dukedoms  for  a  Duke's  fairDaughter. 
I  cannot  blajme  them  all»  wh^  is't  to  them  \ 
'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  i3ot  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  penny  won  Wpf  thqirP^age» 
And  purchMie  Friends,  juid  give  to  Cpurtezans, 
^  Still  revelling  like  Lor4^  'till  aD  ht  go^e* 
While  as  the  filly  Owj^ef  of  the  Goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  writes  his  haplefs  Hand^> 
And  ihakes  his  Head^  and  x^&a;^c^g  flaocb  aIoof> 
While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  aU  iis  born  away, 
Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dare  not  touch  hris  ow;?.* 
So  J^ri^muft  fit,  and  Jfrct,  and  bite  ,bis  Tongue, 
While  his  oyrn  Lanids  ar<e  bargain'd  ior^  and  ibid* . 
Methinks  the  R^e^Ims  of  EngloKd^  Frame  and  Ir^Und^ 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  FJ^fh  and  Blo^d^ 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  burnt, 
Unto  the  Prince's  Heart  of  Calidon: 
A»jou  and  Main  bQth  given  unto  the  French^ 
Coid  News  for  me :  For  I  had  hope  of  France, 
'  Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  Soil, 
A. day  will  come,  when  Tork^  (hall  claim  his  own. 
And  therefoc^  I  wiU  take  the  Nevills  parts. 
And  make  a  fhew  of  Loye  to  proud  livke  Hi^i^hrj^ 
And  when  I  fpy  advantage  daim  the  Crown^ 
For  .chat's  the  gojden  Mark  I  feek  to  hit : 
Nor  (hall  proud  Z^wm'^T^^'"  ufurp  my  Kightv 
Nqr.hold  t;he  Scepter  in  his  childi(h  Fift, 
Nor  wear  the  piadem  u^pn  his  Head> 
Whofe  Church-like  HupiQUf  fits  not  for  a.  Crpwp. 
Then  Tiri^be  ftill  a  while,/till  time  do  ferve: 
Watch  thop,  and  wake  wh^n  others  be  afleep. 
To  pry  into  the  Secrecy  of  the  State, 
•Till  //ir^irjr  fpf  feiting  in  joys  of  Love, 
With  his  new  Bride,  and  Englan£%  dear  bought  Queens 
'  And  Humphry  with  the  Peers  be  fall'n  at  Jars. 
Then  wUl  I  raife  aloft  the  Milk-whlt^  i^c^fe^ 
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With  v/hofe  fweet  fmell  the  Air  (hall  be  perfum'd'. 

And  in  my  Standard  bear  the  Arms  of  Tork^ 

To  grapple  with  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier, 

And  force  perfo*  ce  rjl  make  him  yield  the  Crown, 

Whofe  Booki/h  Rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 

[Exit  Yorfc 
Enter  D/^^^  Humphry,  and  his  Wtfe  Eleanor. 
EUan*  Why  droops  my  Lord,  like  over-ripen'd  Corn, 
Hanging  the  Head  at  Ceres  plenteous  Load? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphry  knit  his  Brows, 
As  frowning  at  the  Favours  of  the  World? 
Why  are  thine  Eyes  fixt  to  the  fuHen  Earth, 
Gazing  at  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  Sight? 
What  iecft  thou  there  ?  King  Henry's  Diadem, 
Inchac'd  with  all  the  Honours  of  the  World  ? 
If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  Face, 
Until  thy  Head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 
Put  forth  thy  Hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  GoId# 
What,  is't  too  (hort  ?  I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine*. 
And  having  both  together  heaved  it  up. 
We'll  both  together  lift  our  Heads  to  Hieavcn^ 
And  never  more  abaft  our  Sight  fo  low. 
As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  upon  the  Ground; 

Glo.  O  Nell^  (wcetJVellj  if  thou  doft  love  thy  Lord, 
Banifh  the  Canker  of  ambitious  Thoughts:  ^ 

And  miy  that  Thought,  When  I  imagine  111 
Agairft  my  King  and  Nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  laft  breathing  in  this  Mortal  World. 
My  troublous  Dreams  this  Night  do  make  me  fad. 

Eleaf7.  What  dream'd  my  Lord  ?  tell  me,  and  Fll  requite  it 
With  fwcet  Rehearfal  of  my  Morning's  Dream. 

Glo.  Methought  this  StaflF,  mine  Office-badge  in  Court,^ 
Was  broke  in  twain;  by  whom,  I  have  forgot. 
But  as  I  think,  it  was  by  th* Cardinal, 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  Wand 
Were  plac'd  the  Heads  of  Edmondy  Duke  of  Somerfet^ 
And  WUliam  de  la  Pole,  firft  Duke  of  Sufolk. 
This  was  the  Dream,  what  it  doth  bode,  Godknowf.- 

Ele.in.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  Argument^ 
Thit  he  that  breaks  a  Stick  of  Glofier*s  Grove>, 
ShiU  lok  his  Head'fotKi^^tdwm^UQa, 
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But  lift  to  me,  my  Hnrnphryy  my  fweet  Duke: 

Methought  I  fate  in  Seat  of  Majefty, 

Ifl  the  Cathedral  Church  of  IVefiminfler:, 

And  in  that  Chair  where  Kings  and  Queens  were  crown V, 

Where  Henry  and  Margaret  knetl'd  to  me. 

And  on  my  Head  did  T<X  the  Diadem, 

Glo.  Nay,  EleAnor^  then  muft  I  chide  outright^ 
Prefumptuous  Dame,  ill-natur'd  Eleanor^ 
Art  thou  not  fecond  Woman  in  the  Realm? 
And  the  Proteftor's  Wife,  beloved  of  him  I 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  Pleafure  at  command. 
Above  the  reach  or  cempafsof  thy  Thought? 
And  wile  thou  ftill  be  hEmmering  Treachery, 
To  tumble  down  thy  Husband  and  thy  felf. 
From  top  of  Honour,  to  Difgrace's  feet  ? ' 
Away  from  n^e,  and  let  me  hear  no  more.^  ' 

Elean.  What,  what,  my  Lord,  are  you  fo  Cholerick 
With  Eleanor^  for  telling  but  her  Dream  ? 
Next  time,  I'll  keep  my  Dreams  unto  my  felf. 
And  not  be  check'd 

Glo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again^ 

Enter  jMeffenger.  ^ 

Mejf.  My  Lord  Proteftor,  *tis  his  Highnefs  pleafure. 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St.  uilbansy 
Whefeas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  Hawk. 

Glo,  Igo:CoipeiVi?//,thouwiltridewithus?       [Ex.  do. 
Elean.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  I'll  follow  prefently. 
Follow  I  muft,  1  cannot  go  before. 
While  Glo'fier  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  Mind. 
Were  I  a  Man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  Blood, 
I  would  .remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling  Blocks, 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlefs  Necks. 
And  being  a  Woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 
To  play  my  part  in  Fortune's  Pageant. 
Where  are  you  there?  Sir  John;  nay  fear  nor,  Man, 
We  are  alone,  here's  none  but  thee  and  I. 

Emer  Hume. 
Hnme.  Jefus  prcferve  your  Royal  Majefly. 
Elean.  What  fay *ft  thou?  Majefty :  I  am  but'Grace. 
,    Hnme.  But  by  the  Grace  of  God,  and  HHmc%  AjAMVC^e,^ 
Your  Grace's  Titje  fliall  be  mu\tip\7M* 
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EUoH.  V^lut  &]f*ftthou,  Mw?  Haft  them  as  yet  coofar'd 
With  AUrfcrj  Jtrdan^  tbc  cunoiog  Witch ; 
With  R0ger  BHUtnghr§§k3  the  Con/urcr, 
And  wilt  they  ondertAe  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hmme*  This  they  have  piofnifed,  to  fliew  your  Highxfi 
A  Spirit  raised  from  depth  ol  UMier  Ground, 
That  ihail  make  anfwer  to  fucb  Qaeftfoosi 
As  by  your  Grace  (hall  be  propounded  hinu 

EUan.  It  is  enough,  I'll  think  upon  the  Queftions: 
When  from  St.  jilhans  we  do  make  return ; 
We'll  fee  thofe  things  efFeded  to  the  full. 
Here  Humtj  take  this  Reward,  make  merry  Mao 
With  thy  Confederates  in  this  weighty  Caufe. 

[Exit  Eleanor. 

Hume.  Hume muft  make  merry  with  the  Dutcheis^s  Gold: 
Marry  and  (ball;  but  how  now»  Sir  JohnHmmei 
Seal  up  your  Lips,  and  give  no  Words,  but  Mum; 
The  bufinefs  asktth  filent  fecrccy. 
Dame  EUamr  gires  Goldi  to  bring  the  Witch : 
Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  fhe  a  DevtL 
Yet  hive  I  Gold  flies  from  another  Co^ft: 
1  dare  not  fay,  from  the  rich  Cardinal, 
And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Dtike  of  Suffilk; 
Yet  I  do  find  it  fo :  For,  to  be  plain. 
They  (knowing  Dame  Eleanors  afpiring  Humour^ 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  Dutchef?, 
And  buz  thefe  Conjurations  in  her  Brain. 
They  fay,  a  crafty  Knave  does  need  no  Broker ; 
Yet  am  I  SuffollCs  and  the  Cardinal's  Broker. 
Hume  J  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  (hall  go'  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  Knaves. 
Well,  fo  it  ftands;  and  thus  I  fear  at  laft, 
HHme\  Knavery  will  be  the  Dutchefs's  Wrack, 
And  her  Attainture  will  be  Humphrfs  Fill : 
Sort  how  it  will,  I  (hall  have  Gold  for  all.  [Exih 

Enter  three  or  four  Pethioneirsj  the  Armorer  $  Man  hoing  one. 
I  Pet.  My  Matters,  let's  ft  and  clofe,  my  Lord  Protedor 
will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may  dehrcr  our 
Supplications  in  the  Quill. 

zPet.  Marryi  the  Lord  ^coted  himt  forhe*sagoodMin, 
Jefu  blefs  him. 
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£w^^r  Suffolk,  and  Queen. 

1  Pet.  Here  a  comes  methinkj,  and  the  Queen  with  him : 
ril  be  the  firft  fure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  pf  Sjtffhlks  and 
not  my  Lord  Proteftor. 

Snff^.  How  now.  Fellow;  would'ft  airy  thing  with  me? 

I  Pit.  I  pray,  my  Lord,  pardon  rae,  I  took  ye  for  my  Lord 
Proteftor. 

O^Afar.  To  my  Lord  PfotC(5or?  Are  your  Supplications 
to  his  Lordftiip?  let  me  fee  them;  what  is  thine? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is,  and'tpleafeyour  Grace,  ^gmH  John  Goo4' 
man,  my  Lord  Cardinal's  Man,  for  keeping  my  H^ufe,  and 
Lands,  and  Wife,  and  aU  from  rae. 

Saf.  Thy  Wife  too?  That's  fome  wrong  indeed.  What's 
yours  ?  What's  here  ?  [^Reads^  ^gainfl-  the  Dul^e  of  Suf- 
folk, for  indojing  the  Commons  of  Mclfprd.  How  now.  Sir 
Knave? 

2  Pet.  Alas,  "Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  Petitioner  of  our  whcJc 
Townftiip. 

3  Pet.  Again  ft  my  M  after,  Thomas  Horner,  for  faying,  That 
the  Duke  of  Tork^  was  rightful  Heir  to  the  Crown. 

a^^r.^Wbat  fay*ft  thou?  did  the  Dqke  of  Kri^  fay, 
he  was  rightful  Heir  to  th^  Crown  ? 

3  Pet.  That  my  Miftrefs  was  ?  No,  forfooth  ;  my  Mafl:er 
faid,  chathe  was;  and  that  the  King  was  an  Ufurper. 

Suf.  Who  is  there? 

Enter  Servant. 
Take  this  Fellow  in,  ahd  fend  for  hi«  M after  with  3  Purfu- 
vant  prefently;  we'll  hear  more  of  your  Matter  before  the 
King,  [Exit  Scrv. 

Q^Mar.  And  as  for  you  that  love  to  be  protefted 
Under  the  wings  of  our  Proteftor*s  Grace, 
Begin  your  Suits  anew,  and  fueto  him. 

Tears  the  Supflications. 
Away,  bafe  Cullrons:  Suffolk^  let  them  go. 

All.  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Excunf. 

Q^Mar.  My  Lord  of  Suffol^  fay,  is  this  the  gUlK? 
Is  this  the  fafliionof  the  Court  of  £^/4«rf? 
Is  this  the  Government  of  Britain's  Ifle  ? 
And  this  the  Royalty  of  Albionh  Kitva^ 

y/hzt,  ihiJl  King  ffcP^j  be  a  ^u^iV  ft.iSVi 

1*^  ^ 
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Under  the  furly  Glowers  Governance? 
Am  I  a  Queen  in  Title  and  in  Style, 
And  muft  be  made  a  Subjtft  to  a' Duke? 
I  tell  thee,  Poolj  when  in  the  City  Tours 
Thou  ran'fl:  a  Tilt  in  Honour  of  my  Love, 
And  ftorft  away  ehe  Ladies  Hearts  (  £  France  i 
I  thought  King  Henry  had  refembled  thee. 
In  Courage,  Courtlhip,  and  Proportion: 
But  ail  his  Mind  is  bent  to  Holinefs, 
To  number  ^ve  Maries  on  his  Beads : 
His  Champions  are  the  Prophets  and  Apoftler, 
His  Weapons  Holy  Saws  of  facred  Writ, 
His  Study  is  his  Tilt-yard,  and  his  Loves 
Are  brazen  Images  of  Canonized  Saints. 
I  would  the  College  of  the  Cardinals 
Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rame^ 
And  fct  the  Trip'e  Crown  upon  his  Head; 
That  were  a  State  fit  for  his  Holinefs.  # 

Suf.  Madam,  be  patient ;  as  I  was  the  caufe 
Your  Highnefs  came  to  Englandy  fo  will  I 
In  England  work  your  Grace's  full  content, 

Q^Aiar.  Befide  the  haughty  Proteftor,  hive^/eBeaufird, 
The  imperious  Churchman;  Samerjet,  Buckingham, 
And  grumbling  Tor^i  and  not  the  leaft  of  thele. 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  King-. 

Suf.  And  'he  of  thefe  that  can  do  moft  of  all. 
Cannot  do  more  in  England^  than  the  Nevils; 
Salisbury  and  Warwck^zxt  no  fimple  Peers 

O^Mar.  Not  all  thcfe  Lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much, 
As  that  proud  Dame,  the  Lord  Proteftor's  Wife : 
She  fweeps  it  through  the  Court  with  troops  of  Ladies^ 
More  like  an  Emprefs,  than  "DxiVt Humphry^ s^ lit. 
Strangers  in  Court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen  ; 
She  bears  a  Duke's  Revenues  on  her  Back, 
And  in  her  Heart  flie  fcorns  our  Poverty; 
5hall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her? 
Contemptuous  bafe-born  Callot  as  jfhe  is. 
She  vaunted  .'mongft  her  Minions  t'other  day. 
The  very  train  of  her  worfl:  wearing  Gown 
Wa-i  better  worth  than  all  my  Father's  Lands, 
'Till  Suffolk  gave  ty^p  Dukedoms  5oi  VA^I>^>i"^t^);^     - 


KingHcnrf  VI.  i4(?j 

Sf^f.  Madam,  my  felf  have  Hn'd  a  buih  for  her. 
And  plac'd  a  Quire  of  fuch  enticing  Birds, 
That  ftic  will  light  tp  liften  to  their  Lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So  let  her  reft;  and,  Madam,  lift  to  me. 
For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this; 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 
Yet  muft  we  join  with  him,  and  with  the  Lords, 
*Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphry  in  difgracc. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  Torky  this  late  Complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit ; 
So  one  by  one  we^ll  weed  thent  all  at  laft. 
And  you  your  felf  /hall  fteer  the  happy  Helm. 
JE»/fr  ir/»5  Henry,  Di^i^tf  Humphry,  Cardinaly  Buclcinghim, 
York,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  andthe  Dntchefs. 

K.H^nrj.  For  my  parr,  Npble  Lords,  I  care  not  which. 
Or  Somerfet^  or  Torkj  all's  one  to  me. 

Tork*  liTorkMzwQ  ill  demean'd  himfelf  in  France^ 
Then  let  him  be  deny'd  the  Rcgentihip. 

S<im.  li Somerfet  be  unworthy  of  the  place. 
Let  Tork^  be*  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

War*  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  nc, 
Difpute  not  that,  Tork^  is  the  worthier. 

Car.  Ambitious  WarTvicky  let  thy  Betters  fpeak, 

TVar*  The  Cardinal's  not  my  Better  in  the  Field, 

BhcI^  AIlinthispreferjcearethvBetter5,ff^rwci^ 

War.  Warwick^md.y  live  to  be  the  beft  of  al!. 

SaL  Peace,  Son;  and  (hew  f(  me  reafon^  BHckitigham^ 
Why  Somerfet  fliould  be  preferr'd  in  this  f 

O^Mar.  Becaufe  the  King  forfooth  will  have  it  fo. 

Glo.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf 
To  give  this  Cenfurc :  Thefe  are  no  Woman's  M  atterf* 

O.Afar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  Grace 
To  beProreftor  of  his  Excellence  ? 

Glo.  Madam,  I  am  Prore<51:or  of  the  Rca'm, 
And  at  his  pleafure  will  refi^n  my  Place. 

Suf.  Refign  it  then,  and  leave  thintlnfoltnce* 
Since  thou  wert  Kinp,  as  who  is  King,  but  thou  J 
The  Commonwealth  '  ath  dqily  r:  n  to  wracV, 
The  Dauphin  hatji  prevaii'd'beyond  the  Sca^s^, 
And  all  the  Peers  and  Nobles  of  th^  K^^lvKv 
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Have  been  as  Bond-men  to  thy  Sovereignty. 

Car.  The  Commons  haft  thoa  rack'd>  the  Clergy's  Bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  Extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptuous  Buildings,  and  thy  Wife's  Attire 
Have  coft  a  mafs  of  publick  Treafure. 

Bfick^  Thy  cruelty  in  Execution 
Upon  Offenders  hath  exceeded  Law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  Law. 

O^Aiar.  Thy  fale  of  Offices  and  Towns  in  France^ 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufpeft  is  great. 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  withput  thy  Head. 

[Exit  Glo. 
Give  me  my  Fan ;  what.  Minion,  can  ye  not  ? 

,  [She gives  the  Dut chefs  a  box  on  the  Ear, 

I  cry  you  mercy.  Madam;  was  it  you? 

Elean.  Was't  I?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French^womani 
Could  I  come  near  your  Beauty  with  my  Nails, 
I  could  fet  my  Ten  Commandments  in  your  Face. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  Aunt,  be  quiet,  'twas  againft  her  Will, 

Elem.  Againft  her  Will,  good  King?  Iookto*(in  time, 
She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  Baby : 
Though  in  this  place  moft  Mafter  wears  no  Breeches, 
She  (hall  not  ftrike  Dame  Eleanor  unrevcng'd. 

{Exit  Eleanor. 

Btick^  Lord  Cardinal  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 
And  liflen  after  Humphry j  how  he  proceeds : 
She's  tickled  now,  her  Fume  can  need  no  fpurs, 
She'll  gallop  far  enough  to  her  Deftrudion. 

{Exit  Bucktngbaflu 
Enter  Humphry-. 
Glo.  Now,  Lords,  my  Choler  being  overblown. 
With  walking  once  about  the  Qyadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  Commonwealth  Affain. 
As  for  your  fpightful  falfe  Obje6i:i©n$, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  Law: 
But  God  in  mercy  deal  fo  with  my  Soul, 
As  I  in  Duty  love  my  King  and  Country • 
But  to  the  Matter  that  we  have  in  hand  : 
I  fay,  my  Sovereign,  Tork^  is  meetefl  Man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  iVia  Kealin  of  France. 
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Sf^f.  Before  we  ttiAe  Elcdiofi,  give  loc  leave 
To  Ihew  forte  R^tal^ott,  of  no  htth  forces 
That  Tork^is  moft  unfl3i€€t  of  st\y  Man, 

Tork;  I'll  tell  thee,  Sufelk,  why  I  am  unmeet: 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flitter  thee  in  Pr Jde  ; 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  Place, 
My  Lord  of  SorHerfet  wil!  keep, me  here. 
Without  Difehsrrg^,  Monji  or  Furniture, 
•Till  France  brf  Wort  into  the  DafWphiVs  Hands.. 
Laft  time  I  danced  afttendaisce  on  hrs  Will, 
'TrW  Paris  wa^  bcfieg'd,  ftrtiifti'd  and  loft. 

War*  That  I  can  witnefs,  And  a  foulci  Faft 
Did  never  Traitor  tn  the  Land  conimit. 
Suf.  Peace,  head-ftrong  VKin^/f)^. 
FK«r.  \f£t^%t  of  Pffde^  why  ftould  I  hold  my  Peace? 

Enter  Horner  the  Armorer^  and  his  Man  Peter. 
Snf.  Btcaufe  here  is  a  Man  accus'd  of  Treafon, 
Prty  God  the  Duke  of  Tork^xt^jit  hiitifelf. 
Tutki  Doth  any  one  actufe  lork^  for  a  Traitor  ? 
K.  Henry.  W  hat  mean'ft  thou,  Sufolk  ?  tell  me,  what  are  thefe  I 
Suf.  Pkafe  it  your  Mijefly,  this  h  the  Man 
That  doth  accufe  his  Mtftef  of  Hifjh  Treafon: 
His  Wordi  were  thefe ;  That  Kiehard,  Duke  of  Tariff 
Was  rightful  Heif  unto  the  £nglifl>  Crown, 
And  tWl  your  Majefty  was  an  Ufurper. 
it.  HdHTj.  Say,  Man,  were  thefe  thy  Words;? 
Arm.  And*t  (hall  pleafe  ybur  Majtfty,  I  never  fard  nor 
thought  any  fuch  Matter;  God  is  my  witnefs,Iamfalflyac- 
cUf'd  by  the  Villain. 

Petir.  By  thefe  ten  Bortes,  my  Lords^  he  did  fpeak  thern 
to  me  in  the  Garret  one  Night,  as  we  were  fcow'ring  my 
Lord  of  Torl(s  Armour. 

Terk^.  Bafe  Dtinghil  Villain,  and  Mechanical 
ril  1  ave  thy  Head  for  this  thy  Treitot's  Speech: 
I  do  be'^eech  your  Royal  Majefty, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigor  of  the  Law. 

Arm.  Alas,  my  Loird,  hangitie  if  ever  I  fpake  the  Words:     - 
my  accufer  is  my  Prentice,  and  when  I  did  coired  him  for 
his  Fault  the  other  Day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  Knees  he  wcitiH 
be  even  with  me.  I  have  good  witntfe  o^  \Vv\%%  ^^^^oi^  V 
hd^eecb  your  MajcRy,  do  not  caft  a^a^  atv  Voti^^  "^^^  ^^' 
^  VJJkin's  AccufMon.  ^*  ^^"^^ 
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K.  Henry.  Uncle,  what  fhall  we  fay  to  thisinLaw? 
Glo.  This  doom,  my  Lord,  if  I  may  Judge : 
^  Let Soffferjet  be  Regent  o'er  the  French, 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fufpicion; 
And  let  thefe  have  a  Day  appointed  them 
For  (ingle  Combat,  in  convenient  place. 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  Servant's  Malice : 
This  is  the  Law,  and  this  E)uke  Hamphrfs  dooihJ 
Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  Royal  Majefty, 
^rm.  And  I  accept  the  Combat  willingly, 
I-eter.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  fight;  for  God's  fake  pity 
my  Cafe;  the  fpightof  my  Mafter  prevaileth  againfl  me.  O 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  me,  I  (hall  never  be  able  to  fight  a 
blow:  O  Lord,  my  Heart. 

Clo.  Sirrah,  or  you  muft  fight,  or  elfe  be  hang'd. 
7<.  Henry.    Away  with  them  to  Prifon ;  and  the  day  of 
Combat,  (hall  be  the  laft  of  the  acxt  Month.     Come  S^mer* 
fety  we'll  fee  them  fent  away.  [^Exeunt. 

Flonrifi.     Enter  Mother  Jordan,  Hume,  Southwel,  and 

BuUingbrook. 
Hnme.  Come,  my  Matters,  the  Dutchefs,  I  tell  you,  cx- 
pefts  performance  of  your  Promifes. 

Bulling^  Mafter  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided :  Will  her 
Lady  (hip  behold  and  hear  our  Exorcifms  f 

Hume.  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  Fear  you  not  her  Courage* 
Bulling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  Woman  of  an 
invincible  Spirit ;  but  it  (liall  be  convenient,  Mafter  Hrnne^ 
that  ycu  bt  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  bufie  below ;  and  fo,  I 
pray  you,  go  in  God's  Name,  and  leave  us.  [-EatiV  Hume, 
Moxh&c  Jordan^  be  proftrate,  and  grovel  on  the  Earth;  John 
Southwell  read  you,  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

JEI«/^r  Eleanor  above. 
Elean.  Wellfaid,  my  Matters,  and  welcome  to  all :  To  this 
geer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

^W//>7^.  Patience,  good  Lady,  Wizards  know  their  rimes: 
DeepN^fiht,  dark  Night,  the  filent  of  the  Night, 
The  time  ot'  Night  when  Troj  was  fet  on  Fire, 
The  times  when  Screech-  >wls  cry,  and  Ban-dogs  howl ; 
When  Spirits  walk,  and  Ghotts  break  up  their  Graves; 
Thsit  timt  fits  belt  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 


Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not  ;  whom  we  raife 
We  will  make  faft  within  a  hallow'd  Verge. 

l^Here  they  do  the  Ceremonies  bdongtng^  and  make  the  Circle j 
JBuUingbrook,  or  Southwel  reads^  Conjuro  te,  drc.    It 
Thunder i  and  Lightens  terribly ;  then  the  Spirit  rifetb. 
Spirit,  jidfum. 

Ai.  Jord»  jifmath^  by  the  eternal  God, 
Whofe  Name  and  Power  thou  trembleft  at,    . 
Anfwer  that  I  ask:  For  'till  thou  (peak, 
Thou  (halt  not  pafs  from  hence. 

Sprit.  Ask  what  thou  wilt.    That  I  had  faid,  and  done? 
Bulling.  Firft  of  the  King:  What  ihall  of  him  become. 
Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henr^  (hall  depofe : 
But  him  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  Death. 

\jAs  the  Spirit  /peaks  they  write  the  anfwer. 
Bulling.  What  Fates  await  the  Duke  of.  Suffolk^? 
Spirit.  By  Water  (hall  he  die,  and  take  his  End. 
Bulling.  What  ftiall  befall  the  Duke  of  Somerjetl      ^ 
Spirit.  Let  him  ftiun  Caftles. 
Safer  (hall  he  be  upon  fandy  Plains, 
Than  there  where  lofty  Caftles  mounted  ftand* 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

Bulling.  Defcendto  Darknefs,  and  the  burning  Lake-  . 
Falfe  Fiend  avoid.     [Thunder  and  Lightning.     Spirit  defcends^ 
Enter  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham^ 

'with  their  Guards  and  breaks  in. 
Tork^  Lay  Hands  upon  thefe  Traitors  and  their  trafli : 
Beldam,  I  think  we  watch'd  you  at  an  Inch. 
Whaty  Madam,  are  you  there?  The  King  and  Common-weal 
Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  Pains; 
My  Lord  Protedor  will,  I  doubt  it  nor. 
See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England's  King, 
Injurious  Duke,  that  threatn'ft  where*s  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  Madam,  none  at  all :  What  call  you  this  ? 
Away  with  them,  let  them  be  clap'd  up  clofe. 
And  kept  afunder:  Ydu,  Madam,  (hall  with  us,. 
Stafford^  take  her  fo  thee. 
Wt'U  fee  your  Trinkets  here  forth-coming  al!. 
Away.  [Exeunt  Guard  oi^ith  Jordan,  Southwef,  &c. 
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Tork*  Lord  jBuckJ»£ha»^^  methinks  you  watch'di  hflf  wejl; 
A  prerty  Plot,  well  ^hoftn  to  build  upon. 
Now,  pray  my  Lord,  Lt\  lee  the  Devjl  s  Writ. 
What  have  we  herv?  [^Reads. 

The  Dukf  y^t  lives^  tJjot  Henry  JhaMdepoJe  5 
But  him  oat'livey  and  die  a  violent  Death. 
Why,thisis  Juft,  yiiotety^acidem^amarwsvijtcerefs^. 
Well,  to  the  reft : 

Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Air/i^f     ' 
B)  Water  JJjall  he  die,  and  take  his  End. 
What  Xh^ll  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerfitl 
Let  him  jl:^}m  Cafiles^ 
S^ifer  pall  he  be  upon  fandy  Plains ^ 
Than  there  where  lofty  Cafiles  matmied  flandm 
Co«e,  come,  my  Lords, 
Thefe  O racks  ar-e  bardly  attained. 
And  hardly  undcriftood. 

The  King  is  i}ow  in  prcgrefs  iowar<is  St.  Allans, 
With  him  the  Husband  of  this  lovQJy  Lady : 
Thither  go  thefe  News, 
As  faft  as  Horfe  can  cany  them : 
A  forry  breakfaft  for  xny  Lord  PrOtedor. 

Bhc\.  Your  Grace  ftiall  give  me  leave,  my  Lwdcf  Y^rk. 
To  be  the  Poft,  in  hope  of  his  Rewiord* 

Tork^  At  your  pleafure,  coy  good  Lord. 
Who's  within  there,  hoe  \ 

Enter  a^ Serving-man* 
Invite  my  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick^ 
To  lup  with  me  to  morrow  Night.   Away.  \JExtsM. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Qneen^  froteUory  CarJinaly  Oftd  Suffolk 

with  Faull^ners  holkwing. 

Oj^Mar.  Believe  me  Lords,  fur  flying  at  the  Bropk, 
I  faw  no  better  Sport  tthefe  (even  years  day; 
Yet  by  your  leave,  the  Wind  was  very  high. 
And  ten  to  one,  old  '^oan  had  not  gon^  out. 

K.  Henrj.  But  what  a  point,  my  Lord>  yPurJF^idcoo  mtde^ 
And  what  a  pitch  ftie  flew  above  the  reft: 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  Creatures  works. 
Yea  Man  and  Birds  are  fain  of  climbing  hi^« 

Suf,  No  marvel,  and  it  like  your  Ma jcfty. 
My  Lord  Protc(9;or's  Hawks  do  to  wre  fo  well ; 
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They  know  their  Mafter  loves  co  ho  alofr. 

And  bears  his  Thoughts  above  hisFaulcon*s  pitch. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  Mind, 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  Bird  can  foar. 

Car.  I  thought  as  much,  he  would  be  above  the  Clouds. 
Gio.  Ay,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  how  think  you  by  that? 
Were  it  not  good,  your  Grace  could  fly  to  Heaven? 
K.H€nrj.  The  Treafuiy  of  everlafting  Joy. 
Car.  Thy  Heaven  is  on  Earth,  thine  Eyes  and  Thoughts 
Beat  on  a  Crown,  the  Treafure  of  thy  Heart, 
Pernicious  Proteftor,  dangerous  Peer, 
That  fmooth'ft  it  To  with  King  and  Commonweal. 

Glo.  What,  Cardinal ! 
Is  your  Priefthood  grown  fo  peremptory  ? 
TanuneanimisCosleftibHsira^}  Churchmen  fohot? 
Good  Uncle,  hide  fuch  Malice: 
With  fuch  Holinefir  can  you  do  it? 

Suf.  No  malice.  Sir,  no  more  than  well  beconies 
So  good  a  Quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 
Glo.  As  who,  my  Lord  ? 
Suf.  Why,  as  you,  my  Lord, 
An't  like  your  Lordiy  Lord  Protedorftiip. 

Glo.  VfkyjSuffill^  England  knows  thine  Infolence. 
O^Mar.  And  thy  Ambition,  Glo'fter. 
K.  Henry.  I  prithee  peace,  good  Queen, 
And  whet  not  on  thefe  too  too  furiaus  Peers, 
For  bleffed  are  tfce  Peace-makers  on  Earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  bleffed  for  the  Peace  I  make/ 
Againft  this  proud  Prote  dor, with  my  S  word, 

Glo.  Faith,  Holy  Uncle,  would'twerc  come  to  that. 
Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ft. 
G/0.Makeupnofa£i:iou$  numbers  for  that  matter. 
In  thine  owij  Perfbn  anfwer  thy  Abufe. 
Car.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'ft  not  peep : 
And  if  thou  dar'ft,  this  Evening, 
On  the  Eaft  fide  of  the  Grove. 
K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  Lords  / 
Car.  Believe  me,  Coufin(j/e>^tfr, 
Had  not  your  Man  put  up  the  Fowl  fo  fuddenly, 
We  had  had  more  fport 
Come  with  thy  two  Hand-Sword*  ^^\U  \^  ^^^ 
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do.  True,  Uncle,  are  ye  advis*d?— - 
The Eaft  fide  of  the  Grove: 
Cardinal,  I  am  .with  you*  \_j4Jide. 

K.  Henry .  Why  how  now,  Uncle  Glo*fleA 
dlo.  Talking .  >(  Hi wking,  nothing  elfe,  my  Lotd,— ^ 
Now  by  God's  M  )ther,  Prieft, 
I'll  ihave  y^ur  Crown  for  this, 

Or  all  my  fence  fliall  fail.  l^Jlde. 

Car.  AfideJ]  Medtce  cnra  teipfum,  ProteiSor  fee  too't  well, 
K.  Henry.  The  Winds  grow  high,  [proteft  your  felf^i 

So  do  your  Stomachs,  Lords, 
How  irkfome  is  this  Mufick  to  my  Heart  ? 
When  fuch  Strings  jar,  what  hope  of  Harmony? 
Ipray,  my  Lords,  ktme  compound  this  ftrife. 

Enter  One,  crying  A  Miracle* 
Glo.  What  means  this  Noife? 
Fellow,  what  Miracle do'ft  thou  proclaim/ 
One,  A  Miracle,  a  Miracle* 
Suf.  Come  to  the  King,  and  tellhfm  what  Miracle* 
One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  Man  at  St. -^/^^«s  Shrine, 
Within  this  half  hour  hath  received  his  fight, 
A  Man  that  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  before. 

K.Henry.  Now  God  be  prais'd,  that  to  believing  Souls 
Gives  Light  in  Darknefs^  Comfort  in  Defpair. 

Enter  the  Mayor  of  St.  Albans,  and  his  Brethren^    bearing 
Simpcox  between  two  in  a  Chairy^im^cox^sWlfefolUwing. 
Car.  Here  come  the  Townfmen  on  proceflion. 
To  prefent  your  Hi^hnefs  with  the  Man. 

K.Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  Earihly Vale, 
Although  by  his  fight  his  Sin  be  multiplied. 

Glo.  Standby,  my  Mafters,  bring  him  near  the  King, 
His  Highnefs  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.Henry.  Good-fellow,  tell  us  here  the  Circumftancci 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorifie  the  Lord. 
What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  no)3»'reftor*d? 
Simp.  Born  blind,  and't  pleale  your  Grace. 
Wife.  Ay,  indeed  was  he. 
4S«/;  What  Woman  is  this? 
l^fe.  His  Wife,  and't  pleafe  yoiir  \^orfhip.' 
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Glo.  Hadft  thou  been  his  Motben    thou  cotildft  have 
btci;er  told. 

K.  Henry.  Whpre  ^ert  thou  born  ? 

Simp,   At   Berwick^  in  the   North,    and't    like    your 
Grace.  "^ 

k^Henrj.  Poor  Soul, 
God's  goodnefs  hath  been  great  to  thee :  ^ 

Let  never  Day  nor  Night  unhallowed  paft. 
But  flill  remember  whait  tlie  Lord  hath  done. 

Qtieen*  Tell  xiit^*  Good-fellow, 
Cam'ft  thou  here  by  Chance^  or  of  Devocibn^ 
To  this  holy  Shrine  ? 

Sifi^p.  God  knows  of  pure  Devotion; 
Being  call'd  a  hundred  times,  and  ofcner. 
In  my  flcep,  by  good  Saint  ^Ibun : 
Who  faid ;  Simon,  come,  come  offer  at  my  Shrine, 
And  I  #ill  help  thee. 

Wife.  Moft  true,  forfooth ; 
iAndmany  a  time  and  oft  iny  felf  have  heard  a  Voice, 
^To  call  him  fo. 

Card.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 

Simp,  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me. 

Snf.  How  cam'ft  thou  fo  ? 

Simp.  KmoS^Txte. 

Tf^fii  A  Pltrm-tree,  Matter. 

Glo.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind? 

Simp.  O  born  fo,  Maftef. 

Glo.  Whit,  and  would'ft  climb  a  Tree? 

Simp.  But  that  in  my  Life,  when  I  was  a  Youthi 

fFife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear. 

Glo.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  Pluns  well,  that  wouldft  ven- 
ture fo. 

Simip.  Alas,  good  Matter,  my  Wife  defired  fome  Dam- 
fons,  and  made  me  clinib,  with  danger  of  my  Life. 
.    Glo.  A  fubtile  Knave,  but  yet  it  ftiall  not  ferve  t 
Let  me  fee  thine  Eyes,  wink  now,  now  open  them. 
In  my  opinion,  yet  thou  feeft  not  well. 

Simp.  Yer,  Matter,  clear  as  day,  I  thank  God  and  Saint; 
j'Sidn. 

Glo.  Say'ft  thoU  me  fo;  whit  Colour  is  this  Cloak  of? 

Simp.  Red,  Matter,  red  as  BloodL 
Vol.  III.  K  k  ^^^ 
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6io.  Why  that's  well  faid:  What  colour  is  my  <6owft 

of  ?  •        '.  • 

Simp.  Black,  forfooth,  coal-black,  as  Jet*- 

K.  Heftry.  Why  then,  thou  know'ft  wHa?  colour  Jet  k  of? 

Suf.  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  he  did  never  fee. 

Gh.  But  Cloaks  and  Gowns,  before  this  4ay,  a  fpany. 

Wife.  Never  before  this.day^  in  all  his  Life* 

Glo.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  what's  miy  Nome  ? ,    .  ■ 

Simp.  Alas  Mafter,  I  know  notit 

do.  What's  his  Name  ?  .  , . 

Simp.  I  know  notv  » 

Clo.  Nor  his^ 

Simp.  No  indeed,  Mifler* 

(?/(?.  What's  thine  own  Name? 

Simp.  Saunder  Simpcox^  and  if  it  pleafb  ypUi.  ISflafter^ 

Glo.  Then  Saunder^  fit  there. 
The  lyingft  Knave  in  Chriftendom*;^  ■    i 

If  thou  hadft  been  bom  blind^ 

Thou  might'ft  as  well  have  known  all  our  Nacies^  t^' 

As  thus  to  know  the  feveral  Colours  we  do  yfS^x^ 
Sight  may  diftinguilh  Colours : 

But  fuddenly  to  nominate  them  all,       .        .    \  •] 

It  isimpoffible.  ^  .     ,     . 

My  Lords,  Saint  jilbsn  here  hath  done  a  Miracle: 
And  would  ye  not  think  that  Cunning  to  be  great^ 
That  could  reflore  this  Cripple  to  his  Legs  again  ^ 

Simp.  O  Maflrer,  that  you  could  ? 

Glo.  My  Matters  of  Saint  jilbans^  ""'"^ 

Have  you  not  Beadles  in  your  Town^ 
And  things  caH'd  Whips?  • 

Major.  Yes,  my  Lord»  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace* 

Clo.  Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 

Major.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  Beadle  hither  firaight4[£^* 

Glo.  Now  fetch  me  a  Stool  hither  by  and  by« 
Now  Sirrah,  if  you  mean  to  fave  your  felf  from  Whipping^ 
leap  me  over  this  Stool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas  Mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  (land  alone  r 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain.  ;,. 

Enter  a  Beadle  with  JVhlps. 

Glo.  Well  Sir,  we  muft  have  you  find  your  LegsJ .   ■  . 
SirrsJti  JS^adle,  whip  him  'till  Kc  leao  over  that  fame  StopL 
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Beadm  I  will,  my  Lord,       ^ 
Come  on  Sirrah,  o£F  with  your  Doublet,  quickly* 

Simf.  AhSjMsL&Qr,  what  ihalll  do?   I  am  not  able  to 
ftand. 
[jifur  the  Beadle  hath  hit  him  once^    he  leaps  over  the  Steely 

and  runs  awaj ;  and  they  follow^  and  crp  A  Miracle. 

K.  Henry.  O  God>  feell  thou  this^  and  beared  fo  long ! 

Queen.  It  made  me  laugh,  to  fee  the  Villaio-run. 

Glo.  Follow  the  Knave,  and  take  this  Drab  away. 

Wtfem  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Glo.  Let  him  be  whipt  through  every  Market  Town,' 
^Till  they  come  to  Bermcl^^  from  whence  they  came. 

[ExitBeadlel 

Car.  Duke  Humphry  has  done  a  Miracle  to  day. 

Suf.  True,  made  the  Lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away, 

Glo.  But  you  have  done  more  Miracles  than  I ; 
you  mkde  in  a  {>ay,  my  Lord,  whole  Towns  to  fly.' 

fmffr  r  Buckingham. 

K^  Henry.  What  Tidings  with  our  Coufin  Buckingham  f 

Bmk^  Such  as  my  Heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold: 
A  fort  of  naughty  Perfons,  lewdly  befit. 
Under  the  Countenance  and  Confederacy 
Of  Lady  Eleanor^  the  Protedor's  Wife, 
The  Ring-leader  and  Head  of  all  this  Rour,^ 
Have  praftis*d  dangeroufly  againft  your  State,^ 
Dealing  with  Witches  and  with  Conjurers, 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  Fad^ 
Raifing  up  wicked  Spirits  from  under  6i1ound»       } 
Demanding  of  King  Henryh  Life  and  Death, 
And  other  of  your  Highnefs. Privy-Council,  ,  v. 

As  more  at  large  your  Grace  fliall  underftand. 

Car.  And  fo,  my  Lord  Protedqr,  by  this  means 
Your  Lady  is  forth-coming,  yet  at  London. 
This  News,  I  think,  hath  turn'd  your  Weapon's  edge; 
'Tis  like,  my  Lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

[Afide  to  Glo'fter; 

GU.  Ambitious  Church-man,  leave  to  aflBiA  my  Heart: 
Sorrow  and  Grief  have  vanquilh'd  all  my  Powers; 
And  vanquifli'd  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee. 
Or  CO  the  meaneft  Groom. 
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It  fails  not  yet,  but  flourifheth  in  thee. 
And  in  thy  Sons,  fair  Slips  of  fuch  a  StocL' 
Then  F  ^rhcr  Salisbury^  kneel  we  together. 
And  in  this  private  Plot  be  we  the  firft> 
Thar  (hall  falute  onr  rightful  Soveraign 
With  honour  of  his  Birth-right  to  the  CrownJ 

Both.  Long  live  our  Soveraign  Richard^  E^£land^s  King« 
^Torl^.  We  thank  you,  Lords: 
But  I  am  nor  your  King,  *till  I  be  crowtfd; 
And  that  my  Sword  be  ftain'd 
With  Heart-blood  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancaftcr: 
And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perforro'd. 
But  with  Advice  and  filent  Secrecy. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thcfe  dangerous  Days^ 
Wink  at^the  Duke  of  Suffoll(s  Infolence, 
At  Bcauford's  Pride,  at  Somer/it*s  Ambition,  # 

At  BHckingham^  and  all  the  Crew  of  them, 
•Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  Shepherd  of  the  Flodr, 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Duke  Humphry : 
'Tis  that  they  feek;  and  they*  in  feeking  that. 
Shall  find  their  Deaths,  if  Tir/^  can  prophefie. 

SaU  My  Lord,  here  break  we  off;  we  know  your 
at  full. 

War.  My  Heart  affurcs  me,  that  the  Earl  of  Warwick^ 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  Tork,  a  King. 

Tork.  And  Nevilf  this  I  do  affure  my  fel^ 
Richard  (hall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick^ 
fThe  greateft  Man  in  England^  but  the  King.  \Exeunfm 

Sound  Trumpets.     Enter  King  Henry,  and  State^  with 

Guardy  to  banip  the  Dutchefi. 

K.  Henry.  Stand  forth.  Dame  Eleanor  Cobhamj 
Glo'fier's  Wife : 

In  fight  of  God,  and  us,  your  Guilt  is  great. 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  Law  for  fin. 
Such  as  by  God's  Book  are  adjudged  to  death, 
You  four  from  hence  to'Prifon,  back  again 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  Execution; 
The  Witch  in  Smithfield  ftiall  be  burn'd  to  Alhcs, 
And  you  three  (hall  be  ftrangled  on  the  Gallows, 
You  Madam,  for  yon  are  more  nobly  born, 
Defpoykd  ofyowx  Honour  in  'joux  U\k^ 
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stall  after  three  Days  open  Penance  dpne,^ 
tive  in  your  CJountry  here,  in  Baniflimenti 
With  Sir  John  Stanky,  in  the //^  of  Mm. 

EUan.   Welcome   is  Banifli'ment,     welcome   were  my 
Death.  ^^    . 

Glo^  Eleanor^  ^^P"^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  judged  thee; 
I  cannot  juftifie,  wnom  the  Law  condemns. 
Mine  Eyes  are  full  of  iTear^  my  Heart  of  Grief. 
Ah  Humphryy  this  diflionour  in  thine  Age, 
Will  bring  thy  Head  with  forrow  to  theOround, 
I  bfefeech  your  Majefty  give^  me  kave  to  go ; 
Sorrow  would  folace,  and  mine  Age  would  eafe* 

K.  Henry.  Stzy  Humfhry^  DukQof  GJo^fter y 
E'^r  thou  go,  give  up  thy  Sta^ff, 
Henry  will  to  himfelf  Protedor  be,  . 
And  God  fliall  be  my  Hope/ my  Stay*  my  Guide, 
And  Lanthorn  to  my  Feet. 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphry,  no  left  beIov*d, 
Than  when  thou  wert  Prpteftor  to  thy  King. 

'  O.  Mar.  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  King  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  proteded  like  a  Child: 
God  and  "King  Henrj  govern  Englamts  Realm : 
Give  up  your  Staff,  Sir,  and  the  King  his  Realm,'   ^ 

.Glo.  My  Staff?  Here,  noble //ifwr;,  is  my  Staff: 
As  willingly  dp  I  the  fame  refign, 
As  e'er  thy  Father  Henry  made  it  mine  j 
And  evert  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it. 
As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 
Farcwei  good  King;  when  I  am  dead  and  gonej 
May  honourable  Peace  attend  thy  Throne.    \JExit  Qlo'fter,' 

O^Mar.  Why  now  is  fllrwrjfKing,  and^^rwrr/jQuecn, 
AmHfimphry^  Duke  of  Glo^Jter,  fcarce  himfelf 
Thit  bears  fo  ihrewd  a  maim ;  two  Piills  at  once; 
His  Lady  bani(h'd,  and  a  Limb  Ibpt  off, 
This  Staff  of  Honour  raughr,  there  let  it  ftand. 
Where  beft  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  Hand. 

Sfif.  Thus  droops  this  Jofty  Pine,  and  hangs  his  fprayes,  ^ 
Thus  Eleanor's  Pride  dies  in  her  younger  days. 

Tork^  Lords,  let  him  go,    Pleafe  it  your  Majefty, 
This  it  the  day  appointed  for  the  Combux^^ 
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And  ready  are  the  Appellant  and  Defendanti^ 
The  Armourer  and  his  Man,  to  enter  the  Lifts, 
So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  Fight. 

b^Mar.  Ay,  good  my  Lord ;  for  purpofely  therefore 
Left  1  the  Courr,  to  fee  this  Quarrel  try'd. 

K.  Henry.  A  God's  Name  fee  the  LiUy|U  all  things  fits 
Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  thVnght^ 

Tork^  I  never  faw  a  Fellow  worfe  beftead. 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  Appellant^ 
The  Servant  of  this  Armourer,  my  Lords* 

Enter  4t  one  Door  the  Armorer  and  his  Neighbonrs^  drinking 
to  him  fo  mnch^  that  he  is  drftnkj  and  he  enters  with  d 
Drum  before  him^  and  his  Staff  with  a  Sand^bag  fafined 
to  it ;  and  at  the  other  Door  his  Man^  with  a  Drum  and 
a  Sand^bagj  and  Prentieos  drinking  to  him. 

I  Neigh.  Here,  Neighbour  Horner^  I  drink  to  you  ifl 
a  Cup  of  Sack;  and  fear  nor,  Neighbour,  you  ihalldowell 
enough.  '       "  ' 

z  Neigh,  And  here,  Neighbour,  here's  a  Cup  of  Char- 
neco. 

$  Neigh.  And  here's  a  Pot  of  good  double  Beer,  Neigh- 
bour ;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  Man. 
'    Arm.  Let  it  come  i'faith,  an4  I'll  pkdge  you  all,   an4 
a  Fig  for  Peter.  ^ 

1  Pren.  Here  Peter^  I  drink  to  the?,  and  be  not  afraid. 

2  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter^  and  fear  not  thy  Mafter;  fight 
for  the  credit  of  the  Prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all  5  drink,  and  pray  for  me,  I  pray 
you,  for  I  think  I  have  taken  my  laft  Draught  in  this 
World.  Here  Robin^  if  I  die,  I  give  thee  my  Apron ;  and 
Willy  thou  ftialt  have  my  Hammer;  and  here,  Tomj  take 
all  the  Mony  that  I  have.  O  Lord  bicfs  Aie,  I  pray  God, 
for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  Mafter,  he  hathlearn'd 
fo  much  to  fence  already,  '       *  ■  «      . 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows« 
Sirrah,  what's  thy  Name  ?  •    ' 

Peter.  Peter,  torfooth. 

Sal.  Peter  ?  what  more  ? 

Paer.  Thump. 

^aln  Thump  ?  Then  fe^  tVvou  \Wtcv\v  \\yj  '^-iSk.^x  ^dl. 
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Arm*  MiftcrSi  I  am  com^  bieher  as  it  were  upon  my 
Man's  InfHgation,  to  prove  him  a  Knave,  and  my  felf  a^ 
honeft  Man:  And  touching  the  Duke  oi  Tork^  I  yirill  take; 
my  Deaths  I  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  King  nor  the 
Queen,  and  therefore  fittr  have  at  thee  with  a  downright 
Blow.  ^ 

Twkt  Difpatch,  this  Knave's  Tongue  begins  to  double. 
Sound  Trumpets^  Alarum  to  the  Combatants. 

\Th9j  fights  ^»^  Peter  firikts  him  dowth 

Arm.  Hold  Ptf^tfr,  hold;  I  confefs,  I  conftfs  Treafon, 

Tork^  Take  aw^y  his  Weapon:  Fellow,  tbaok  God,  and 
the  good  Wine  in  tfey  Matter's  way.  ' 

tettt.  O  God,  have  I  overcome  mine  Enemy  in  this  pte* 
fence?  O  Ptter^  thou  haft  prevailed  in  right, 

K.Henrj.  Go,  take  hence  that  Traitor  from  our  fight,' 
For  hy  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 
And  God  in  Juftice  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  Truth  and  Innocence  of  this  poor  Fellow, 
Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murther'd  wrongfully. 
Come  Fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  Reward.  \^ExeHntm 

Enter  Dukg  Humphry  a9ul  his  Men,  in  Mourning  Qoakfm 

Glo.  Thus  fometimes  hath  jthe  brighteft  day  a  Cloud ; 
And  after  Summer,  evermore  fucceeds 
Barren  Winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  Cold ; 
So  Cares  and  Joys  aboundf  as  Seafons  fleer. 
Sirs,  what's  a  Clack  ? 

Serv*  Ten,  myL,ord. 

Glo.  Ten  is  tlje  hour  that  was  appointed  me. 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punifli'd  Dutcj^efs: 
Unneath  may  (he  endure  the  flinty  Streets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  teijder-feeling  Feet. 
Sweet  JVellj  ill  can  thy  Noble  Mind  a-brcok 
The  abjeft  People  gazing  on  thy  Face, 
With  envious  ]Looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  Shame, 
That  erft  did  follow  thy  proud  Chariot-Wheels, 
When  thou  didft  ride  in  Triumph  thro*  the  Streets. 
But  foft,  I  think  flie  coqics,  ^nd  Til  prcpartf 
My  Tear-ftain'd  Eyes,  to  fee  her  Miferies. 

Enter  the  DutcheJ^  in  a  vjhite  Sheets  and  a  Taper  burning 
in  her  Handy  with  a  ^cr iff  and  Q^er^* 

Serv.  So  pJeafe  your  Grace,  \v  t'YU^tVvtt  tota.^^'S^cww*  - 
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iSh.  No,  (lir  not  for  your  lives,  let  her  pafi  by* 

Elean.  Come  you,  my  Lord,  to  fee  my  open  Shame?- 
Now  thou  doft  Penance  too.    Look  how  they  ga^e,» 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point. 
And  ood  their  Headsi  and  throw  their  Eyes  on  tbee^^ 
Ah  GWfiiYy  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  Looks, 
And  in  thy  Clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  Shame, 
And  ban  our  Enemies,  both  mine  and  thine* 

Glo.  Be  patient,  gentle  JVir//,  forget  this  Grief. 

EUah^  KYiGUfievj  teach  me  to  foiget  my  felf ; 
For  whilft  I  think  I  am  thy  married  Wife» 
And  thou  a  Prince,  Protedor  of  this  Land, 
Methinks  I  ihould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  Shame,  with  Papers  on  my  Back^ 
And  fpllow'd  with  a  Rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  Tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fet  Groans^ 
,Tfae  ruthlefs  Flint  doth  cut  my  tender  Feet, 
And  when  I  ftart  the  envious  People  laugh. 
And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  I  tread* 
)khHttmfhrjy  can  I  bear  this  (hameful  Yoak  ? 
Troweft  thou,  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  World, 
Or  count  them  happy  that  enjoy  the  Sun  ? 
No  :  Dark  (hall  be  my  Light,  and  Night  my  DaY. 
To  think  upon  my  Pomp,  (hall  be  my  Hell- 
Sometime  ril  fay  I  am  Duke  Htmfhrf%  Wife,. 
And  he  a  Prince,  and  Ruler  of  the  Land : 
Yet  fo  he  Rurd>  and  fuch  a  Prince  he  was. 
As  he  ftood  by,  whilft  I,  his  forlorn  Dutchefs,' 
Was  made  a  Wonder,  and  a  pointing  Stock 
To  every  idle  Rafcal  Follower. 
But  be  thou  mild,  and  blu(h  not  at  my  Shame^ 
Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  'till  the  Axe  of  Death 
Hang  over  ther,  as  fure  it  fhortly  wilL 
For  Suffolk^  he  that  can  do  all  in  all 
With  her,  thit  hateth  thee,  and  hates  us  all. 
And  Torky  and  impious  Beanford^  that  falfe  Prieft, 
Have  all  lim'd  Bufhss  to  betray  thy  Wings, 
And  fly  thou  how  thou  canft,  they'll  tangle  thee  : 
But  fear  thou  not  until  thy  Foot  be  fnar  oi 
l^or  ever  feek\ prevention  of  thy  Foes* 
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Glo.  Ahj J^ellf  forbear;  thou  aimeft  all  awry.  * 
;  muft  otfcnd  before  I  he  attainted  : 
^nd  had  I  twenty  times  (p  many  Foes, 
Ind  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  Power, 
^U  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
Sfo  long  as  I  am  Loyal,  True,  and  Crimelefs* 
lYouldu  have  me  refcue  tKee  fr^m  this  Reproach^ 
IVhy  yet  thy  Scandal  were  not  wip'd  away. 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  Law. 
rhy  greateft  help  is  quiet,  geatle  Ndl:  • 

[  pray  thee  fort  thy  Heart  to  patience, 
rhefcfew  Days  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn# 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Hex.  I  fiimmon  your  Grace  to  his  Majefty's  Parliament 
Holden  at  Burjy  the  firft  of  this  next  Month. 

Glo.  And  my  confent  ne'er  ask'd  herein  before  I 
This  is  dofc  dealing.     Well,  I  will  he  there; 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave:  And  Mafter  SheriC 
Let  not  her  Penance  exceed  the  King's  Commiffion, 

Sher.  And't  pleafe  your  Grace»  here  my  CommiffioR  flays : 
And  Sir  John  Stanlj  is  appoint;ed  now^u 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  IJle  of  Man. 

Glo.  Muft  you.  Sit  Johny  proted  my  Lady  here? 

Stanlj.  So  am  1  given  in  charge,  may't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Glo.  Entreat  her  not  tbe  worfe,  in  that,  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well;  the  World  may  laugh  again. 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindaefs>  if  you  do  it  her. 
And  fo.  Sir' John,  fareweL 

Elean.  What  gone,  my  Lord,  and  bid  me  not  farewel. 

Glo.  Witnefs  my  .Tears,  I  cannot  ftay  to  fpeak. 

[Exit  Gloucefter. 

Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  all  Comfort  go  withthee, 
Por  none  abides  with  me;  my  Joy  |t>  Death ; 
l)eath,  at  whofe  Name  I  oft  have  been  afear'd, 
IBecaufe  I  wifli*d  this  World's  Eternity. 
«$r^;;/;)F,  I  prethee  go,  and  take  nae  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  Favour ; 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded, 

Stan.  Why  Madam,  that  is  to  the  IJle  of  A/an, 
[There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  Sute. 
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Elean.  Tbat^sbad  enough,  for  lam  but  Keproach: 
And  fhall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully  ? 

Stan.  No ;  like  a  Durchefs,  and  Duke  Hnrnphrft  Lady, 
According  to  that  State  you  (hall  be  us'd. 
'   Elean.  Sheriff  farewe),  and  better,  than  I,  fare. 
Although  thou  haft  been  Conduft  of  my  Shame. 

Sher.  It  is  my  Ofnce,  and,  Madam,  pardon  me* 

Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewel,  thy  Office  is*  difcbarg*d. 
Come  Stanh^  fhall  we  go? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  Penance  done^ 
Throw  off  this  Sheet, 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  Journey* 

Elean.  My  Shame  will  not  oe  (hifced  with  my  Sheet : 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richtft  Hdbes^ 
And  (hew  it  felF,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way,  I  long  to  fee  my  Pri^n.  [Exemrtl 

Enter  KingMenry,  Oueen^  Cardinal  Sutfolk.  York,  Bud- 
ingham,  Salisbury  and  Wzrmcky  to  the  Parliament. 

K.  H^j.  I  mufe  my  Lord  of  GWfier  is  not  come : 
Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  Findmoft  Man, 
Whatever  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now* 

O^Mar.  Can  you  not  fee?  or  will  ye  not  obfervff 
The  ftrangenefs  of  his  altered  Countenance  J 
With  wh^t  a  Majefty  he  bears  himfelf. 
How  Infolent  of  late  he  is  become. 
How  proud,  how  peremptory  and  unlike  himfelf  f 
We  know  the  time  fince  he  was  Mild  and  Affable^ 
And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  Look, 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  Knee, 
That  all  the  Court  admir'd  him  for  Submi(fion» 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  Morn, 
When  every  ofte  will  give  the  time  of  Day, 
He  knits  his  Brow,  and  ftiews  an  angry  Eye, 
And  paffeth  by  with  ftiff  unbowed  Knee, 
Difdaining  Duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  Curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin. 
But  Great  Men  tremble  when  the  Lion  roars. 
And  Htfmphrj  is  no  little  Man  in  England. 
Firft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  Defcent, 
-A/idihould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  moimt. 
A2c  /cemcih  then,  it  is  no  YoWc^^ 
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Refpefiing  what  a  Rancorous  Mind  he  bears. 

And  his  advantage  following  your  dtccafc. 

That  he  (hould  come  about  your  Royal  Perfon; 

Or  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs  Council. 

By  Flattery  hath  he  won  the  Commons  Hearts  .* 

And  when  he  pleafe  to  make  Commotion, 

'Tis  to  be  fear'd  they  all  will  follow  him. 

Now  'tis  the  Spring,  and  Weeds  are  ih allow  rooted. 

Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o*er-grow  the  Garden, 

And  choak  the  Herbs  for  wafit  of  Husbandry* 

The  reverent  Care  I  bear  unto  my  Lord, 

Made  me  colled  thefe  dangers  in  the  Duke* 

If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  Woman's  fear : 

Which  fear,  if  better  Reafons  can  fupplant, 

I  will  fubfcribe,  and  fay  I  wrong'd  the  Duke. 

My  Lord  of  Suffolk^  Buckingham^  and  Tork^ 

Reprove  my  Allegation,  if  you  can. 
Or  elfe  conclude  my  Words  efFe&ual. 

Sufk  Well  Haih  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke  2 
And  had  I  firft  been  put  to  fpeakmy  Mind, 

I  think  I  (hould  have  told  your  Grace's  Tale. 
The  Dutchefs,  by  his  Subornation, 

'  Upon  my  Life  began  her  devilifh  Pradices : 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thefe  Faults, 
Yet  by  repeating  of  this  high  Defcent, 
As  next  the  King,  he  was  fucccffive  Heir, 
And  fuch  high  Vaunts  of  his  Nobility,  • 
Did  inftigate  the  Bedlam  brain-fick  Dutchefs,^ 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  Sovereign's  FalL 
Smooth  runs  the  Water  where  the  Brook  is  deep» 
And  in  his  fimple  ifaew  he  harbours  Treafon. 
The  Fox  barks  not  when  he  would  fieal  the  Lamb, 
No,  no,  my  Sovereign,  Glo*fler  is  a  Man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  Deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  Law, 
Devife  ftrange  Deaths,  for  fmall  Offences  done  t 
Torks  And  did  he  not,  in  his  Protedorftiip, 
Levy  great  fums  of  Mony  through  the  Realm, 
For  Soldiers  pay  in  France^  and  never  fent  iti* 
By  means  of  which  the  Towns  each  day  revoked. 
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Buck.  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unkown^ 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  Duke  Humphrf. 
K.  Henr).  My  Lords  at  once;  the  care  you  have  of  ms^ 
To  mow  down  Thorns  that  would  annoy  our  Foot^ 
Is  worthy  Praife ;  but  fliall  I  fpeak  my  Confctcnce^ 
Our  Kinfman  Glo*fter  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  Treafon  to  our  Royal  Perfbff, 
As  is  the  fucking  Lamb,  or  harmlefs  Dove: 
The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given,' 
To  dream  on  Evil,  or  to  work  my  Downfal. 

O^Mar.  Ah !  what's  more  dangerous,  than  this  fond  aifi- 
Seems  he  a  Dove  ?  His  Feathers  are  but  borrowed,       £ancc? 
For  he  is  difpofed  as  the  hateful  Raven, 
Is  he  a  Lamb  ?  His  Skin  was  furely  lent  him^ 
For  he's  inclined  as  is  the  ravenous  Wolf. 
Who  cannot  fteal  a  fliape  that  means  deceit? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord,  the  welfare  of  us  all. 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  fliort  that  fraudful  Mam' 

Emer  Soitierfet. 
Som.  All  Health  unto  my  gracious  Sovereign^ 
KMcnry.Wtlcomc,  Lord  Somerfit  i^whit  News  {romFrancA 
Som^  That  all  our  Intereft  in  thofe  Territories, 
Is  utterly  bereft  you;  all  is  loft.  [done. 

K.  Henry.  Cold  News  Lord  Somtrfet ;  but  God's  Will  be 
Tork*  Cold  News  forme;  forIhadhopeof-fr^»^^> 
As  firmly  as  I  h6D|d  for  felrti/e  England. 
Thus  are  my  Blolfoms  blafted  in  the  Bud* 
And  Caterpillars  eat  my  Leaves  away. 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  e'er  long, 
Or  fell  my  Title  for  a  glorious  Grave. .        \/ifidt. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 
Glo.  All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King : 
Pardon,  my  Liege,  that  I  haveftaid  fo  long. 

Suf.  Nay,  Gh'fier^  know  that  thou  art  come  too  foon,' 
Unlefs  thou  wert  more  Loyal  than  thou  art ; 
I  do  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon  here. 

Glo.  WdlSuffolkjyGt  thou  Ihalt  not  fee  mcblufli* 
Nor  change  my  Countenance  for  this  Arreft: 
A  Heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  Spring  is  not  fo  fre«  from  Mud, 
As  I  am  clear  from  Treafon  to  m^  Sovttti^ti^ 
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Who  can  ictufe  mt  ?  wherein  am  I  guihy  ? 

Tork.  *Tis  thought,  my  Lord^ 
That  you  tock  Bribes  o^/r^iv^. 
And  being  Protedor,  (laid  the  Soldiers  Pay,^ 
By  means  whereof  his  Highnefs  hath  loft  frdnee. 

Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  fo  ? 
What  are  they  that  think  it  ? 
I  never  robb'd  the  Soldiers  of  their  Pay, 
Kor  never  had  one  penny  Bribe  from  FrMCel 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  Nigh^ 
Ay,  Night  by  Nighty  in  ftudying  good  {otEngUnd^ 
That  Doit  that  e'er  I  wrefted  from  the  King, 

S^r  any^  Groat  I  hoarded  to  toy  ufe, 
e  brought  againft  me  at  my  Trial  day. 

Ko;  many  a  Pound  of  my  own  proper  ftore* 

Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  Commons^ 

Have  I  disburfbd  to  the  Garrifons, 

And  never  ask'd  for  Reftitution. 

Can  It  fcrves  you  well,  my  Lord,  to  fay  fomuch* 
Clo.  I  fay  np  more  than  Truth,  fo  help  me  God« 
Tork*  In  your  Proteftorftiip  you  did  devife 

Strange  Tortures  for  Offenders,  never  heard  of, 

That  £»fAi;i^  was  defam'd  by  Tyranny. 

Glo.  why  'tis  well  known,  that  whiles  I  was  Protedor^  ^ 

Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me : 

For  I  Ihould  melt  at  an  Offender's  Tears, 

And  lowly  Words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault: 

Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  Murtherer,  ' 

Or  foul  felonious  Thief,  that  fleec'dpoorPaffengeis, 

I  never  gave  them  condign  Punilhment.  ' 

Murther  indeed*  that  bloody  Sin,  I  tortured 

lAbove  the  Felon,  or  what  Trefpafs  elfe. 

Snf.  My  Lord,  thefe  faults  are  eafie,  quickly  anfwcr'd  i; 

But  mightier  Crimes  are  laid  unto  your  Charge, 

Whereof  you  cannot  caGly  purge  your  fclf* 

I  do  arreft  you  in  his  Highnefs  Name, 

And  here  commit  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal 

To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  Trial. 

K.HeHrj.  My  Lordof6/<?7?^,'tismy  fpecialhdpei 

That  you  will  clear  your  felf  from  all  fufpicion. 

My  Conscience  tells  me  you  arc  Innocents  -      - 
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Clo.  Ah  gradous  Lord,  theJTe  days  are  dangerous : 
Virtue  is  choak*d  with  foul  Ambition, 
And  Charity  chac'd  hence  by  tlancor'i  £tahd ; 
Foul  Subornation  is  predominant. 
And  Equity  e^^il'd  your  Highn^fs  Land. 
I  know,  their  Complot  is  to  have  my  Life : 
And  if  my  Death  might  make  this  Iflandh^py,' 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  Tyranny^ 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  wiliingnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  Prologue  to  their  Play : 
For  thoufands  more*  that  yet  fufped  no  perils 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  Tragedy. 
Beanford's  red  fparkling  Eyes  bUb  his  Heart's  ihalice^ 
And  Suffhlk^s  cloudy  Brow  his  ftormy  hate  5 
Sharp  BHckjngham  unburthens  with  his  Tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lyes  upon  his.  Heart : 
And  dogged  Torl^Mhzi reaches  at  theMoonj 
Whofe  over- weening  Arm  I  have  pliick'd  back^ 
By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  Life* 
And  you,  my  Sovereign  Lady^  with  the  reft, 
Caufelefs  have  laid  Difgraces  on  my  Head* 
And  with  your  beft  endeavour  have  ftirr'd  up 
My  liefeft  Liege  to  be  mine  Enemy: 
Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  Heads  together^ 
My  felf  had  notice  of  your  Conventicles, 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltkfs  Life. 
I  fhall  not  want  falfe  Witnefs  to  condemn  me. 
Nor  ftorc  of  Treafons  to  augment  my  Guilt  t 
The  ancient  Proverb  will  be  well  effefted, 
A  Staff' is  quickjy  found  to  btAt  a  Dog. 

Car.  My  Liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable^ 
If  thofe  that  care  to  keep  your  Royal  Perfod 
From  Treafbn's  fecret  Knife,  and  Traitor's  Rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid  and  rated  at. 
And  the  Offender  granted  fcope  of  Speech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  Zeal  unto  your  Grace* 

Suf.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  Sovereign  Lady  here 
With  ignominious  Words,  though  Clarkly  couchti 
As  if  (he  had  fuborned  fome  to  fwear 
Falfe  Allegations  to  overthrow  his  State. 

j^:  '^^'^^*  But  I  cat\  give  the  Lofer  leave  to  chidc« 
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Glo.  Far  truer  fpoke  than  meant;  I  lofe  indeed, 
Beihrew  the  winners,  for  they  played  me  falfe ; 
And  well  fuch  Lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeatr* 

Bffcks  He'll  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all  day. 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  Prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  fure. 

Glo.  Ah,  thus  King  tfenry  throws  away  his  Crutch, 
Before  his  Legs  be  mm  to  bear  his  Body  ; 
Thus  is  the  Shepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide, 
And  Wolves  are  gnarling,  who  (hall  gnaw  thee  fir  ft. 
Ah  that  my  fear  were  falfe,  ah  that  it  were; 
■^or  good  King  ffenry^  thy  Decay  I  fear.  [Exin 

iC  Henry.  My  Lords,  what  toyourWifdotofeemeth  beft, 

o  or  undo,  as  if  our  felf  were  here. 

Q^Mar.  What,  wifl  your  Highnefs  leave  the  Parhament  ? 

K,  Henrj.  Ay  Margaret :  My  Heart  \%  drown'd  with  Grief, 
Whofe  Flood  begins  to  flow  within  my  £yes; 
My  Body  round  en^rt  with  Mifery ; 
jFor  what's  more  miferablc  than  Difcontent  ?  ^ 
Ah  Uncle,  Htimphrp  in  thy  Face  I  fee 
The  Map  of  Honour,  Truth,  and  Loyaky  t 
And  yellf  good  Hnmfhrjy  \%  the  hour  to  come. 
That  e'er  I  proved  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  Faith. 
AVhat  lowring  Star  now  envies  thy  eftate  ? 
That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen, 
Do  feek  fubverfi<Mi  of  thy  harmlds  Life , 
That  never  didft  them  wrong,  nor  no  Man  wrong : 
And  as  the  Butcher  takes  away  the  Calf, 
And  binds  the  Wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  ftrays. 
Bearing  it  to  the  bk>ody  Slaughter-houfe ; 
Even  (b  remorflefs  have  they  born  him  hence: 
And  as  the  Dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down. 
Looking  the  way  her  harmlefs  young  one  went. 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  Darling's  lofsj 
Even  fo  my  felf  bewails  good  GWfierh  cafe. 
With  fad  unhelpful  Tears;  and  with  dim*d  Eyes, 
Look  after  him«  and  cannot  do  him  good: 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  Enemies. 
His  Fortunes  I  will  weep,  and  'twixt  each  Groan, 
Say,  who's  a  Ttaitorf  Gk*fier\kt  is  none.  ,  [_Ex\u 

Vol.  IIL  L\  o.ivia.T- 
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O^Mar,  Free  Lords : 
Cold  Snow  melts  with  the  Sun's  hot  Beanis, 
Henrj^  my  Lord,  is  cold  in  great  Affairs, 
Too  full  of  foolifli  pity;  and  Glo'fter's  (hew 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  Crocodile 
With  forrow  fnarcs  relenting  Paflengers: 
Or  as  the  Snake,  roll'd  in  a  flowry  Bank, 
With  (hining  checkered  Slough,  doth  fting  a  Child, 
That  for  the  Beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
.Believe  me,  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I, 
And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  Wit  good. 
This  Glo'fier  fhould  be  quickly  rid  the  World, 

To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 
Car.  That  he  Ihould  die,  is  worthy  policy. 

But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  Death: 

*Tis  meet  he  be  condemned  by  courfe  of  Law* 
Suf.  But  in  my  Mind,  that  wei»e  no  policy; 

The  King  will  labour  ftill  to  fave  his  Life, 

The  Commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  Life ; 

And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  Argument, 

More  than  Miftruft,  that  (hews  him  worthy  Death. 
Tork^  So  that  by  this,  you  would  not  have  himdie^  f' 
Suf,  Ah  Torkt  no  Man  alive,  fo  fain  as  L 
Torki  ^is  Tork,  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  Death. 

But  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you  my  Lord  of  SmffoU^ 

Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  Souls : 

Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  Eagle  were  fet 

To  guard  the  Chicken  from  a  hungry  Kite, 

As  place  Duke  Hnrnphrj  for  the  King's  Protedor? 

O^Mar.  So  the  poor  Chicken  ihould  be  fure  of  Death. 
Sttf.  Madam,  'tis  true;  and  wer't  not  madnels  then. 

To  make  the  Fox  Surveyor  of  the  Fold  ? 

Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  Murthercr, 

His  Guilt  (hould  be  but  idly  pofted  over, 

B^caufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 

No ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  For, 

By  Nature  proved  an  Enemy  to  the  Flock, 

Before  his  Chaps  be  ftain'd  with  Crimfon  Blood, 

As  Humfhrj  proved  by  Reafons  to  my  Liege. 

And  do  not  f):and  on  Quillets  how  to  (lay  him : 

Mt  it  by  Ginn%  by  Snatts,  \>^  Su\>xv\t>}% 
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Sleeping)  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how» 
So  he  be  xlead;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  firft^  that  firft  intends  deceit* 

(Q^  Afar.  Thrice  noble  Sufbll^  'tis  refolutely  fpoke. 

Sfrf.  Not  refolute,  e:iccept  fo  much  were  done ; 
For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldoih  meant ; 
But  that  my  Heart  accordeth  with  my  Tongue^ 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious. 
And  to  preferVe  my  Sovereign  from  his  Foe^ 
Say  but  the  word^  and  I  will  be  his  Prieft. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  Lord  of  Suffiikt 
E'er  you  can  take  due  Orders  for  a  Prieft : 
^ay  you  confent,  and  cenfure  well  the  Deed, 
And  111  provide  his  Executioner, 
i  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  Liege. 

Sftf.  Here  is  my  Hand,  the  Deed  i%  worthy  doin^; 

Q^Mar.  And  fo  fay  I# 

Torl^  And  I;  and  now  we  three  have  fpoke  it^ 
it  skills  not  greatly  wly  impugns  our  doom. 

inter  a  Pofi. 

Fofi.  Great  Lords,  frotn  Ireland  am  I  come  anaii}  ^ 
To  Hgnifiie  that  Rebels  there  are  up^ 
And  put  the  Englijhmen  unto  the  Sword ; 
iSend  Succours,  Lords,  and  ftop  the  Rage  betime; 
Before  the  Wound  do  grow  incurable ; 
For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 
.    Car.  A  Breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  flop; 
What  Cpunfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  Caufc? 

Uri^i  That  Somerfit  be  fent  a  Regent  thither  i 
•Tis  ioaeet  the  lucky  Ruler  be  imploy*d, 
Witnefs  the  Fortune  he  hath  had  in  France^ 

Som.  If  Tork^  with  all  his  far-fet  Policy, 
Had  been  the  Regent  there^  inftead  of  me^ 
He  never  would  have  fiaid  in  France  fo  long*. 

Torks  No^  not  to  lofe  it  alU  as  thou  haft  done^^ 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  Life  betime$> 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  Dishonour  home. 
By  ftaying  there  fo  long,  'till  all  were  loft* 
Snew  me  ooe  Scar  charaAer'd  on  thy  Skin  : 
Mens  Fle(h  preferv'd  fo  wholes  do  feldom  win; 
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O^Mdr.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  FirCj 
If  Wind  and  Fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with: 
No  more,  good  Tork, ;  fweet  Somerset  be  ftill. 
Thy  fortune,  Torkj  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there^ 
Might  haply  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 

Tork,.  What,  worfe  than  naught?  nay,  then  a  (hametake 

Som.  And  in  the  number,  thee  that  wifheft  Shame.       [aU, 

Car.  My  Lord  of  Tork^  try  what  your  Fortune  is. 
Th*  uncivil  Kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  Arms, 
And  temper  Clay  with  Blood  of  Englifhmen. 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  Band  of  Meb, 
Collefted  choicely,  from  each  Country  fome. 
And  try  your  hap  againft  the  Irifhmenl 

Tork.  I  will,  my  Lord,  fo  pleafe  hisMajefly. 

Sftf.  Why,  our  Authority  is  his  Confent, 
And  what  we  do  eftablilh  he  confirms ; 
Then,  Noble  Kr/^,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

Tork^  I  am  content :  Provide  me  Soldiers,  Lords. 
Whiles  I  take  Order  for  mine  own  ^ffai^^. 

Suf*  A  charge.  Lord  Torl^thztl  will  fee  perform'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Hmmphrj^ 

Car.  No  more  of  him  ;  for  I  will  deal  with  hini} 
That  henceforth  he  fliall  trouble  us  no  more : 
And  fo  break  off,  the  Day  is  almoft  fpent, 
Lord  Snffolkji  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  that  Event. 

Tork*  My  Lord  of  .y/ij^/i^  within  fourteen  Days 
At  Brifiol  I  cxpeft  my  Soldiers, 
For  there  I'll  Ship  them  all  for  Ireland.  • 

Snf.  I'll  fee  it  truly  done,  my  Lord  of  Tork*       \Exemu. 

Manet  York. 

Tork*  Now  Tork^  or  never,  fteel  thy  fearful  Thoughts, 
And  change  Mifdoubt  to  Refolution : 
Be  that  thou  hop'ft  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 
Refign  to  Dea'.h,  it  is  not  worth  th'  enjoying: 
Let  pale-fac'd  Fear  keep  with  the  mean-bom  Man^ 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  Royal  Heart. 
Fafter  than  Spring-time  (howers,  comes  thought  on  thougfaf* 
And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  Dignity. 
My  Brain,  more  bufie  than  the  labouring  Spider» 
Weaves  tedious  Snares  to  trap  mine  Eneaii'es. 
Well  Nobles,  wcUj  •tis  ^oYvuAV^  dotve^ 

To 
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To  fend  me  packing  with  an  Hoft  of  Meo: 

•I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  Snake, 

Who  cherifti'd  in  your  Breaft%  will  fting  your  Hearts* 

^Twas  Men  I  Jack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me; 

I  take  it  kindly;  yet  be  well  aflur'd. 

You  put  (harp  Weapons  in  a  mad  Man's  Hands. 

Whilft  I  in  Ireland  nourifli  a  mighty  Band, 

I  will  ftir  up  in  England  fome  black  *Storm, 

Shall  blow  ten  thoufand  Souls  to  Heaven  or  He|I : 

And  this  fell  Tempeft  fhall  not  ceafe  to  rage, 

Until  the  golden  Qircuit  on  my  Head 

Like  to  the  glorious  Sun's  tranfparent  Beams, 

Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-brain'd  Flaw. 

And  for  aMinifter  of  my  intent, 

I  have  feduc'd  a  headftrong  Kentijh  Man» 

John  Cade  of  jijhford^ 

To  make  Commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 

Under  the  Title  of  John  Mortimer. 

In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofc  himfelf  againft  a  Troop  of  Kerns, 

And  fought  fo  long,  'till  that  his  Thighs  with  Darts 

Were  almoft  like  a  Iharp-quill'd  Porcupine : 

And  in  the  end  being  refcued,  I  have  (een 

Him  caper  upright,  like  a  wild  Morifco, 

Shaking  the  bloody  Darts,  as  he  his  Bells. 

Full  often,  like  a  (hag-hair'd  crafty  Kern, 

Hath  he  converfed  with  the  Enemy, 

And  undifcovered  come  to  me  again, 

And  given  me  notice  of  their  Villanies. 

This  Devil,  here,  fhall  be  my  Subftitute ; 

For  that  John  Mortimery  which  is  now  dead. 

In  Face,  in  Gate,  in  Speech  he  doth  refemble. 

By  this  I  (hall  perceive  the  Commons  Mind, 

How  they  aflFeft  the  Houfe  and  claim  of  lorl^      . 

Say  he  be  taken,  rack'd  and  tortured ; 

I  Know  no  pain  they  can  inflid  upon  him. 

Will  make  him  fay,  I  raov'd  him  to  thofe  Arms* 

Say  that  he  thrive,  as  'tis  great  like  he  will. 

Why  then  from  tretand  come  I  with  my  ftrengti£ 

And  cpap  the  Marveft  which  that  Rafc^  (oHc^^.  \ 
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For  Humphry  being  dead>  as  he  (hall  be. 
And  Hinrj  put  a-part  ;  the  next  for  me.  [£^/(< 

Entertwoar  three  running  ot/jer  the  Stage,  ft^mtheiMw 

ther  of  Duke  Humphry. 

1.  Run  to  myXord  of  Suffolk}  let  him  know 
We  have  difpatcn'd  the  Duke,  as  he  commanded. 

2.  Oh  that  it  were  to  do:  What  have  wc  done? 
Didft  ever  hear  a  Man  fo  penitent? 

Enter  $u£Folk. 

I .  Here  comes  my  Lord. 

Suf.  Now»  Sirs,  have  you  difpatcht  this  tbtngS 

I.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  he's  dead. 

Suf.  Why,  thafs  well  faid.    Go,  get  you  to  my  Houfc, 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  Deed : 
The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  here  at  hand. 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  Bed?  are  all  things  wellf 
According  as  I  gave  Dire<^ions? 

I.  Yes,  my  good  Lord. 

Suf.  Away,  begone.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  Oueen^  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  So- 

merfet,  wnh  Attendants. 

K.  Henry.  Go  call  our  Uncle  to  our  prefence  fir^ight ; 
Say  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to  day, 
If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publilhed. 

Suf  I'll  call  him  presently,  my  Noble  Lord.  [£^*ff 

K.  Henry.  Lords  take  your  Places ;  and  I  pray  you  all 
Proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainft  our  Uncle  Glo^fier^ 
Than  from  true  evidence  of  good  efteem. 
He  be  approved  in  praftice  culpable. 

O^Mar.  God  forbid  any  Malice  fhould  pfcvail. 
That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  Nobleman : 
Pray  [God  he  may  acquit  him  of  Sufpicion. 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  thee  Nelly  thefe  Words  content  me  much, 

£;f/fr  Suffolk. 
How  now?  why  look'ft  thou  pale?  why  trembleftthouj 
Where  is  our  Unkle?  what's  the  matter,  ^Sr^/^?  ^ 

Suf.  Dead  in  his  Bed,  my  Lord,  Glafier  is  dead. 

Q.  Mar.  Marry  God  forfend. 

Car.  God's  fccret  Judgment :  I  did  dream  to  Kigbf, 
The  Duke  w^  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word.  [iC  Jfwmi* 

j^Afar.  How  fares  my  Lot  A  ?  Wt\^\-CfcxA&>>2tv^l&\^%udcad. 
Som,  Rear  up  his  Body^N^utv^V^rnVj^  xix^W^'i^^    Si^J^" 
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Q^Mar.  Run,  go,  help^  help:  Oh  Hcnryj  ope  thine  Eyes, 

Skf.  He  doth  revive  again.  Madam  be  patient. 

K.  Henry.  Oh  Heavenly  God  I 

^.  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  Lord  ? 

Suf,  Comfort  my  Sovereign,  gracious  Henry  comfort. 

K.  Henry.  What,  doth  my  Lord  of  Sufolk^  comfort  me  ? 
Came  he  right  now  to  fing  a  Raven's  Note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  niy  vital  Powers: 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  Wren, 
By  crying  Comfort  from  a  hollow  Breaft, 
Can  chafe  away  the  firft  conceived  found? 
Hide  not  thy  poyfon  with  fuch  fugar'd  Word^, 
Lay  not  thy  Hands  on  me;  forbear,  I  fay. 
Their  toucn  affrights  me  as  a  Serpent's  fting. 
Thou  baleful  Meffenger,  out  of  my  fight : 
Upon  thy  Eye-balls  murderous  Tyranny 
iSits  in  grim  Majefty,  to  fright  the  World,       i 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  Eyes  are  wounding; 
Yet  do  not  go  away ;  come,  Baiilisk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  Gazer  with  thy  fight: , 
For  in  the  fliade  of  Death,  I  ftiall  find  Joy; 
In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Glo'fiers  dead. 

Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  Lord  of  SHffilkjhvu^i 
Although  the  Duke  was  Enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he  moft  Chrifiian-Iike  laments  his  Death ; 
And  for  my  felf.  Foe  as  he  was  to  me. 
Might  liquid  Tears,  or  heart-offending  Groans, 
Or  blood-jconfuming  fighs  recal  his  Life ; 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  Groans, 
Look  pale  as  Pimrofe,  with  blood-drinking  fighs, 
And  all  to  have  the  Noble' Duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  World  may  deem  of  me  ? 
For  it  is  known  we  were  but  hollow  Friends : 
It  may  J>e  judg'd  I  made  the  Duke  away. 
So  ihall  my  Name  with  Slander'sTongue  be  wounded, 
And  Princes  Courts  be  filled  with  Reproach; 
This  get  I  by  bis  death :  Aye  me  unhappy. 
To  be  a  Queeo,  and  crown'd  with  i  Infamy. 

JC  Henry.  Ah  woe  is  me  for  Glo'fier^  wretched  Man. 

O^Mar,  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  th^iv  Vv^  vv» 
What,  doft  thou  turn  away  and  Vv\dt  \^n  ^\Ct\ 
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I  am  no  loathfome  Leper,  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou  like  an  Adder  waxen  deaf.^ 
Be  poyfonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Queen. 
Is  all  thy  Comfort  ihuc  in  Gh'fter^s  Tomb? 
Why  then  Dame  Aiargaret  was  ne'er  thy  Joy, 
Ered  his  Statue,  and  do  worfhip  to  it, 
And  make  my  Image  but  an  Ale^ioufe  fign. 
Was  I  for  this  nigh  wreckt  upon  the  Sea, 
And  twice  by  aukward  Wind  from  Englan£%  Bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  Native  CHme  ? 
What  boaded  this?  but  well  fore- warning  Wind 
Did  feem  to  fay,  Seek  not  a  Scorpion's  Neft^ 
Nor  fet  a  footing  on  this  unkind  Shoar, 
Wnat  did  I  then  \  but  curft  the  gentle  gufts, 
'And  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  Brazen  Gaves^ 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  Englan£%\AtS.t^Q^oir^ 
Or  turn  our  Stern  upon  a  dreadful  Rock: 
Yet  <l/£oIhs  would  not  be  a  Murtherer, 
But  left  that  hateful  Office  unto  thee. 
The  pretty  vaulting  Sea  refiis'd  to  drown  me. 
Knowing  that  thou  wouldft  have  me  drown'd  on  ihoar 
With  Tears  as  fait  as  Sea,  through  thy  unkindnefs* 
The  fpiitting  Rocks  cower*d  in  the  finking  Sands^ 
And  would  not  dafh  me  with  their  ragged  fides* 
Becaufe  thy  flinty  Heart,  more  hard  than  they^ 
Might  in  thy  Palace  perifh  Margaret  i 
As  far  as  I  could  ken  thy  Chalky  Cliffs, 
When  from  thy  fhoar  the  Tempefl  beat  us  back, 
I  flood  upon  the  Hatches  in  the  Storm, 
And  when  the  dusky  Sky  began  to  rob 
My  earnefl  gaping  fight  of  the  Land's  view, 
I  took  a  coftly  Jewel  from  my  Neck, 
A  Heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  Diamonds, 
And  threw  it  towards  thy  Land;  theSeareceiv'd  it. 
And  fo  I  wifli'd  thy  Body  might  my  Heart : 
And  even  with  this  I  lofl  fair  England^s  view. 
And  bid  mine  Eyes  be  packing  with  my  Heart, 
And  caird  them  blind  and  dusky  Spedacles, 
For  lofing  ken  of  jilbion*s  wifhed  Coafl* 
How  oitQTi  have  I  tempted  SuffollCs  Tongue 
(The  Agent  of  thy  foul  livcou&^ucj) 
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To  (it  and  watch  me^  as  jifianius  did. 
When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 
His  Father's  Ads,  commenced  in  burning  Trojj 
Am  I  not  witcht  like  her?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him? 
Ah  me,  I  can  no  more:  Dye  Margartt^ 
For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  didil  hve  fp  long. 

Noife  within.  Enter  Warwick}^^^  m^nj  Commons. 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Sovereign, 
That  good  Dvke  Humphry  traiteroufly  is  murther'd 
By  Sf^olkji  and  the  Cardinal  Beaufords  means  : 
The  Commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  Bees 
That  want  their  Leader,  fcatter  up  and  down. 
And  care  not  who  they  fling  in  his  revenge. 
My  felf  have  calm'd  their  fpleenful  Mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  Death. 

K.  Henrj.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick^  'tis  too  true,' 
But  how  ne  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry : 
Enter  his  Chamber,  view  his  breathlefs  Corps, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fi^dden  Death. 

War.  That  I  (hall  do,  my  Eiege:  Sizy^  Salisbury^ 
With  the  rude  Multitude,  till  I  return. 

K.  Henry.  O  thou  that  judgeft  all  things,  ftay  my  Thoughts^ 
My  Thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuade  my  Soul, 
Some  violent  Hands  were  laid  on  Hnrnphrfs  Life  •• 
If  my  fufped:  be  falfe,  forgive  me  God, 
For  Judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thoe. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  Lips, 
With  twenty  thoufand  KiiTes,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  Face  an  Ocean  of  fait  Tears, 
To  tell  my  Love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  Trunk, 
And  with  my  Fingers  feel  his  Hand  unfeeling : 
But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  Obfequies. 

[Bed  with  QW9ttt"sBod)  putforthl 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthly  Image: 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  Sorrow  greater  ? 

War.  Come  hither,  gracious  Sovereign,  view  this  Body.' 

K.Henry.  That  if  to  fee  how  deep  my  Grave  is  made: 
For  with  his  Soul  fled  all  my  worldly  folace; 
For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  Life  is  Death, 

War.  As  furely  as  my  Soul  intends  to  live 
Widi  that  dread  King  that  took  out  ft^x^xx^otiVvrnv 
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To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  Curfe, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  Hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  Life  of  this  thrice-famed  Duke« 

Sufi  A  dreadful  Oath,  fworn  with  a  folemn  Tongue: 
What  inftince  gives  Lord  Warwick  for  his  Vow  ? 

War.  See  how  the  Blood  is  fettled  in  his  Face. 
Oft  have  I  feen  a  timely  parted  Ghoft, 
Of  afliy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  bloodleis. 
Being  ull  defcended  to  the  labouring  Heart, 
Who  in  the  Conflid  that  it  holds  with  Deaths 
Attrafts  the  faoie  for  aidance  'gainft  the  Enemy, 
Which  with  the  Heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  returneth 
To  blu(h  and  beautify  the  Cheek  again* 
But  fee,  his  Face  is  black,  and  full  of  Blood, 
His  Eye-balls  further  out,  than  when  he  livedo 
Staring  full  gaftly,  like  a  ftrangled  Man ; 
His  Hair  up  rear'd^  his  Noflrils  firetch'd  with  (Irugling, 
His  Hands  abroad  difplay'd,  as  one  that  grafpt 
And  tugg'd  for  Life,  and  was  by  ftrength  fubdued* 
Look  on  the  Sheets,  his  Hair«  you  fee,  is  flicking ; 
His  well-proportion*d  Beard,  made  rough  abd  rugged^ 
Like  to  the  Summer's  Corn  by  Tempeft  lodged: 
It  cannot  be  but  he  ;was  murdered  here. 
The  leaft  of  all  thefe  figns  were  probable* 

Sftf.  Why  ff^arwick^  who  (hould  do  the  Duke  tQ  death? 
My  felf  and  Beauford  had  him  in  protediOQ^ 
And  we,  I  hope,  Sirs,  are  no  Murtherers* 

War.  But  both  of  you  have  vow'd  Duke  HumfhrfsAtixhi 
And  you,  forfooth,  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep ; 
-  ris  like  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  Friend^ 
And  'tis  well  feen  he  found  an  Enemy. 

Q^Mar.  Then  you  belike  fufpeA  thefe  Noblemen* 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphry^  timelefs  death. 

War^  Who  finds  the  Heifer  dead,  and  bleeding  freih^ 
And  fees  faft  by  a  Butcher  with  an  Ax, 
But  will  fufped:  'twas  he  that  made  the  (laughter? 
Who  finds  the  Partridge  in  the  Puttocl('s  Neft, 
jB'Jt  may  imagine  how  the  Bird  was  dead. 
Although  the  Kite  foar  with  unbloodied  l^eak? 
JBKen  fo  fufpicio.us  is  this  Tragedy. 
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O^Mar.  Are  you  the  Butcher,  SufolkJ  whcrc's  the  Kqife  ? 
Js  Beanfffrd  term'd  a  Kite?  where  are  his  Tallons? 

Sftf.  I  wear  no  Knife>  to  (laughter  fleeping  Men, 
But  here's  a  Vengeful  Sword>  rufted  with  eafe. 
That  (hall  be  fcoured  in  his  rancorous  Hearty 
That  (landers  me  with  Murther's  Crimfon  Badge^ 
Say,  if  thou  dar'ft,  proud  Lord  of  Warwickshire^ 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Hnrnphrfs  death. 

War.  What  dares  not  Warwick;,  if  falfc-SW/i/i^dare  him^ 

Qj^Mar.  He  dare  not  calm  his  contumelious  Spirit, 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  Controller,. 
Tho*  Suffblk^d2ive  him  twenty  thotifand  times. 

War.  Madam  be  ftill;  with  reverence  may  I  fey* 
For  every  word  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf. 
Is  (lander  to  your  Royal  Dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt-witted  Lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour. 
If  ever  Lady  wrong'd  her  Lord  fo  much. 
Thy  Mother  took  into  her  blameful  Bed 
Some  ftern  untutor'd  Churl ;  and  noble  Stock 
Was  graft  with  Crab-ireeflip,  whofe  Fruit  thou  art. 
And  never  of  the  Nevifs  Noble  Race. 

ffar.  But  that  the  guile  of  Murther  bucklers  thee» 
And  I  ihould  rob  the  Deaths-man  of  his  Fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  Shames, 
And  that  my  Sovereign's  prefence  makes  me  mild* 
I  would,  falfe  murderous  Coward,  on  thy  Knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  paiTed  Speech, 
And  fay,  it  was  thy  Mother  that  thou  meant'/!; 
That  thou  thy  felr  waft  born  in  Baftardy : 
And  after  all  this  fearful  Homage  done. 
Give  thep  fhy  hire,  and  fend  thy  Soul  to  Hell, 
Pernicious  Blood  fucker  of  fleeping.  Men, 

Suf.  Thou  (halt  be  waking,  while  I  flied  thy  Blood. 
If  from  this  prefepce  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 

PFar.  Away  even  now,  or  I  v^ill  drag  thee  hence. 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  1*11  cope  with  thee. 
And  do  fome  fervice  to  Duke  Humphry's  Gho(l.      {Exeunt. 
'  K..Hfinrj.  What  ftronger  Breaft-plate than  a  Heart  untainted  ? 
Thrifeis  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  Quarrel  juft; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lockt  up  in  Steely 
Whofe  Confdence  with  Iniuftice  \s  ccixtwx^i^VA  nf^x^-i^VLVv^* 
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Q^Mau  What  noife  is  this? 

Enter  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  with  their  Weapons  drawn. 
K*  Henrj.  Why  h9w  now,  Lords  ? 
Your  wrathful  Weapons  drawn. 
Here  in  our  prefence!  Dare  you  be  fo  bold? 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

Suf.  The  trait'rous  Wa^rwick^  with  the  Men  o|  Bwj^ 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Sovereign. 

Enter  Salisbury. 
Sal.  Sirs,  ftand  apart,  the  King  (hall  know  your  Mind. 
Dread  Lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  Lord  Suffolk  ftraight  be  put  to  death. 
Or  baniftied  fair  England  %  Territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  Palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingring  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphry  dy*d ; 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefs  death; 
And  mere  inftinft  of  Love  and  Loyalty, 
Free  from  a  ftubborn  oppofite  intent. 
As  being  thought  to  contradid  you£  liking. 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  Bani(hment. 
They  fay,  in  care  of  your  mod.  Royal  Perfon, 
That  if  your  Highnefs  ftiould  intend  to  fleep. 
And  charge  that  no  Man  fliould  difturb  your  reft^ 
In  pain  of  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death; 
Yet  notwithftanding  fuch  a  ftrange  Edid, 
Where  there  is  a  Serpent  feen  with  forked  Tongu^ 
That  flyly  glided  towards  your  Majefty, 
It  were  but  neceffary  you  were  wak'd; 
Left  being  fufFer'd  in  that  harmlefs  flumber,^ 
The  mortal  Worm  might  make  the  Sleep  Eternals 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid. 
That  they  will  guard  you  whe're  you  will  or  no. 
From  fuch  fell  Serpents  as  falfe  Suffolk,  i«  > 
With  whofe  invenomed  and  fatal  fting. 
Your  loving  Uncle,  twenty  times  hi!  worth. 
They  fay,  is  ftiamefully  bereft  of  Life.  {SaUsburj. 

Commons  within.  An  Anfwer  from  the  King,  my  Lord  of 
Suf.  'Tis  like  the  Commons,  rude  unpoliflit  Hind^ 
jCould  fend  fuch  Meffage  to  their  Sovereign: 
But  yoUf  my  Lord,  v^ere  gXaAxobt  OTi^V>Y^> 
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To  (hew  how  queinc  an  Orator  you  we. 

But  all  the  honour  SalisbHrj  hath  won, 

Isj  that  he  was  the  Lord  Ambaflfador 

Sent  from  a  fort  of  Tinkers  to  the  King.  * 

Within.  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  or  we  will  all  break 
in. 

K.  Henrj.  Go  SaUsbtirjj  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care. 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them^ 
Yet  fure  my  Thoughts  do  hourly  prophefie 
Mifchance  unto  my  State  by  Suffblkis  means^ 
And  therefore  by  his  Majefty  I  fwear, 
Whofe  far-unworthy  Deputy  I  am, 
Me  ill  all  not  breathe  infedion  in  this*  Air, 
But  three  Days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

Q.M4r.  Oh  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  %tvit\e  Suffolk.* 

K.  Henry.  Ungentle  Queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Sftffoll^ 
No  more,  I  fay;  if  thou  doft  plead  for  him. 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  Wrath.  * 

Had  I  but  (aid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 
But  when  I  fwear  it  is  irrevocable  : 
If  after  three  Days  fpace  thou  here  be*ft  found. 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  Ruler  of. 
The  World  (hall  not  be  Ranfome  for  thy  Life. 
Come  Wdrmckji  come  good  Warwickj^  go  with  me ; 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee.  [Exit. 

OuAdar.  Mifchance  and  Sorrow  go  along  with  you. 
Hearts  Difcontent^  and  four  Afflidion, 
Be  Play-fellows  to  keep  you  company : 
There's  two  of  you,  the  Devil  made  a  third. 
And  three-fold  Vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps. 

Suf.  Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefc  Execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suffoll^Uke  his  heavy  leave. 

jQ^ M4r.  Fie  coward  Woman,  and  foft-hearted  wretch,' 
Haft  thou  not  Spirit  to  curfe  thine  Enemy? 

Suf.  A  Plague  upon  them;    wherefore  (houd  I  curfe 
them  ? 

Would  Cur fes  kill,  as  doth  the  Mandrakes  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  fearching  term?. 
As  cufft,  4s  har(b,  and  horrible  to  hear. 
Delivered  ftrongly  through  my  fixed  TotxU^ 
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With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  Hate,. 
As  lean-fac*d  Envy  in  her  loathfome  Cave. 
My  Tongue  fhould  ftumble  in  mine  earnefl  word^^^ 
Mine  Eyes  (hould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  Flint, 
Mine  Hair  be  fixt  an  end,  as  one  diftrad: 
Ay,  every  Joint  Ihould  fcem  to  Curie  and  Ban, 
And  even  now  my  burthen'd  Heart  would  breakj 
Should  I  not  curfe  them.     Poifon  be  their  Drink, 
Gall^  worfe  than  Gall,  the  daintiefl:  that  they  taile. 
Their  fv^reeteft  fhade,  a  Groye  of  Cyprefs  Trees, 
Theif"  chiefeft  Profpeft,  murdVing  Baiilisks, 
Their  fofteft  Touch,  as  fmart  as  Lizards  RingSi 
Their  Mufick,  frightful  as  the  Serpents  hift. 
And  boading  Screech-Owls,  make  the  Conlort  full. 
And  the  foul  Terrors  in  dark-feated  Hell 

Q^Mar.  Enough,  fweet  Suffhlk^  thou  torment'ft  thy  felf^ 
And  thefe  dread  Curfes,  like  the  Sun  'gainft  Glafs, 
Oj^  like  an  overcharged  Gun,  recoil. 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thy  felf; 

Suf.  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  mt  leave} 
Now  by  the  ground  that  I  am  baniih'd  from,         . 
Well  could  I  curfe  away  a  Winter'^  Night, 
Though  {landing  naked  on  a  Mountain  top. 
Where  biting  Cold  would  never  let  Grafs  grow/ 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport; 

Q^Mar.  Oh,  let  me  intreat  thee  ceafe,  give  me  thy  haod^ 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  niy  mournful  Tears; 
Nor  let  the  Rain  of  Heav'n  wet  this  place. 
To  wafli  away  my  woful  MonunientSi 
Oh,  could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  Hand, 
That  thou  might'ft  think  upon  thefe  by  the  Seal, 
Through  whom  a  thoufand  Sighs  are  breath'd  for  thee^ 
So  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  Grief, 
*Tis  but  furmiz^d  whilft  thou  art  ftanding  by. 
As  one  that  Surfeits,  thinking  on  a  want : 
I  will  repeal  thee»  or  be  well  affur'd. 
Adventure  to  be  banifliedmy  felf: 
And  baniihed  I  am,  if  but  from  thee 
Go,  fpeak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone— — 

Oh  go  not  yet Even  thus,  two  Friends  Condema*d 

JE/nbrace^  and  kifsi  and  uV^  uxv  tVnoviC^wd  Leaves^ 
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Leather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die: 
Yet  now  farewel,  and  farewel  Life  with  theCi 

Sfif.  Thus  is  poor  Sfiffolk.ten  times  banifhe4# 
Once  by  the  King,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee^ 
'Tis  not  the  Land  I  care  fbr^  wert  thou  hence^ 
A  Wildernefs  is  populous  enough. 
So  Sufoll^h^d  thy  heavenly  Company, 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  it  fclf. 
With  every  feveral  Pleafure  in  the  World : 
And  where  thou  art  notk  Defolation. 
I  can  no  more      ■■    Live  thou  to  joy  thy  Life ; 
My  felf  no  Joy  in  ought,  but  that  thou  liv'ft. 

Enter  Vaux. 
Q^Afar.  Whither  goes  P^anx  fo  faft  ?  what  News,  I 
prithee? 

Faux.  To  fignifie  uato  his  Majefty, 
That  Cardinal  Beauford  is  at  the  point  of  death: 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  Sicknefs  took  him» 
That  makes  him  gafp,  and  ftare,  and  catch  the  Air, 
Blafpheming  God,  and  <:ur{ing  Men  on  Earth. 

Sometimes  he  talks,  as  if  Duke  Humphrf^  Ohoft 

Were  by  his  fide ;  fometimes  he  calls  the  King, 

And  wnifpers  to  his  Pillow,  as  to  him. 

The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  Soul : 

And  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  Majefty, 

7  hat  even  now  he  cries  aloud  tor  him. 

Q^Mar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  Meflage  to  the  King.  \Exi^ 

Ay  me  i  what  is  this  World?  what  News  are  thefe? 

But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hours  poor  lofs, 

Omittmg  SuffQl\(%  Exile,  my  Soul's  Treafurc  ?     • 

Why  only,  Sufalk^  mourn  I  not  for  thee. 

And  with  the  Southern  Clouds,  contend  in  tears? 

Theirs  for  the  Earths  increafe ;  mine  for  my  Sorrows. 

Now  get  thee  hence,  the  King  thou  know'ft  is  coming* 

If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 
Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live. 

And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe. 

But  like  a  pleafant  (lumber  in  thy  lap? 

Here  could  I  breathe  my  Soul  into  the  Air, 

As  mild  an4  gentle,  as  the  Cradle- babe. 


Oh  let  ).  -  nay,  betai  wnat  may  Oetat. 

O^Mar.       vay;  though  parting  be  a  fretful  Corn 
It  is  applied  to  .■  deathful  wound. 
To  Fra»ce,  fweet  Snffolk^i  let  me  hear  from  thee : 
For  wherefoe'er  thou  art  in  this  World's  Globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris  that  fhall  find  thee  out. 
Snf.  I  go. 

Q^Mar.  And  take  my  Heart  with  thee. 
Suf.  A  Jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'ft  Casket 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth, 
Even  as  a  fplitted  Bark,  fofunder  we; 
This  way  fail  I  "&>  death. 

Q^Mar.  This  w'ay  for  me.  \ExtHnt  fevi 

Eiaer  King  Henry,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  tt  the  Cm 
in  Bed. 
K.  Henri.  How  fares  my  Lord  \  Speak  Beaufvrd  t( 
Soveraign. 

C«-.  If  thou  beeft  Death,  I  '11  give  thee  EngUmts  T«i 
Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  Ifland, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  Hen/f.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  Life, 
Where  Death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible.' 


King  Henry  VI.  1505 

Like  Lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  winged  Soul : 
Give  me  foroe  drink,  and  bid  th'  Apothecary 
Bring  the  ftrong  Poifon  that  I  bought  of  him* 

K.Henrjf.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  Heav'ns^ 
Look  with  a  gentle  Eye  upon  this  Wretch, 
Oh  beat  away  the  biihe  medling  Fiend* 
That  lays  ftrong  Siege  unto  this  Wretch's  Soulj 
And  from  his  Bofom  purge  this  black  dcfpair. 

War.  See  how  the  Pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grim 

SaL  Difturb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably. 

K.  Henry.  Peace  to  his  Soul,  if  God*s  good  pfeaf uf e  be^ 
Lord  Cardinal,  if  thou  think'ft  on  HeavVs  blifs. 
Hold  up  thy  Hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  Sign:  Oh  God  forgive  hirh. 

Viar.  So  bad  a  Death  argues  a  monftrous  Life. 

K.Henrj.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  Sinners  alii 
Clofe  up  his  Eyes,  and  draw  the  Curtaip  clofe^ 
And  let  us  all  to  Meditation.  [Eteunfg 

AUrum.    Fight  at  Sea*     Ordnanct  go4S  off.     Enter  Captain^ 

Whitmdre,  and   otheir  PirateSj   with  Suffolk    and  otheri 

Prifoners. 

Cxf.  The  gaudy  blabbing  and  rertiorfeful  dayj 
Is  crept  into  the  Bofom  of  the  Sea: 
And  now  loud  howling  Wolves  aroufe  the  Jfades 
That  drag  the  Tragick  melancholy  Night : 
Who  wuh  their  drowfie,  flow,  and  fligging  Wings 
Cleapdead  Mens  Graves;  and  from  their  miftyjawsj 
Breath  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  Air : 
Therefore  bring  forth  the  Soldiers  of  our  prize,* 
Forwhilftdur  Pinnace  anchors  in  i\i^Downs^ 
Here  (hall  they  niake  their  Ranfora  on  the  Sand, 
Or  with  their  Blood  ftain  this  difcoloufcd  fliorc^ 
Mafter,  this  Prifoner  freely  give  I  theei 
And  thou  that  art  his  Mate,  make  Boot  of  this  i 
The  other,  Walter  Whitmore^  is  thy  (hif e. 

I  Gen.  What  is  my  Ranfom,  Mafter,  let  me  knftWi 

Mafi.  A  thou&nd  Crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your  itead^ 

Mate.KnA  fo  much  (hall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours. 

Whit.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  icoo  Crowns^ 
.  And  bear  the  Natne  and  Port  of  Gentlemen? 

Vol.  IIU  M  tik  K2A 
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Cut  both  the  Villains  Throats,  for  die  you  fli^ll: 
Nor  can  thole  hves  which  we  have  loft  in  fight. 
Be  cour.ter-pois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  Sum. 

1  Ge^t.  1 11  give  it.  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  Life, 

2  Cent.  And  fo  will  I,  and  write  hotne  for  it  f&aigbt. 
Wfju.  I  loft  mine  Eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard. 

And  therefore  to  revenge  it,  flialtthou  die,       [To  SuflFoIk. 
And  fo  ftiould  thefe,  it  I  might  have  my  Will. 

Cap.  Be  not  fo  rafli,  take  tlanfom,  let  him  live. 

Suf.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  Gentleman, 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  (halt  be  paid. 

Whir.  And  fo  am  I ;  my  name  is  Walter  Whitmore. 
How  now?  why  ftart'ft  thou?  what,  doth  death  affright? 

Suf,  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  Death: 
A  cunning  Man  did  calculate  my  Birth, 
And  told  mc,  that  by  Water  I  Ihould  die: 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  Bloody-minded, 
Thy  name  is  Gualtiery  being  rightly  founded. 

Pf^tjit.  Gualtier  or  iValter,  which  it  is  I  care  not. 
Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  difhonour  blur  our  Name, 
But  wth  our  Sword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Theitfore,  when  Merchant-like  I  fell  revenge, 
Eioke  be  my  Sword,  my  Arms  torn  and  defaced. 
And  1  p  oclaim'd  a  Coward  through  the  World. 

Suf.  Say  Whitmore^  for  thy  Prifoner  is  a  Prince, 
Tiie  D'.kc  ot  Suffolk^j  William  de  la  Pole. 

Wr:it.  The  D  k    of  Sufolk$  muffled  up  in  Rags  f 

Suf.  Ay,  but  thefe  Ra^sare  no  part  Of  the  Duke. 

Cap.   liuz^yove  was  never  flain  as  thou  flialt  be, 
O  fvure  and  lowfie  Swain— King /iV^ry's Blood! 

Suf.  The  honourable  Blood  of  Lancafier 
Muft  not  be  fhed  by  fuch  a  jaded  Groom: 
Haft  ih  >u  not  kiN'd  tf  y  Hand,  and  heldmyStirrop? 
Bart-ht  adtd  plodded  by  my  Foot-cloth  Mule, 
And  thought  rhee  happy  when  I  ihook  my  Head. 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  Cup,  . 
Fed  from  my  Trencher,  kne'.l'd  down  at  tlie Board, 
When  I  heave  feaftcd  with  Queen  Margaret\ 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  Creft-fal*Dj 
Ay^  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  Pride : 

How 
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How  in  oiir  voiding  Lobby  haft  thou  ftooi3> 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth?\ 
This  Hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf» 
And  therefore  fliall  it  charm  thy  riotous  Tongue. 

Whn.  Speak  Captain,  ftiall  l  ftab  the  forlorn  Swain? 

Cap.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  rac. 

Suf.  Bate  Slave,  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  fo  art  thoul 

Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  Long-boat's  £[dC|j» 
iStrike  off  his  Head. 

Sfff.  Thou  dai'ft  not  for  thy  own.  ^ 

Cap.  Poolcy  Sir  Poole\  Lord  ? 
Ay  kennel — -puddle— —fink,  whofe  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  Silver  Springs  where  England  drinks: 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  Mouth, 
For  fwallowing  up  the  Treafure  of  the  Realm. 
Thy  Lips  that  kifs'd  the  Queen,  ftiall  fweep'the  Ground: 
And  thou  that  fmild'ft  at  good  Duke  Hamphrfs  Dcach^ 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  Winds  (halt  grin  in  vain. 
Who  in  contempt  ftiall  hifs  at  thee  again. 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  Hags  ot  Hell, 
For  daring  to  aflSe  a  mighty  Lord 
Unto  the  Daughter  of  a  worthlefs  King, 
Having  nor  Subjeft,  Wealth,  nor  Diadems 
By  devilifli  policy  art  thou  grown  great. 
And  like  ambitious  SjlU  over*gorg*d. 
With  gobbets  of  thy  Mother's  bleeding  Heart* 
By  thee  ^njou  and  Main  were  fold  to  France. 
The  falfe  revolting  Normans^  t;hrough  thee, 
l)ifdain  to  call  us  Lord,  and  Pi^ardie 
Hath  flain  their  Governors,  fur'^riz'd  our  Forts* 
And  fent  the  ragged  Soldiers  wounded  home: 
The  Princely  Warwick^  and  the  Nevils  alf, 
Whofe  dreadful  Swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain^ 
As  hating  theei  are  rifing  up  in  Arms. 
And  now  the  Houfe  of  Kr^thruft  from  thfe  Crotsl'rii 
By  ftiameful  murther  of  a  guiltleffj  King, 
And  lofty  proud  irictoaching  Tyranny,  , 

Burns  with  revenging  Fire^  whofe  hopeful  colours 
Advance  our  half-fac'd  Sun,  ftriving  to  fliine  j 
Undct  the  which  is  Writ,  'Invitis  nubibus. 

M  m  i  """^^ 
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The  Commons  here  in  Kcftt  are  up  in  Arms, 
And  to  conclude,  Reproach  and  Beggary 
Is  crept  into  the  Palace  of  our  King, 
And  all  by  thee ;  away,  convey  him  hence. 

Sm/:  O  that  I  were  a  God,  to  flioot  forth  Thunder 
Upon  thefe  paltry,  fervile,  abjed  drudges: 
Small  things  make  bafe  Men  proud.  This  Villain  here. 
Being  Captain  of  a  Pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  BurgullHs,  the  ftrong  IlljrUn  Pirate. 
Drones  fuck  not  Eagles  Blood,  but  rob  Bee-hives« 
It  is  impoffibic  that  I  (hould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  Vaffal  as  thy  felf. 
Thy  words  move  Ragr,  and  not  Remorfe  in  me : 
I  go  of  Mvffage  from  the  Queen  to  France: 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  Channel. 

'Cap.  Water;  \V.  come  SHffoll^  I  muft  waft  thee  to  thy 
dea^h. 

Snf.  Gelidm  timor  occHpat  artus,  it  is  thee  I  fear. 

Whit.  Thou  (halt  have  caufe  to  fear  before  I  leave  thee. 
What,  are^ye  daunted  now?  Now  will  you  ftoop? 

I  Gent.  My.gracious  Lord  intreat  him  ;  fpeak  him  fair. 

Sfff.  Sttffoli(s  Imperial  Tongue  is  ftern  and  rough ; 
Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  fhould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fuit;  no,  rather  let  my  Head 
Stoop  to  the  Block,  than  thefe  Knees  bow  to  any. 
Save  to  the  God  of  Heav'n,  and  to  my  King; 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  Pole, 
Than  Hand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  Groom. 
True  Nobility  is  exempt  from  fear: 
More  can  I  besw,  than  you  dare  execute. 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more  i 
Come  Soldiers,  /hew  what  Cruelty  ye  can. 

Snf.  That  this  my  Death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Great  Men  oft  die  by  vile  Bez.omans 
A  Roman  Sworder,  and  Bandetto  Slave 
Murder'd  fweet  Tully.    Brmus  Baftard  hani 
Srab*d  Julius  Cafar.     Savage  Iflmders 
Pompej  the  Great;  and  Snfolk  dies  bv  Kratip. 

[Exit  Walter  Whitmore  with  S jff  »Ik. 

Cdf. 
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Cap.  And  as  for  thefe,  whofe  Ranfoffle  we  have  fer^ 
It  is  our  pleafure  one  of  them  depart; 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go.  ^ 

•  [^Ex.  Captain  and  the  rtjtm 

Manet  the  fir Jl  Gent.     Enter  Whitmore  with  the  Body. 

Whit.  There  let  his  Head  and  livelefs  Body  lye. 
Until  the  Qieen  his  Miftrefs  bury  it.         [^Exit  Whitmore^ 

I  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  Spe6tacJe  I  . 
His  Body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  Fiiends, 
So  will  the  Queen,  that  living  held  him  dear.  [Exit. 

Enter  Bevis,  and  John  Holland. 

B^vis.  Come  and  get  thee  a  S  A^ord,  though  made  of  a 
Lath ;  they  have  been  up  thefe  two  Days.* 

Hoi.  They  have  the  more  need  to  fl^e?  now  then. 

Bevis.  I  tell  thee,  Jack^Cade  the  Clothier  means  to  dreft 
the  Common  wealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fct  a  new  Nap  up- 
on it. 

Hoi.  So  he  had  need,  'tis  thread-bare.  Well,  I  fay,  it 
was  never  a  merry  World  in  England^  (ince  Gentlemen 
came  up. 

Bevis.  O  miferable  Age !  Virtue  is  not  regarded  in  Handy-   . 
crafts  Men. 

Hoi.  The  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  Leather  Aprons. 

Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  King's  Council  are  np  good  Woik- 
men. 

Hoi.  True,  and  yet  it  is  faid.  Labour  in  thy  Foeation  ; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  let  the  Magiftrates  be  labouring 
Men;  and  therefore (hould  we  be  Magiftrates 

Bevis.  Thou  haft  hit  it;  for  there's  no  better  fign  of  a 
brave  Mind,  than  a  hard  Hand. 

Hoi.  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them ;  there's  Befi;'*s  Son,  the  Tan- 
ner of  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  (hall  have  the  Skins  of  our  Enemies,  to  make 
Dog's  Leather  of. 

Hoi.  And  Bick,  the  Butcher. 

Bevis.  Then  is  Sin  ftruck  down  like  an  Ox,  and  iLiqui- 
ties  Throat  cut  like  a  Calf. 

M   m    ^  lc^'^^  - 
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HoL  And  Smith  the  Weaver. 

Bivif.  Argo,  their  thread  of  (.ife  is  fpun. 

H0U  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

JJmm.  Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  Butchery  Smith  the  WcAver% 
dnd  a  S^wycYy  with  infinite  Nmnbers. 

Cade^  We  John  Cadcy  fo  termed  of  our  fuppofed  Father-.- 

Dick:  Or  rather  of  ftealing  a  Cade  of  Herrings. 

Cade.  For  our  Enemies  Hiall  fail  before  us,  lafpirtd  with 
the  Spirit  of  putting  down  Kings  and  Princes  i  Compund 
Silence. 

Dick-  Silence. 

Cade.  My  Father  was  a  Mortimer-"'''-^ 

jpick.  He  was  s^n  honeft  Man,  and  a  good  Bricklayer* 

Cade.  My  Mother  a  Planta^enet^-^^ 

Dick*  I  knew  her  well,  Ihe  was  a  Midwife. 

Cade.  My  Wife  defcended  of  the  Lacies- 


Dick:  She  was  indeed  a  Pedler's  Daughter^  and  ibid  ma* 
ny  Laces. 

Weaver.  But  now  of  late,  notable  to  travel  with  her  furr'4 
Pack;  (he  walhes  Bucks  here  at  home. 

Cade.  Therefore  ani  I  of  an  honourable  Houfe. 

Dick.  Ay  by  my  Faith  the  Field  is  honourable,  and  there 
was  he  born,  under  a  Hedge;  for  his  Father  bad  never  a 
Houfe  but  a  Cage. 

Otde.  Valiant  I  am. 

Weav.  A  muft  needs,  for  Beggary  is  valiant. 

Cade;  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick.  No  queftion  of  that ;  for  I  have  feen  him  whipt 
three  Market  Days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  Sword  nor  Fire. 

VVeav.  He  need  hot  fear  the  Sword,  for  his  Coat  is  of 
proof. 

Dick*  Bat  methinks  he  fliould  ftand  in  fear  of  Fire,  beiflg 
burnt  i*th'  hand  for  ftealing  of  Sheep. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then,  for  your  Captain  is  brave,  and 
vows  Reformation.  There  ihall  be  in  England  (even  half 
penny  Loaves  fold  for  a  penny;  the  three  hoop'd  Pot  (hall 
have  ten  Hoops>  and  I  will  make  it  Felony  to  drink  fmall  Beer. 
All  the  Realm  fhall  be  in  Common,  and  in  Cheaf^Jid$  ihall 

ipy 
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my  Palfrey  go  to  Grafs;    and  when  I  am  King,  as  King  I 
^iJl  be 

u4ll.  God  fave  your  Majefty. 

Cade.  I  thank  yog,  good  People.  There  (hall  be  no  Mo- 
ny,  all  ftiall  eat  and  drink  upon  my  Score,  and  I  will  ap- 
parel them  ^11  in  one  Livery,  that  chey  may  agree  like  Brd-' 
thers,  and  worfliip  me  their  Lord. 

Dkl^  The  firft  thing  we  do,  lets  kill  all  the  Lawyers. 

Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lamentable- 
thing,  that  the  Skin  of  an  innocent  Lamb  (houtd  be  made 
Parchment ;  that  Parchment  bein^  fcribled  o*er,.  (hoUld  un- 
do a  Man.  Some  fay  the  Bee  ftings,  but  I  fay,  *cis  Bees 
Wax;  for  I  did  but  Seal  once  to  a  .thing,  and  I  was  never 
my  own  Man  fincc.  How  now  ?  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  a  Clerk* 

Weav.  The  Clerk  of  Chattam\  he  can  Write  and  Read, 
and  caft  Accompr. 

Cafi.  O  monftrous ! 

V/eav.  We  took  him  fettiftg  Boys  Copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  Villain. 
\    Weav.  Ha's  a  Book  in  his  Pocket  with  red  Letters  in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  Conjurer. 

I>ickz  Nay,  he  can  make  Obligation^  and  write  Court 
hand. 

Cade.  lam  forryfor^'t:  The  Man  is  a  proper  Man  of 
mine  Honour;  unlefs  I  find  him  Guilty,  he  (hall  not  die. 
Come  hither,  Sirrah,  I  muft  examine  thee:  What  is  thy 
Name  ? 

Clerk^  En^nneL 

Dick*  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  to^  of  Letters :  'Twill 
go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone:  Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy  Name? 
Or  haft  thou  a  Mark  to  thy  felf,   like  an  honeft  plain-deal-  . 
ing  Man? 

Qerk*  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought  up, 
that  I  can  wrire  my  Name. 

^U.  He  hath  confeft,   away  with  \\m;  he  is  a  Villain  ' 
and  a  Traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay  :  Hang  h^m  with  his  Pen 
and  Ink-horn  about  his  Neck.  \_Exit  one  with  the  Cf^rk. 

•  ^  M  cv  \^  ^>^\^^ 
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Enter  MichaeL 

Mich.  Where  is  our  General? 

fade..  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  Fellow. 

Aftch.  FJy,  fly,  fly;  Sir  Hf^mthry  Stafford  and  his  Brother 
are  .hard  by  with  the  King's  Forces. 

Cade.  Stand  Villain,  fland,  or  Fjl  fell  thee  down;  hefliall 
be  encouncred  with  a  Map  as  good  ^s  himfelf.     He  is  but 
.  f^  Knighr,  is  a  ? 

Aitch.  Ko. 

Cdde>.  To  cqurl  him  I  will  make  my  felf  a  Knight  prefent- 
Jy  ;  rife  up^  S'wjohn  Mortimer.     Now  have  at  him, 

f.}tter  Sir  Hunjphiy  Stafford,  and  joung  Stafford^  T^itb 

Vr'ptm  and  Soldiers. 

Staf.  Rebellious  Hinds,  the  filth  and  fcum  ofKenty 
IVJark'd  lor  the  Gallows,-  lay  your  Weapons  dowHi 
Home  to  your  Cottages ;  forfake  this  Groom, 
The  King  is  merciful  if  you  revolt. 

T.  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclined  to  Blood, 
If  you  go  forward ;  therefore  yield  or  die. 

Cade^  As  for  thefe  filken-coated  Slaves  I  pafs  not^ 
It  is  to' you  good  People,  thatlfpcak, 
Overwhopi  (in  time  to  coipe)  I  hope  to  r4?ign: 
For  I  ara  rightful^Heir  unto  the  Crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  Father  was  a  Plaiftererj^ 
And  thou  thy  felf  a  Shearman,  art  thpu  not? 

Cade.  And  j^dam  was  a  Gardener. 

r.Staf  Andwhstof  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  this  Edmond  Mortimer  T^irlof  Jf^arehy  puu> 
f'lid  the  Duke  of  Clare»fe*s  Daughter,  did  he  not? 

Staf  Ay,  Sir. 

Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  Children  aj;  one  birth, 

r.  Staf  That's  falfe, 

Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  Quefiion;  but  I  fay,  'tis  tnjc; 
The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  Nuifc, 
Was  by  a  Beggar-w*  man  ftoln  away. 
And  ignorant  of  his  Binh  and  Parentage, 
Became  a  Bricklayer,  wten  he  came  to  age» 
His  Son  am  I,  deny  it  if  you  pn. 

Pick,  Na  J'*  'tis  too  true,  thcrefqre  he  Ih  all  be  King. 
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Tf^eav.  Sir,  he  made  a  Chimney  in  my  Father's  Houfe, 
and  the  Bricks  are  alive  at  this  clay  to  teftify  it ;  therefore 
deny  it  nor. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  Drudge's  Words,  that 
fpeaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

AIL  Ay  marry  will  we,  therefore  get  you  gone. 
T.Staf.  Jack^Cadcy  the  Duke  of  lir;^  hath  taught  you.this» 
Cade.  He  lie?,  for  I  invented  it  my  lelf.  'Go  too.  Sirrah, 
tell  the  King  from  me.  That  for  his  Father'^s  fake,  Hemyihe 
Fifth  ("in  whofe  time  Boys  went  to  Span-counter  for  French 
Crowns)  I  am  content  he  (hall  Reign,  but  I'll  be  Protedor 
over  him. 

Dick.  And  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  Lord  Sajh  Head, 
for  felling  the  Dukedom  of  Mai». 

Cade.  And  good  reafon ;  for  thereby  is  England  maim*d, 
shd  fain  to  go  with  a  Staff,  but  that  my  Puiffance  holds  it 
up  :  Fellow-Kings,  I  tell  you,  that  Lord  .Jiy  hath  gelded  the 
Commonwealth,  and  made  ic  an  Eunuch;  and  more  than  that, 
he  can  fpeak  French^  and  therefore  he  is  a  Traitor. 
Siaf.  O  grofs  ^nd  miferable  Ignorance. 
Cade.  Nay,  arfwer  if  you  can;  i\it  Frenchmen  are  our  Ene- 
mies; go  too  then:  Task  but  this,  Can  he  that  fpeaks  with 
the  Tongue  of  the  Enemy  be  a  good  Counccllnr,  or  no? 
•  u4iL  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  Head. 
T.Staf.  Well,  feeing  gentle  Words  will  not  prevail, 
Aflail  them  with  the  Army  of  the  King. 

Staf.  Herald  away,  and  throughout  every  Town, 
Proclaim  them  Traitors  that  are  up  with  Cadei 
.  That  thofe  which  fly  before  the  Battel  ends. 
May,  even  in  their  Wives  and  Childrens  fight. 
Be  hang'd  up  for  Example  at  their  Doors; 
And  you  that  be  the  King's  Friends  follow  me.  [Exit. 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  Commons  follow  me; 
Now  (hew  your  felves  Men,  'tis  for  Liberty. 
We'll  not  leave  one  Lord,  one  Gentleman ; 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  Shoone, 
For  they  are  thrifty  honeft  Men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  nor^  rake  our  parts. 
Viek^  They  are  all  in  qrder^  v^d  march  towa^rds  us. 


CoAt. 
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Cade.  But  then  are  ^  in  orckr^when  w^^xt  moft  out  of 
order.     Come,  march  forward. 

Alarum  tofight^  wherein  both  the  StafFords  arc  Jl^iu. 

Enter  Cade  and  the  refi* 
Cade.  Where's  JD/ci^,  the  Butcher  of  Ajhford? 
Dick*  Here,  Sir, 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  hke  Sheep  ^nd  Oxen^  aod  thou 
behaved'ft  thy  iielf,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  in  thine  own  Slaugh- 
ter-houfe  :  Therefore  thus  I  will  rewarfl  thee,  the  LentfhaU 
be  as  long  again  as  it  is,  and  thou  j(halt  l^a  ve  a  Liceofe  to  kill 
for  a  hundred  lacking  one. 
Di£kz  I  defire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  defer v'ft  no  lefs.  This 
•Momiment  of  the  Viftory  will  I  bear,  and  the  Bodies  (hall 
be  dragg'd  at  my  Horfe's  heels,  'till  I  do  come  to  London^ 
where  we  will  have  the  Mayor*s  Sword  born  before  us. 

Dick*  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open  the 
Goals,  and  let  out  the  Prifoners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that>  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's  march 
towards  London.  .  \JE,xeum. 

'    Enter  King  Henry  with  a  Supplication^  ^and  Queen  Marga- 
ret. 3^;/vX  Suffolk V  ffeadj  the  Daks  of  Buckingham,  id 
the  Lord  Say. 
O^Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard  that  Grief  foftens  the  Mind, 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate. 
Think  therefore  on  Revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep# 
!But  wh6  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this{ 
Here  may  his  Head  lye  throbbing  on  my  Breail: 
But  wherc's  the  Body  that  I  (hould  imbrace? 
'   Buck^  What  Anfwer  makes  your  Orace  to  the  Rebels 
Supplication  ? 

K.  Henry.   Til  fend  fome  Holy  Bifliop  to  intreat; 
For  God  forbid  fo  many  fimple  Souls 
Should  perifti  by  the  Sword.     And  I  my  fcl^ 
Rather  than  bloody  War  fhould  cut  them  A^ort> 
Will  parly  with  Jack  Cade  their  General. 
But  ftay,  rn  read  it  ever  once  again. 
)  O.  Mar.  Ah  barbarous  Villains !  hath  this,  lovely  F^cc 
RuP3  like  a  wandring  Planet  over  me, 
^nd  coiild  it  not  inforce  thtm  to  relent^ 
J      '   ^  Tbat 
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That;w^rc  unworthy  to  behold  the  fapie? 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Sap  JackCdde  h«h  fworn  to  have  thy  Head, 

Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  Highnefe  ihall  have  his.    -       ; 

K.H€nrj.  Haw  now.  Madam? 
Still  lamencing  acd  mourning  for  Snffolk^s  death  ? 
I  fear  oie,  Love^  if  that  I  had  been  dead. 
Thou  would'ft  not  half  have  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 

^  M4ir.   No,  my  Love,  I  ihould  noc  mourn,  but  die 

[for  thee; 

,         Enttr  41  Mejfcnger. 

K.lIe»rj.*Uov/  npw?  what  N^ws  ?  Why  com'ft  thou  in 

[fuch  hafte  f 

Mef.  The  Rebels  are  in  Sifuih^ari^;  fly,  my  Lord ; 
•jWtf  Cade  proclaims  himfclf  Lord  Alortimer, 
Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence^  .Houfe, 
And  calls  your  Grace  Ufiirper  openly, 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  Wefiminfter. 
His  Army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  Hinds  and  P.eafants,  rude  and  mercilefs: 
Sir  Humphry  Stafford^  and  his  Brother's  death. 
Hath  given  them  Heart  and  Courage  to  proceed: 
All  Scholars,  Lawyers,  Courtiers,  Gentlemen, 
They  call  falfe. Caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death.  . 

K.  Henry.  O  gracelefs  Men  !  they  know  not  what  they  do^ 

B$$ckz  My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  KUUngworthy 
Until  a  Power  be  rais'd  to  pull  them  down, 

O^Mar.  Ah  {  were  the  Duke  of  Snffolkjio^  alive, 
Thtle  Kentijb  Rebels  fliould  be  /oon  appeas'd.  * 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say^  the  Traitors  hate  ihae. 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  KiWngwotrh. 

Say.  So  might  your  Grace's  Perfon  be  in  danger: 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  Eyes; 
And  therefore  in  this  City  will  I  ftay. 
And  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger.  * 

z  Mef.  Jacl^  Cade  hath  gotten  Lendon-htidgej 
The  Citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  Houies : 
The  Rafcal  People,  thirfting  after  prey. 
Join  with  the  Traitor,  and  they  jointly  fwear 
To  fpoil  the  City,  and  your  Royal  Court, 
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Buck*  Then  linger  not,  my  Lord ;  away>  take  Horfe. 

KMenrj*  Come,  Margaret^  God,  our  hope,  will  fuccour us. 

Q^Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolkjs  deceas'd. 

K.HeHrf.  Farewel,  my  Lord,  truft  not  to  KentiJI?  Kthth. 

Buck'  Truft  no  Body,  for  fear  you  be  betray 'd. 

Say.  The  truft  I  have  is  in  mine  Innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  Tower  walking.     Then  enter 

two  er  three  Citiz^ens  below. 

Scales.  How  now?  Is  JackCade  flain? 

I  Qt.  No,  my  Lord,  nor  like  to  be  flain : 
For  they  have  won  the  Bridge, 
Killing  all  thofe  that  withftand  them : 
The  Lord  Mayor  craves  aid  of  your  Honour  from  the  Tower 
To  defend  the  City  from  the  Rebels. 

Scaler.  Such  Aid  as  I  can  fpare  you  (hall  command. 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  my  feJf. 
The  Rebels  have  aflay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfieldy  and  gather  Head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthew  Goff\ 
Fight  for  your  King,  your  Country,  and  your  Lives, 
And  fo  farcwe!,  for  1  muft  hence  again.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Jack  Cade  and  the  refij  andfirik^s  his  Staff  on 

London  Stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  City, 
And  here  fitting  upon  London-Stonex 
I  charge  and  command,  that  of  the  City's  coft 
1  he  piffing  Conduit  run  nothing  but  Claret  Wine 
The  fii  ft  year  of  our  Reign. 
And  now  henceforward  it  fliall  beTreafon  for  any 
That  calls  me  other  than  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier  running. 

SoU  Jack  Cade^  JackCade.* 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  \J^^  kfll  hift* 

Weav.  If  this  Fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call  yowyackCadi 
more,  I  think  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Dick*  My  Lord,  there's  an  Army  gathered  together  in 
Smithfield. 

Cade.  Come,  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them : 
But  firft,  go  and  fet  London- bridge  on  Fire, 

And, 
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And,  if  you  can,  burn  down  the  Tower  too. 
Come,  let's  away.  [Excknt  ctnnes. 

jilarwns.   Matthew  Goff  //  jtain^  and  all  the  refi.    TTjen 
enter  Jack  Cade  with  his  Company. 
Cade.  So,  Sirs :  Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Savoj : 
Others  to  the  Inns  of  Court,  down  with  thena  all. 
^    Dicki  I  have  a  Suit  unto  your  Lordfhip. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  Lordftiip,  thou  flialt  have  it  for  th^it  wbrd* 
Dick*  Only  that  the  Laws  of  England  may  come  out  of 
your  Mouth. 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  he  fore  Law  then^  for  he  was  thruft  in 
the  Mouth  with  a  Spear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  Nay,  John^  it  will  be  (linking  Law,  for  his  breath 
ftinks  with  tolled  Cheefe.  >v 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  fliall  befo.  Away,^liurn 
all  the  Records  of  the  Realm,  niy  Mouth  ftiall  be  the  Par- 
liament of  £»5ii»^. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  Statutes, 
Unlefs  his  Teeth  be  puU'd  out. 

Cade.  And  hence-forward  all  things  fhall  be  in  Corn* 
mon.  . 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  My  Lord,   a  prize,  a  prize,  here's  the  Lord  Saj^ 
which  fold  the  Towns  in  France^  he  that  made  us  pay  one 
and  twenty  fifteens  and  one  Shilling  to  the  Pound,  the  laft 
Subfidy. 

Enter  George  with  the  Lord  Say. 
Cade.  Well,  he  (hall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times.  Ah 
thou  Saji  thou  Serge,  nay,  thou  Buckram  Lord,  now  art 
thou  within  point-blank  of  our  Jurifdifiion  Regal.  What 
canft  thou  anfwer  to  my  Majefty  for  giving  up  of  Norman^ 
dy  unto  Monfieur  BaJimecHy  the  Dauphin  of  France  ?  Be  it 
known  unto  thee  by  thefe  Prefents,  even  the  prefence  of  Lord 
Mortimer^  that  I  am  the  Befom  that  muft  fwcep  thfe  Court 
clean  of  fuch  fihh  as  thou  art,:  Thou  haft  moft  traiteroufly 
corrupted  the  Youth  of  the  Realm  in  ercfting  a  Grammar- 
ISchool;  and  whereas  before,  our  Fore-fathers  had  no  other 
Books  but  the  Score  and  the  Tally,  thou  haft  caufed  Print- 
ing to  be  us'd,  and  contrary  to  the  King,  his  Crown  and 
Dignity,  thou  haft  built  a  P^per-Mill.     It  will  be  prov'd  to 
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thy  FacCj  that  thou  haft  Men  about  thee,  that  ufually  talk 
of  a  No  fin  and  a  A?r^,  and  fuch  abominable  Words,  as  no 
Chriftian  Ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  haft  appointed 
Juftiqes  of  Peace,  to  call  poor  Men  before  them,  about  Mat- 
ters they  were  not  able  to  anfwer.  Moreover,  thoU  haft 
ut  thcal  in  Prifon,  and  becaufe  they  could  not  read,  thou 
aft  hang'dthem,  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  caufc  they  have 
been  mpft  worthy  to  live.  Thou  doft  ride  on  a  foot-cloth, 
doft  thou  not? 

Saj.  What  of  that? 

Cadel  Marry,  thou  ofught'ft  not  to  let  thy  Horfe  wear  1 
Cloak,  when  honefter  Men  than  thou  go  in  their  Hofc  and 
Doublets  ? 

Dick:  ~  And  work  in  their  Shirt  too,  as  my  felf  for  example, 
that  am  a  Butcher. 

Say.  You  Men  of  Ke^t. 
Dick*  What  fay  you  of  Kent\ 
Sdj.  Nothing  but  this :  'Tis  bona  terra^  mala  gens. 
Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him,  he  fpeaks  Latin* 
Saj.  Hear  me  biit  fpeak,  anci  bear  me  where  you  will: 
kem^  in  the  Commentaries  Cafar  writ. 
Is  term'd  the  civiFft  place  of  all  this  Ifle; 
Sweet  is  the  Country,  becaufe  full  of  Riches, 
"The  People  Liberal,  Valiant,  Aftive,  Wealthy, 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pity. 
I  fold  not  Afainj  I  loft  not  Normandy, 
Yet  to  recover  them  would  lofemy  Life? 
Juftice  with  favour  have  I  always  done. 
Prayers  and  Tears  have  mov'd  me.  Gifts  could  never} 
When  have  I  ought  exafted  at  your  Hands  ? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  Realm  and  you. 
Large  Gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  Clerks^ 
Becaufe  my  Book  preferred  me  to  the  King : 
And  feeing  Ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  Wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  Heaven^ 
Unlefs  you  be  pofleft  with  devili(h  Spirits, 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me: 
This  Tongue  hith  parlied  unto  foreign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 
Cade.  Tur,  when  ftruck'ft  thou  one  Blow  in  the  Field? 
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Saj.  Great  Men  Eave  reaching  Hands ;  oft  hive  I  flrack 
Thofc  that  I  never  faw,  and  ftruck  them  dead. 

George.   O  monftrous  Coward!  What,  to  cotne  behind 
Folks  \ 

Say.  Thefe  Cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your  good* 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'ch*  Ear,  and  that  wilf  make 'em  red 
again. 

Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  Mens  Caufe?, 
Hath  made  me  full  of  Sicknefs  and  DifcafeF. 

Cade.  Ye  ftiall  have  a  hempen  Caudle  then,  and  the  help 
of  a  Hatcher, 

Dick.  Why  doft  thou  quiver,  Man? 

Saj.  The  Palfie,  and  not  Fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  fliould  fay,  Til  be  even' 
with  you.  i'il  leiE  if  his  Head  will  ftand  ftcadier  on  a  Polef 
or  no:  Take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

S^y.  Tell  me,  wherein  I  have  offended  mofl  ? 
Have  I  affefted  Wealth  or  Honour  ?  Speak. 
Are  my  Chefts  fill'd  up  with  extorted  Gold? 
Is  my  Apparel  fumptuous  to  behold  f 
Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  feek  my  Death  ? 
Thefe  Hands  are  free  from  guiltJefs  Blood-lhedding^ 
This  Breaft  from  harbouring  foul  deceitful  Thoughts. 

0  let  me  live. 

Cade.  I  feel  rcmorfe  in  my  felf  with  his  Words;  but  PU. 
bridle  it;  he  fliall  dye,  and  it  be  but  for  pleading  fo  WeH  fo^   • 
his  Life.    Away  with  him,   he  has  a  Familiar  under  his 
Tongue,  he  fpeaks  not  a  God's  Name.     Go,  take  him  away 

1  fay,  and  flrike  off  his  Head  prefently,  and  then  break  iiltt* 
his  Son-in- Law's  Houfej  Sit  James  Cromer ,  and  flrikc  off  bii 
Head,  and'bring  them  both  upon  two  Poles  hither. 

^//.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah  Country-men,  if  when  you  make  your  Pray*r$» 
God  fhould  be  fo  obdurate  as  your  felvcs. 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  Souls? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  Life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye:  The 
proudefl  Peer  of  the  Realm  (hall  not  wear  a  Head  on  his 
Shoulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  Tribute;  there'  fhall  not  a  Maid 
be  married,  but  fhe  (hall  pay  me  her  Maidtsinhead  e'er  they 
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have  it ;  Men  fliall  hold  of  me  in,Capue.  And  we  Charge 
and  Command,  that  their  Wives  be  as  free  as  Heart  can  wi(h| 
or  Tongue  can  tell. 

Dicl^  My  Lord, 
When  iliall  we  go  to  Cheapfidc^  and  take  dp  Commodities 
upon  our  Bills  ?  * 

Cade.  Marry  prefently. 

^lU  O  brave. 

Enter  one  with  the  Heads. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  brave? 
Let  them  kifs  one  another;  for  they  lov'd  well 
When  they  were  alive :  Now  part  them  again^ 
Left  they  confult  about  giving  up 
Of  fome  more  Towns  in  France.    Soldiers, 
Defer  the  fpoil  of  the  City  until  Night, 
For  with  thefe  born  before  us,  inftead  of  Maces 
We  will  ride  through  the  Streets,  and  at  every  Corner 
Have  them  kifs.     Away.  [_Exeunt4 

Alarm,   and  Retreat.      Enter  again  Cade*  and  all  his 

Rahblement, 

Cade.  Up  Fijh-ftreet^  down  St.  Magnes  Corner,  kill  and 
knock  down,  throw  them  into  Thames. 

Sound  a  Parley. 
What  noife  is  this  I  hear  ? 
Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found  Retreat  or  Parley, 
When  I  command  them  kill  ? 

£»rfr  Buckingham,  and  old  CViSoxd. 

Bncki  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  difturb  thee  i 
Know,  Cadey  we  come  Ambaflfadors  from  the  King 
Unto  the  Commons,  whom  thou  haft  mifsrled. 
And  here  pronounce  free  Pardon  to  them  all. 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What  fay  ye.  Country-men,  will  ye  relent^ 
And  yield  to  Mercy,  whilft  'tis  offered  you. 
Or  let  a  Rabble  lead  you  to  your  Deaths? 
Who  loves  the  King,  and  will  embrace  his  Pardon^ 
Fling  up  his  Cap,  and  fay,  Godfave  his  Majefiji 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  Father, 
He^rj  the  Fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quakey 
Shake  he  his  Weapon  at  U5«  and  pafs  by< 
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.M.  God  fave  the  King !  God  five  the  King ! 

Ctde.  What,  Bkckingham  and  Clifford,  are  ye  fo  brave  ? 
And  you,  bafe  Peafants,  do  ye  believe  him?  will  you  needs  be 
fcang'd  with 'your  Pardons  about  your  Necks?  Hath  my 
Sword  therefore  broke  through  London  Gates,  tliat  you  ihould  ^ 
leave  me  at  the  White^Hart  in  SouthwarkJ  I  thought  ye  would 
never  have  given  out  thefe  Arms  'till  you  had  recovered  your 
ancient  Freedom;  but  you  are  all  Recreant^and  Daftards, 
and  delight  to  live  in  Slavery  to  the  NSbility.  Let  the  In 
^  oreak  your  Backs  with  burthens,  take  your  Houfes  over  your 
^  Heads,  ravifh  your  Wives  and  Daughters  before  your  Faces; 
For  me,  I  will  ihakc  ftiift  for  one,  and  fo  God's  Curfe  light 
upon  you  all. 

^U.  Well  follow  Cade. 
We'll  follow  Cade. 

CUf.  1$  Cade  the  Son  of  Hitirj  the  Fifth; 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim  ydu'U  go  with  him  ? 
Will  he  Condud  you  through  the  heart  oi  France j  * 
And  make  the^  meanefl:  of  you  Earls  and  Dukej^  i 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to: 
t»Ior  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  Spoil, 
Unlcfs  by  robbing  of  yourFriends^  and  us. 
Wer't  not  a  (hame,  that  whilfl:  you  live  at  jar. 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquiftied, , 
Should  make  a  ftart  o'er  Seas,  and  vanquifli  you  f 
Methink^  already  in  this  civil  broil, 
I  fee  them  Lording  it  in  London  Streets, 
Crying  Filliago  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry. 
Than  you  (hould  ftoop  untaa  Frenchman  s  McrcyJ 
To  France  J  to  France^  and  get  what  you  have  loft; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  Native  Coaft : 
Henry  hath  Monjr,  you  are  ftrong  and  manly  5 
God  on  our  fide,  doiibt  not  of  Viftory, 
,  ^U.   A  Cltfferdl  a  Qiffordl 
yVc'll  follow  the  Kiiig  and  C/z/ir^. 

,    Cade.  Was  ever  Feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  frot  as 

^is  multitude?  The  Name  of  Henry  the  Fifth  hales  theni 

to  ^n.Jiundr^  Mifchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  defolate. 

yp£,  IIL  Nn  I 
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I  fee  them  lay  their  Heads  together  to  furprize  me.  My 
Sword  make  way  for  me,  fpr  here  is  no  flaying  ;  in  de- 
jfpight  of  the  Devils  and  Hell,  have  through  the  very  midft 
pf  you;  and  Heavens  and  Honour  be  witncfs^  that  no  want 
of  R^efolucion  in  me,  but  only  my  Followers  bafe  and  ig- 
nominious Ti^cafons  make  me  betake  me  to  my  Heels. 

[£a:/>. 

Bfick^  What,  is  he  fled.?  Go  fome  and  follow  hino. 
And  he  that  brings  his  Head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  athoufand  Crowns  for  his  Reward. 

[Exeunt  fome  of  them. 
Follow  me.  Soldiers ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  King,  [jExeunt  omnes. 

Sotind  Trumpets.     Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret, 

and  Somerfct  on  the  Terras. 

K.  ffenry.  Was  ever  King  thit  joy'd  an  Earthly  Throne* 
And  could  command  no  more  Content  than  I  ? 
No  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  Cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  Months  old: 
Was  never  Subjed  long'd  to  be  a  King, 
As  I  do  long  and  wiih  to  be  a  Subjed. 

Enter  Buckingham  and Cli^ord. 

Buck:  Health  and  g!id  Tidings  to  your  Majefly. 

K.  Henry.  Why  Buckimhanty  is  the  Traitor  Ci^furpriz'd! 
Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  ftrong? 

Enter  Alultitudes  with  Halters  ahout  their  Necks. 

CUf.  He  is  fled  my  Lord,  and  all  his  Powers  do  yield, 
And  humbly  thus  with  Halters  on  their  Necks, 
Expeft  your  Highnefs  doom  of  Life  or  Death. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  Heaven,  fet  ope  thy  cverlafting  Gatef, 
To  entertain  my  Vows  of  Thanks  and  Praife. 
Soldiers  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  Lives, 
And  (hew'd  how  well  you  love  your  Prince  and  Country: 
Continue  flill  in  this  fo  good  a  Mind, 
And  Henryj  though  he  be  unfortunate, 
Affure  your  felves  will  never  be  unkind: 
And  fo  with  Thanks  and  Pardon  to  you  ally  • 

I  do  difmifs  you  to  your  feveral  Countries. 

jilU  God  fave  the  King,  God  fave  the  King* 
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Enter  a  Mtjfcnger. 

Afef.  Pleafe  it  your  ©race  to  be  ad vertifed. 
The  Duke  of  Tork,  is  newly  come  from  Ireland^ 
And  with  a  puiflant  and  mighty  Power 
Of  Gallow-glafles  and  ftout  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hither  ward  in  proud  Array ; 
And  ftill  prochimeth,  as  he  comes  along^ 
His  Arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  S^mtrfet^  whom  he  terms  a  Traitor. 

K.  Hcnrj.  Thus  ftands  my  States,  'twixt  Ca^9  and  r^rk^  di- 
Like  to  a  Ship,  that  having  fcap'd  a  I'empeft,'  \  [ftreft^ 

Is  flraightway  calm*d  and  boarded  with  a  Pyrate. 
But  now,  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  Men  difpers'd* 
And  now  is  Torl^  in  Arras  to  fecond  him. 
I  pray  thee  Buckinghafn^  go  and  meet  with  him. 
And  ask  him  what  s  the  reafon  of  thefe  Arms : 
Tell  him,  PU  fend  Duke  EdmHnd  to  the  tiru;er^ 
And  Samtrfet^  we  will  commit  thee  thither. 
Until  his  Army  be  difmift  from  him. 

Som.  My  Lord* 
1*11  yield  my  felf  to  Prifon  willingly. 
Of  unto  Death,  to  do  my  Country  good; 

K.  Henry.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms^ 
For  he  is  herce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  Language. 

BhcI^.  I  will,  my  Lord,  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal. 
As  all  things  (hall  redound  unto  ypur  good. 

K.Henrj.  Come,  Wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  govern  better. 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  ^eign.     ^Exeunt. 

Enter  Jack  Cade. 

Cade.  Fy  on  Ambition ;  f  y  on  my  felf,  that  have  a  Sword, 
and  yet  am  ready  to  famifli.  Thefe  five  days  have. I  hid 
me  in  thefe  \Voods,  and  durft  not  peep  out,  for  all  the 
Country  is  laid  for  me:  But  now  am  I  fo  hungry^  that  if  I 
might  nave  a  leafe  of  my  Life  for  a  thoufand  Years*  I  could 
ftay  no  longer.  Wherefore  on  a  Brick  Wall  have  I  climb'd 
into  this  Garden*  to  fee  if  I  can  eit  Grafs  or  pick  a  Sjllet 
another  while,  which  is  not  amifs  to  cool  a  Man's  Stomach  this 
hot  Weather;  and  I  think  this  word  Sallet  was  born  to  do  me 
good,  for  many  a  time  but  for  a  Sailer,   ipy  Brain-pan  had 

Nn  2  ^'^^e^ 


1514  ^^  Second  Part  of 

been  cleft  with  a  brown  Bill ;  and  many  a  time  when  I  have 
been  ctry»  and  bravely  marching,  it  hath  ferv'd  meinfteadof 
a  quart  pot  to  drink  in ;  and  now  the  word  S^et  muft  fern 
me  to  feed  pn* 

Enter  Iden. 
Iden.  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  Courts 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiec  Walks  as  thefe. 
This  fmall  inheritance  my  Father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and*s  worth  a  Monarchy. 
I  feek  not  to  wax  great  by  others  warning, 
X)x  gather  Wealth  I  care  not  with  what  Envy; 
Sufficethy  that  I  have^  maintains  my  Statc^ 
And  fends  the  Poor  well  pleafed  from  my  Gate. 

Cade.  Here's  the  Lord  of  the  Soil  come  to  fcize  me  for  a 
Stray,  for  entring  his  Fee-fimple  without  leave.  Ah  Villaiot 
thou  wilt  betray  me^  and  get  1000  Crowns  of  the  King, 
by  carrying  my  Head  to  him,  but  I'll  make  thee  eat  Iron  like 
an  Oftridge,  and  fwallow  my  Sword  like  a  great  Pin^  e'er 
thou  and  I  part. 

Iden.  Why,  rude  Companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  be^ 
I  know  thee  not,  why  then  ftiould  I  betray  thee? 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  Garden, 
And  like  a  Thief,  to  come  to  rob  vfxy  Grounds, 
Climbing  my  Walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  O  wner. 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcy  Terms? 

Cdde.  Brave  thee  ?  Ay,  by  the  beft  Blood  that  ever  was 
broach^'d,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well,  I  have  cat 
no  Meat  thefe  five  Daysj  yet  come  thou  and  thy  five  Mcn» 
and  if  T  do  not  leave  you  as  dead  as  a  door  Nail,  I  pray 
God  I  may  never  eat  Grafs  more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid>  white  EngUnd  fianc&y 
That  AlexAnder  Iden^  an  Efquire  of  Kent» 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  fainifli'd  Man. 
Oppofe  thy  ftedfaft  gazing  Eyes  to  mine. 
See  if  thou  canft  out  face  me  with  thy  Looks :' 
Set  Limb  to  Limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lefFer:' 
Thy  Hand  is  but  a  Finger  to  my  Fift, 
Thy  Leg  a  Stick  compared  wich  this  Truncheon, 

My  Foot  /hall  fight  wich  all  the  ftrength  thou  haft. 

And 
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And  if  mine  Arm  be  heaved  in  the  Air, 

Thy  Grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  Earth  .• 

As  for  more  Words,  whofe  greatnefs  anfwers  Words, 

Let  this  my  Sword  report  what  Speech  forbears* 

Cade.  By  my  Valour;  the  moft  compleat  Champion  that 
ever  I  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  thine  edge,  or  cut  not 
out  the  burly  bon'd  Clown  in  Chines  of  Beef,  e'er  thou 
ilcep  in  thy  Sheath,  I  befeech  Jove  on  my  Knees  thou 
may'ft  be  turned  to  Hobnails. 

Here  they  Fight. 
O  I  am  flain!  Famine  and  no  other  hath  flain  me^  let  ten 
thoufand  Devils  come  againft  me,  and  give  me  but  the  ten 
Meals  I  have  loft,  and  I'd  defie  them  all.  Wither  Gar- 
den,  and  be  henceforth  $  burying  place  to  all  that  4o  dwell 
in  this  Houfe,  becaufe  the  unconquered  Soul  of  Cade  is 
fled. 

Ide».  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  flain,  that  monftrous  Traitor  ? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  Deed, 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  Tomb  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne'er  Ihall  this  Blood  be  wiped  from  thy  Point, 
But  thou  (halt  wear  it  as  a  Herald's  Coat, 
To  emblaze  the  Honour  which  thy  Matter  got. 

Cade.  Iden  farewel,  and  be  proud  of  thy  Viftory :  Tell 
Kent  from  me,  (he  hath  loft  her  beft  Man,  and  exhort  all  the 
World  to  be  Cowards ;  for  I  that  never  feared  any,  am  van- 
qui/hed  by  Famine,  not  by  Valour.  [Dies. 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong'ft  me.  Heaven  be  my  Judge ; 
Die,  damned  Wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee : 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  Body  in  with  my  Sword, 
So  wifli  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  Soul  to  Hell.* 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  Heels 
Unto  a  Dunghill,  which  (hall  be  thy  Grave, 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moft  ungracious  Head, 
Which  I  will  bear  in  Triumph  to  the  King, 
Leaving  thy  Trunk  for  Crows  to  feed  upon.  [Exit. 

Enter  York,  and  his  Army  of  Irifti,  with  Drum  and 

Colours. 

Tork*  From  Ireland  thus  comes  TorkjJO  claim  his  Right, 
And  pluck  the  Crown  from  feeble  Henrfs  Head. 

Nn  3  Bin?, 
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Ring  Bells  aloud,  burn  Bon6res  clear  and  bright. 

To  entertain  great  England^  lawful  King. 

Kh SanSa Mdjefiasl  who  would  not  buy  thee  deari 

Let  them  obey  that  know  not  how  to  Kule^ 

This  Hjnd  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  Gold. 

I  cannot  give  due  Adion  to  my  Words, 

Except  a  Sword  or  Scepter  baUance  it. 

A  Scepter  (ball  i(  have»  have  I  a  Soul, 

On  which  V\\  tofs  the  Flower-de*Luce  of  FnMce^ 

Enter  Buckingham. 
Whom  have  we  here^  BHckinghAm  to  difturb  me  I 
The  King  hath  fent  him  fure:  I  muftdiflemble. 

Buck*  Tori(t  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  thee  well. 

Tori^.  Humphry  of  Buck^ghdm,  I  accept  thy  greeting., 
Art  thou  a  Meflenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  i 

Buck*  A  Meffenger  from  Henry ^  our  dread  Liege, 
To  know  the  reaibn  of  thefe  Arms  in  peace  S 
Or  why,  thou  being  a  Sub)e<9:,  as  I  am, 
Againft  thy  Odth,  arid  true  Allegiance  fworn. 
Should  raife  fo  great  a  Power  without  his  leave? 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  Force  k  near  the  Court? 

Tork^  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  Choler  is  (o  great«^ 
Qh,  I  could  hew  up  Rocks,  and  fight  with  Flint,^ 
I  am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abjed  Terms, 
And  now  like  jiJ4x  Telamonim, 
On  Sheep  or  Oxen  could  I  Ipend  my  Fury. 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  King: 
More  like  a  King,  more  Kingly  in  my  Thoughts* 
But  J  muft  make  fair  Weather  yet  a  while. 
Till  Henry  be  more  weak,  and  I  more  ftrong.  l/^de^ 

O  Buckingham  !  I  prethee  pardon  me. 
That  I  have  given  no  Anfwer  all  this  while; 
My  Mind  was  troubled  with  deep  Melancholy, 
The  caufe  why  I  have  brought  this  Army  hither. 
Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King, 
Seditious  to  his  Grace,  and  to  the  State. 

Bucf^  That  is  too  much  Prefumption  on  thy  part ; 
But  if  thy  Arms  be  to  no  other  end. 
The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  Demand  : 

The 
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The  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tower.  \ 

Tork.  Upon  thine  Honour,  is  he  Prifoner? 
Bnck*  Upon  mine  Honour  he  is  Prifoner, 
Tork*  Then,  Buckingham^  I  dodifmifs  my  Powers. 
Soldiers  I  thank  you  all;  difpcrfe  your  felves; 
Meet  nie  to  morrow  in  St. Georges  Field, 
You  (hall  have  Pay,  and  every  thing  you  wiflu 
And  let  my  Sovereign,  virtuous  Henrjj 
'  Command  my  eldeft  Son»  nay  all  my  ^ns> 
As  pledges  of  my  Fealty  and  Love, 
I'll  fend  them  all  as  willmg  as  I  live; 
Lands,  Goods,  Horfe,  Armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Bucl^.  Tork^  I  commend  this  kind  Submiffion, 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  Highnefs  Tent, 

Enter  King  Henry  and  Attendants* 
K.  Henry,  BHckinghamy  doth  Jiri^intend  no  harm  to  us, 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  Arm  in  Arm  ? 

Torki  In  all  fubmiflion  and  humility, 
Tork,  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs, 

if.  Henrj.  Then  what  intend  tbefe Forces  thou  doft  bring? 
Tork,.  To  have  the  Traitor  Somerfet  from  hence, 
And  fight  againd  that  monftrous  KthA,Cade, 
Whom  fince  I  he^rd  to  be  difcomfited. 

Enter  Idcn  with  Cade*/  Head. 
Iden.  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  Condition 
May  pafs  into  the  prefencc  of  a  King; 
Lo,  I  prefent  your  Grafce  a  Traitor's  Head, 
The  Head  of  Cade^  whom  I  in  Combat  flew. 

K.  Henry.  The  Head  oiCadel  great  God  I  how  juft  art  thou  ? 
O  let  me  view  his  Vifagc  being  dead. 
That  living  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  Friertf,  art  thou  the  Man  that  flew  him? 
Iden.  I  was,  an*t  like  your  Majefliy. 
K.  Henry.  How  art  thou  calPd  f  And  what  is  thy  Degree  ? 
Iden.  Alexander  Iden^  that's  my  Name» 
A  poor  Efquire  of  Kent^  that  loves  the  King, 

Buck,.  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  Lord,  'twere  notamifs 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  good  Service. 

Nn  4  K.Henrn. 
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K. Henry.  Idcn^  kneel  down,  rife  up  t  Knight : 
We  give  thee  for  Reward  a  tHoufand  Marks,  ^i^ 

And  W1II9  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us, 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  Bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  Somerfet* 
K.  Henrj.  See  Bnckingham^  Somerfet  comes  with  the  Queen  \ 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke.  • 

O^  Mar.  For  thoufand  Torks  he  Ihall  not  hide  his  Head, 
But  boldly  ftand  and  front  him  to  his  Face. 
Tork*  How  now  ?  Is  Somerfet  at  liberty? 
Then,  r(>r^,  unloofe  thy  long  imprifoned  Thoughts, 
And  let  thy  Tongue  be  equal  with  thy  Heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet  ? 
Falfe  King,  why  haft  thou  broken  Faith  with  me. 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ? 
King  did  I  call  thee?  No,  thou  art  no  King: 
Not  fit  to  Govern,  and  rule  Multitudes, 
Which  durft  not,  no  nor  canft  not  rule  a  Traitor. 
That  Head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  Crown  ; 
Thy  Hatid  is  made  to  grafp  a  Palmer*?  Staff, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  Princely  Scepter. 
That  Gold  muft  round  engirt  thefe  Brows  of  miae^ 
Whofe  fmile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles  Spear 
Is  able  with  tb^  change  to  kill  and  ^cure. 
Here  is  a  Hand  to  hold  a  Scepter  up. 
And  with  the  fame  to  aft  controlling  Laws: 
Give  place;  by  Heaven  thou  (halt  Rule  no  more 
O'er  him,  whom  Heaven  created  for  thy  Ruler; 

Som.  O  monftrous  Traitor!  larreft  the^^TJri^ 
Of  Capital  Treafon  'gainft  the  King  and  Crown; 
Obey,  audacious  Traitor,  kneel  for  Grace. 

Trok:.  Would'ft  have  me  kneel  ?  Firft,  let  me  ask  of  thee. 
If  they  can  brook,  I  bow  a  Knee  to  Man  I 
Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  my  Bail : 
I  know,  e'er  they  will  let  me  go  to  Ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  Swords  for  my  Enfranchiftmcnr. 

QJMau 


King  Henry  VI.  '   152,5 

» 

g^  Mar.  Call  hithef  CUfordy  bid  him  come  ams^in, 
To  fay,  if  that  the  Bai^rd  Boys  of  York, 
Shall  be  the  Surety  for  their  Traitor  Father, 

Tork*  O  Blood  befpotted  Neapolitan^ 
Out-caft  of  Naples^  England'^  bloody  Scourge; 
The  Sons  of  tnk^  thy  Betters  in  their  Birth, 
Shall  be  their  Father's  Bail,  and  bane  tothofe 
That  for  my  Surety  will  refufe  the  Boys. 

Enter  Edward  and  Richard* 
See  where  they  come,  Til  warrant  they'll  make  it  good* 

£»/^  Clifford. 
>.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Cliffords  to  deny  their  BaiL 
hf.  ]lftealth  and  all  Happinefs  to  my  Lord  the  King. 
Tork.  I  thank  thee,  Clifford.    Say,  what  News  with  thee? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  me  -with  an  angry  Look : 
We  are  thy  Sovereign,  Cliffords  kneel  again  j 
For  thy  miftaking,  fo,  we  pardon  th^e. 

CUff.  This  is  my  Ktog,  Tork^  I  do  not  miftake. 
But  thou  miftak'fjt  me  much  to  think  I  do ; 
To  Bedlam  with  him,  is  the  Man  grown  mad  ? 

K.  Henrj*  Ay,  Clifford^  a  Bedlam  and  ambitiou  s  humour 
Makes  him  oppofe  himfelf  againft  his  King. 

Clif.  He  is  a  Traitor,  let  him  to  the  Tow^r^ 
And  crop  away  that  fadious  Pate  of  his. 

Qj^Adar.  He  is  arretted,  but  will  not  obey: 
His  Sons,  he  fays,  ihall  give  the^  Words  for  him. 
Torl^  Will  you  not.  Sons? 

E.  Plan.  Ay,  Noble  Father^  if  our  Words  will  ferve. 
R.Plan.  And  if  Words  will  not,  then  our  Weapons  fliall» 
Qif.  Why>  what  a  brood  of  Traitors  have  we  here? 
Tork,.  Look  in  a  Glafs,  and  call  thy  Image  fo. 
I  ain  the  King,  and  thou  a  falfe-heart  Traitor  5 
Call  hither  to  the  Stalie  my  two  brave  Bears, 
That  with  the  very  (baking  of  their  Chains 
They  may  aftonilh  thefe  fell-lurking  Curs: 
Bid  Salisbury  and  Warwick^  come  to  me. 

Enter  the  Earls  (?/ Warwick  and  Salisbury.' 
Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  Bears?  We'll  bair  thy  Bears  to  death. 
And  manacle  the  Bearard  in  their  Chains, 
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If  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  hairing  place. 

R.Plan.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'er- weening  Cur 
Run  back  and  bite,  becaiife  he  was  with-heldT 
Who  being  fufFcr'd  with  the  Bear's  fell  Paw, 
Hath  clapt  his  Tail  betwixt  his  Legs  and  cry'd  : 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  Service  will  you  do, 
If  you  fuppofe  your  felves  to  match  Lord  Warwicl^. 

CUf.  Hence,  heap  of  Wrath,  foul  indigelted  Luinp^ 
As  crooked  in  thy  Manners,  as  thy  Shape. 
Tork*  Nay,  we  (hall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 
C///.  Take  heed  left  by  your  feat  you  burn  your  felves. 
K.  Henry.  Why,  Warwick^  hath  thy  Knee  forgot  to  bow  \  . 
Old  SaUshttrjy  ftiaxne  to  thy  filver  Hair, 
Thou  mad  mifs*leadcr  of  thy  Brain-fick  Son, 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  Death-bed  play  the  Ruffian  ? 
And  feek  for  Sorrow  with  thy  Spectacles ? 
Oh  where  is  Faith?  Oh  where  is  Loyalty? 
If  it  be  banifti'd  from  the  frofty  Head, 
Where  fliall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  Earth? 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  Grave  to  find  out  War, 
And  fhame  thine  honourable  Age  with  Blood! 
Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  Experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  doft  abufe  iu  if  thou  baft  it  f 
For  Ihame,  in  duty  bend  thy  Knee  to  me. 
That  bows  unto  the  Grave  with  milky  Age.. 

SaL  My  Lord,  I  have  confidered  with  my  felli 
The  Title  of  this  raoft  renowned  Duke, 
And  in  my  Confcience  do  repute  his  Grace, 
The  rightful  Heir  to  Englancts  Royal  Seat. 

K'  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  fworn  Allegiance  unto  mc? 
Sdl.  I  have. 

K.  Henry.  Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  Heaven  for  fuch  an 
SaL  It  is  great  Sin  to  fwear  unto  a  Sin;  [Oath? 

But  "greater  Sin  to  keep  a  finful  Oath : 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  Vow 
To  do  a  murd'rous  Deed,  to  rob  a, Man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  Virgin's  Chaftity, 
To  reave  the  Orphan  of  his  Patrimony, 
1^0  wring  the  Widow  from  her  cuftom'd  Right, 
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And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wi^ong. 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  Oath? 

jl^Afar.  A  fubtle  Traitor  needs  no  Sophifter. 

K.  Henry.  Call  Buckingham^  and  bid  him  arm  himfelf. 

Torkf  Call  Buckif^gham^  and  all  the  Friends  thou  haft,   * 
I  am  refolv*d  for  Death  or  Dignity* 

Qif.  The  firft,  I  warrant  thee ;  if  Dreams  prove  true. 

War.  You  were  beft  go  to  Bed,  and  dream  again. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  Tempeft  of  the  Field. 

OldClif.  I  am  refolv'dto  bear  a  greater  Storm, 
Than  any  thou  canft  Conjure  up  to  day: 
And  that  Til  write  dpon  thy  Burgonet/ 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  Houfe's  Badge. 

War.  Now  by  my  Father's  Badge,  old  Nevifs  Creft, 
The  rtmpant  Bear  chaixi'd  to  the  ragged  Staff, 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  Burgonet, 
As  on  a  Mountain  top,  the  Cedar  ihews. 
That  keeps  his  Leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm. 
Even  fo  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

OldClif.  And  from  thy  Burgonet,  I'll  rend  thy  Bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  .all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  Bearard,  that  proteds  the  Bear. 

T.  Clif.  And  fo  to  Arms,  vidorious  noble  Father, 
To  quel  the  Rebels,  and  their  Complices. 

Jf.  Plan.  Fie,  Charity  for  (hame,  fpeak  not  in  fpight. 
For  you  (hall  fup  with  J^fu  Chrift  to  night. 

r.  CUf.  Foul  Stigmatick,  that's  more  than  thou  canft  telJ. 

R.  Plan.  If  not  in  Heav'n,  you'il  furely  fup  in  Hell. 

[^Exeunt. 
Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cnmherland^  'tis  Warwick^  calls ; 
And  if  thou  doft  not  bide  thee  from  the  Bear, 
Now  when  the  angry  Trumpet  founds  Alarum, 
And  dy'ng  Mens  cries  do  fill  the  empty  Air, 
Clifford^  I  fay,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me. 
Proud  Northern  Lord,  Clifford  y  Cumberland^ 
W^T^^ickjs  hoarfe  with  calling  tneeto  Arms. 

Enter  York. 

War.  How  now,  my  noble  Lord  ?  what  all  a-foot  ? 
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Tork.  The  deadly  handed  Qiforddew  my  Steed: 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him,  , 

And  made  a  prey  for  Carrion,  Kites  and  Crows^   ■ 
Even  of  the  bonny  Beaft  he  lov'd  fo  welK 

Enter  Clifford. 
/    War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 

Torl^  Hold  fFarji^kk,;  feek  thee  out  fome  other  Chafe,' 
For  I  my  felf  muft  hunt  this  Deer  to  death. 

War.  Then  nobly  Tork^j  'tis  for  a  Crown  thou  figbt*ft : 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to  day. 
It  grieves  my  Soul  to  leave  thee  unaffaird.  [-EjwVWar, 

Clif.  What  feeft  thou  in  me,  Tork^i 
Why  doft  thou  paufe? 

Tork*  With  thy  brave  bearing  fliould  I  be  in  love. 
But  that  thou  art  fo  hfi  mine  Enemy. 

Clif.  Nor  Ihould  thy  Prowefs  want  praife  and  efteem^ 
But  that  'tis  (hewn  ignobly,  and  in  Treafon. 

Tork^.  So  let  it  help  me  now  againfl  thy  Sword, 
As  r  in  Juftice,  and  true  Right  exprefs  it. 

Clif,  My  Soul  and  Body  on  the  Aftion  both. 

Tork*  A  dreadful  lay,    addrefs  thee  inftantly. 

Clif.  La  fin  Corronne  Us  oenvres.  *     [Dies. 

Tork.  Thus  War  hath  given  thee  Peace,  for  thou  art  flill; 
Peace  with  his  Soul,  Heav'n,  if  it  be  thy  will. 

Enter  young  Clifford. 

T.  Clif.  Shame  and  Confufion,  all  is  on  the  rout. 
Fear  frames  diforder,  and  diforder  wounds 
Where  it  (hould  guard.  O  War  /  thou  Son  of  Helli 
Whom  angry  Heav'ns  do  make  their  Minifter, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  Part, 
•  Hot  Coals  of  Vengeance.     Let  no  Soldiers  flie. 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  War 
Hath  no  Sdflove;  nor  he  that  loves  himfelf. 
Hath  not  cffcntially,  but  by  circumftance. 
The  name  of  Valour.     O  let  the  vile  World  end, 
And  the  premifed  Flana:;s  of  the  laft  day. 
Knit  Earth  and  Heav'n  together. 
Now  let  the  general  Trumpet  blow  his  blaft. 
Particularities,  and  petty  founds 

To 
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To  ceafc.    Waft  thou  ordained,  O  dear  Father^ 

To  lofe  thy  Youth  in  Peace,  and  to  atchieve 

The  Silver  Livery  of  advifed  Age, 

And  in  thy  Reverence,  and  thy  Chair-days,  thus 

To  die-^ in  Ruffian  Battel?  Even  at  this  fight, 

My  Heart  is  turn'd  to  Stone;  and  while  'tis  mine* 

It  (hall  be  Stony.     Torl^^  not  our  old  Men  fpares ; 

No  more  will  I  their  Babes,  Tears  Virginal, 

Shall  be  to  me,  even  as  the  Dew  to  Fire; 

And  Beauty,  that  the*  Tyrant  oft  reclaims. 

Shall  to  my  flaming  Wrath,  be  Oil  and  Flax. 

Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity^ 

Meet  I  an  Infant  of  the  Houfe  of  Torl^y  •    - 

Into  as  many  gobbits  will  I  cut  it, 

As  wild  AiedeOj  young  jibfirtus  did. 

In  cruelty,  will  I  feck. out  my  Fame, 

Come  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clijford*s  Houfe  i 

As  did  z/£neas  old  Anchifes  bear. 

So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  Sholders; 

But  then,  t^neai  bare  a  living  load ; 

Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefc  woes  of  mine;  [Exit. 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  and  Sometfet  to  fights 
JR.  Plan,  So,  lye  thou  there :     [Somerfet  is  kfli*d. 

Far  underneath  an  Ale-houfe  paltry  figr>, 

The  Caftle  in  St.  jilbans^  Somerfet 

Hath  mad^^the  Wiiard  famous  in  his  Death: 

Sword,  hold  thy  ttrx^tti  Heart,  be  wrathful  ft  ill: 

Priefts  pr^y  for  ^Enemies,  but^rinces  kill. 

Fight.     ExcurJioHs.    JEmer  King  Henry,   Queen  Margaret, 

and  others. 
Q.  Mar.  Away  my  Lord,  you  are  How,  for  ftiame  a- 

way. 

K.  HeHrj.  Can  we  out*run  the  Heav'n's?   Good  Marga^ 

ret  ftay* 

Q^  Ma.  What  are  you  made  of?  You'll  not  fight  nor  fly: 

Now  is  it  Manhood,  Wifdom,  and  Defence, 

To  give  the  Enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 

By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

\AlarHn^  nfar  off. 

l£ 


